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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Ing John. 

rice Henry, Son to the King. 
. Duke of: Hctaign, apd Nephew ko the 

r "MY 
Pembroke, — 
Eſſex, 
Salisbury, + Engliſh Lords. 
Hubert, 

1got, j 

aulconbridge, BaſtardiSon to Richapd the 17 7 

obert Faulconbridge, /uppos'd Brot er to the Ha- 
ard. 

— Gurney, Servant to the Lady Faulconbridge. 

Peter of Pomfret, a Prophet. 


| Philip, King of France, 

h Lewis, the Dauphin. 
Arch-Dufe of Auſtria. 
Pandulpho, the Pope's Legate. 

Melun, à French Bord. 
Chattilion, Ambaſſador from France to K el E 


Elinor, Queen-Mother of England. 
Conſtance, Mother to Arthur. 


Blanch, Daughter to Alphonſo King of Caſtile, 
and Neice to King John. 


Lady Faulconbridge, Mother to the Baſtard and 
Robert F aulconbridge. | 


cCitixens of Angiers, Heralds, Executioners, Meſ- 
| ſengers, Soldiers, and other Attendants. 
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ACTI SCETE 1 


Enter King John, Queen Elinor, Pembroke, Eſſcx, 
and Salisbury, with Chattilion. | 


n King IO HN. ro: 1 | 
Ee w. O * Chattilion, what would France with 
5 ESR us 1 
of France [ 


la my Behaviour to the Majeſty, _ 
The borrow'd Majeſty of England here. 

Eli. A ſtrange Beginning; borrow'd Majeſty ! 1 

K. Fehn. Silence, good Mother, hear the Embaſſie, | 

Chat, Philip of France, in right and true behalf * | 

and Of thy deceaſed Brother Geffrey's Son, 8 
Arthur Plantagenet, lays moſt lawful Claim 
To this fair Iſland, and the Territories: 

H E To Ireland, Poyitiers, Anjon, Toraine, Mair e, 
Vor. III. B 2 


Deſiring 
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D .ſicing thee to lay aſide the Sword 
Which ſways uſurpingly theſe ſeveral Titles, 
| And pur the ſame into young Arthur's Hand, 
| Thy Nephew, and right Royal Soveraign. | 
K. John. W har follows, it we diſallow of this? 
? Caat. The proud Control of fierce and bloody War, 
N To inforce theſe Rights ſo forcibly „ ith-held. 
K. John. Here have we War for War, and Blood for Blood, 
Controlment for Controlment; fo anſwer France. 
Car, Then take my King's Defiance from my Mouth, 


= 
-. — 
— —— 
—— * 


artheſt limit of my Embaſke. | 
#. Fohn. Bear mine to him, and ſo depart in Peace. 
'*- th3u aS Lightning in the Eyes of France; 
ior &er thou canſt report, I will be there, 
* ne Thunder of ny Cannon ſhall be heard. 
So hence; be thou the Trumpet of our Wrath, 
And ſullen Preſage of your own decay: 
An honourable Conduct let him have, 
Pembroke look to't; farewel Chartilion. '| Exit Chat. and Pem, 
1 Eli. What now, my Son, have I not ever ſaid 
| How that Ambitious Conſtance would not ceaſe 
| Till ſhe had kindled France and all the World, 
Upon th: Right and Party of her Son? 
This might have been prevented, and made whole 
| With very eaſie Arguments of Love, 
| Which now the Manage of two Kingdoms muſt 
With fearful bloody Iſſue arbitrate. 
K. John. Our ſtro g Poſſcſſion and our Right for us. 
Eli. Vour ſtrong Poſſeſſion much more than your Right, 
Or elſe it muſt go wrong with you and me, 
do much my Conſcience whiſpers in your Ear, 
Which none but Heav', and you and I ſhall hear. 
Eſſex. My Liege, here is the ſtrangeſt Comroverſie 
Come from the Country to be judg'd by you 
That e'er I heard, ſhall I produce the Men? 
X. Fohn. Let them approach: 
Dur Ahbies and our Priories ſhall pay . 
This Expedition's Charge. What Men are you? 
Ester Robert Faulconbridge and the Baſtard, 
Baſt. Your faithful Subject, I, a Gentleman, 


Born io NVorthannpt on ſbire, and eldeſt Son, 


ht, 


of King John. 


As I ſuppoſe, to Faulconbridge, 
A Soldier, by the Honour-giving-hand 
Of Cordelion, Knighted in the Field. 
K. Fohn. What art thou ? | 
Robert. The Son and Heir to that ſ:me Faulconbridge- 
X. John. Is that the Elder, and art thou the Heir? 
You came not of one Mother, then it ſeems? 
Baſt. Moſt certain of one Mother, mighty King. 
That is well known, and, as I think, one Father: 
Bur for the certain Knowledge of that Truth, 
I pur you o'er to Heav'n, and to my Mother; 
Of that I doubt, as all Mens Children may. 
Eli, Out on thee, rude Man, thou doſt thame thy Mother, 
And wound her Honour with this diffiden ce. 
Baſt, I. Madam? No: I have no Reaſon for it; 
That is my Brother's Plea, and none of mine, 
The which if he can prove, a pops me our, 
At leaſt from fair five hundred pound a Year: 
Heav'n guard my Mother's Honour, and my Land. 
K. John. A good blunt Fellow ; why being younger Born 
Doth he lay claim to thine Inheritance ? 
Baſt. I know not why, except to ger the Land; 
But once he ſlander'd me with Baſtardy: 
But whether I be as true begot or no, 
That (till I lay upon my Mother's Head, 
But that I am as well begot, my Liege, 
Fair fall the Bones that took the Pains for me, 
Compare our Faces, and be judge your ſelf, 
If o'd Sir Robert did beget us both, | 
And were our Father, and this Son like him: 
O old Sir Robert Father, on my Knee 
I give Heav'n thanks I was not like to thee, 
K. John. Why what a mad-cap hath Heav'n lent us here? 
Eli. He hath a trick of Cordelion's Face, 
The accent of his Tongue affecteth him: 
Do you not read ſome Tokens of my Son 
In tne large Compoſition of this Man? 
EK. John. Mine Eye hath well examined his Parts, 4 
And finds them perfect Richard: Sirrah, ſpeak, 
What doth move you to claim your Brother's Land? 
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Baſt, Becauſe he hath a half-face, like my Father, 
With half that Face would he have all my Lands, 
A half-fac'd Groat, five hundred Pound a Year ? - 

Rob. My gracious Liege, when that my Father liv'd, 
Your Brother did imploy my Father much 

Baſt, Well, Sir, by this you cannot get my Land, 
Your Tale muſt be how he imploy'd my Mother. 
Kob. And once diſpatch'd him in an Embaſſie 
To Germany, there with the Emperor 


To treat of high Affairs touehing that time: 


Th'Advantage of his Abſence took the King, 

And in the mean time ſojourn'd at my Father's; 

Where, how he did prevail, I ſhame to ſpeak: 

But truth is truth, large lengths of Seas and Shores 

Between my Father and my Mother lay, 

As I have heard my Father ſpeak himſelf, 

When this ſame luſty Gentleman was got. : 

Upon his Deatt:-bed he by Will bequeath'd 

His Lands to me, and took it on his Death 

'Thit this my Mother's Son was none of his; 

And if he were, he came into the World 
Full fourteen Weeks before the Courſe of time : ; 
Then good my Liege, let me have what is mine, 5 | 
My Father's Land, as was my Father's Will. 

X. John. Sirrah, your Brother is Legitimate, 
Yeur Father's Wife did after Wedlock bear him: 
And if ſhe did play falſe, the Fault was hers, 
Which Fault lyes on the hazards of all Husbands 
That marry Wives. Tell me, how if my Brother, 
Who, as you ſay, took pains to get this Sor, 

Had of your Father claim'd this Son for his, 

In footh, good Friend, your Father might have kept 
This Calf, bred from his Cow, from all the World: 
In ſouth he might; then if he were my Brother's, 
My Brother might not claim him; nor your Fathcr, 
Being none of nis, refuſ: him; this concludes, 

My Mother's Son did get your Father's Heir, 

Your Father's H-ir muſt have your Father's Land. I 

Rob. Shall then my Father's Will be of to force 
To diſpofleſs that Child which is not his? 80 


of King John. 983 

Baſt. Of no pare force to diſpoſſeſs me, Sir, 

Then was his Will to get me, as [ think, 

Eli. Whether hadſt thou rather be 2 Faulconbridge, 
And, like thy Brother, to enjoy thy Land: 
Or the reputed Son of Cordelion, | 
Lord of thy Preſence, and no Land beſide? _ 

Baſt. Madam, and if my Brother had my Shape, 

And I had his, Sir Robert's his, like him, 

And if my Legs were two ſuch riding Rods, 

My Arms ſuch Eel-skins ſtuft, my Face ſo thin, 

Thar in mine Ear I durſt not ſtick a Roſe, 

Leſt Men ſhould fay, look where three Farthings gaes, 
And to his Shape were Heir to all this Land, 
Would I might never ſtir from off this Place, 

I would give it every Foot to have this Face : 

I would not be Sir Nobbe in a y caſe. 

Eli. J like thee well; wilt thou forſake thy Fortune, 
Bequeath thy Land to him, and follow met 
I am a Soldier, and now bound to. France. | | 

Baſt. Brother, take you my Land, [Il take my Chance; 
Your Face hath got five hundred Pound a Year, 

Yet ſell your Face for five Pence, and 'tis dear. 
Madam, I'll follow you unto the Death. 

Eli, Nay, I weld have you go before me thither, 

Baſt. Our Country manners give our Betters way, 

X. John. What is thy Name? | 

Baſt. Philip, my Liege, ſo is my Name begun, 

Philip, good old Sir Robert's W ife's eldeſt Son. 

X. John. From henceforth bear his Name 
Whoſe Form thou beareſt : 

Kneel thou down Philip, but riſe more great, 
Ariſe Sir Richard and Plantagenet. 

Baſt. Brother by th'Mothet's ſide, give me your Hand, 

My Father gave me Honour, yours gave Land. 
Now bleſſed be the Hour, by Night or Day, 
Wren I was got, Sir Robert was away. 

Eli, The very Spirit of Plantagenet: 

I am thy Grandam, Richard, call me ſo, 

Baſt. Madam, by chance, but not by truth, what tho'; 

Something about, a little from the right, 


In at che Window, or elſe o'er the Hatch: 
B 4 | Who 
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Who dares not ſtir by Day, muſt walk by Night, 
And have is have, however Men do catch; 
| Near or far off, well won is ſtill well ſhor, 
AndI am I, howe'er I was begot. 
| X. Jobn. Go, Faulconbridge, now haſt thou thy deſire, 
| A Landleſ Knight, makes rhee a Landed Squire: 
Come Madam, and come Richard, we muſt ſpeed 
For France, for France, for it is more than need. 

Baſt. Brother, adieu, good Fortune come to thee, . 
For taou waſt got i th way of honeſty, | Ex. all but Baffard. 
A Foot of Honour better than I was, | 
But many a many Foot of Land the worſe. 
Well, now can I make any Joan a Lady; 
| Good-denn, Sir Richard, Godamercy Fellow, | 
| And if his Name be George, I'll call him Peter; | 
| For new made Honour doth forget Mens Names: 

Dis too reſpective, and too ſociable 

For your Converſion, now your Traveller, | 
He and his Toorh-pick, at my Worſhip's Meſs, ; 
And when my Knightly Stomach is ſuffic'd, 
Why then I ſuck my Teeth, and Catechiſe 
My picked Man of Countrys; My Dear Sir, * 
Thus leaning on mine Elbow I begin, 

| I ſhall beſeech you; that is Queſtion now, 

| And then comes Anſwer like an Abſey- Book: 
O Sir, ſays Anſwer, at your beſt Command, 

Ar your Employment, at your Service, Sir: 

No, Sir, ſays Queſtion, I, ſweet Sir, at yours, 

| And ſo &er Anſwer knows what Queſticn would, 

; Saving in Dialogue of Complimert, 

| * And talking of the Alpes and Appenines, 

; 


The Pyrennean and the River Po, 

Ie draws towards Supper in conclufion ſo. 

But this is worſhipful Society, 

And firs the mounting Spirit like my ſelf; 

For he is but a Baſtard to the time FF 
| That do h not ſmoak of Obſervation, | | 
| A-.d ſo am I whether I ſmack or no; 

And not alone in Habit and Device, 

Exteri r Form, ontward Acoutrement; 

But from thc inward Motion to deliver 
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Sweet, ſweet, ſweet Poiſon for the Ages Tooth, 
Which though I will not practiſe to deceivez 
Yet, to avoid deceit, I mean to learn; $ 
For it ſhall ſtrew the Footſteps of my Ruling : 
But wo comes in ſuch haſte in riding Robes? 
What Woman-poſt is this? Hath ſhe no Husband 
That will take Pains to blow a Horn before her, 
O me, 'tis my Mother; how now, good Lady? 
What brings you here to Court ſo haſtily ? 

Enter Lady Faulconbridge and om Gurney. 

Lady. Where is that Slave, thy Brother? Where is he? 
That holds in chaſe mine Honour up and down. 

Baſt. My Brother Robert, old Sir Robert's Son, 

Colbrand the Giant, that ſame mighty Man, 
Is it Sir Robert's Son that you ſeck ſo? } 

Lady. Sir Robert's Sn] ay, thou unreverend Boy, 
Sir Robert's Son, why ſcorneſt thou at Sir Robert ? 
He is Sir Robert's Son, and ſo art thou. 

Baſt. James Gurney, wilt thou give us leave a while? 

Gur. Good leave, good Philip. 

Baſt. Philip, Sparrow, Fames, 1 
There's Toys abroad, anon I'll tell thee more. | Exit James. 
Madam, I was not old Sir Rebert's Son, 

Sir Robert might have eat his Part in me a 
Upon Good-Friday, and ne'er broke his Faſt: 
Sir Robert could do well, marry, to confeſs! 1 
Could get me ! Sir Robert could not do it; 11 
We know his Handy-work, here fore good Mother | 

To whom am I beholding fer theſe Limbs} {1 
Sir Robert never holp to make this Leg. | 

Lady. Haſt thou conſpir'd with thy Brother too, | | | 
That for thire own gain ſhould'ſt defend mine Horour ? 

What means this Scorn, thou moſt untoward Knave? 

Baſt. Knight, Knight, good Mother, B:filiſco-like. | 
What, I am dub'd, I have it on my Shoulder : 
But Mother, I am not Sir Robert's Son, | 
I have diſclaim'd Sir Robert ard my Land, þ 
Legitimation, Name, and all is gone; 1 
Then, good my Mother, let me know my Father, 
Some proper Man, I hope; who was it, Mcthcr ? 


Lady. 
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Lady, Haſt thou deny'd thy ſelf a Faulconbridge ? 
Baſt As faithfully as I deny the Devil. - 
Lady. King Richard Cordelion was thy Father; 

Buy long and vehement Suit I was ſeduc d 

To make room for him in my Husband's Bed, 
Heav'n lay not my Tranſgreſſion to my charge; 

| Thou art the Iſſue of my dear Offence, 

= Which was ſo ſtrongly urg'd paſt my Defence, 

Baſt. Now, by this Light, were I to get again, 

Madam, I would not wiſh a better Father, 

Some Sins do bear their Privilege on Earth, 

And ſo doth yours; your Fault was not your Polly; 

Needs muſt you lay your Heart at his Diſpoſe, 

Subje&ed Tribute to commanding Love, 

Againſt whoſe Fury and unmatched Force, 

The awleſs Lyon could not wage the Fight, 

Nor keep his princely Heart from Richard's Hands, 

He that per Force robs Lyons of their Hearts, 

May ealily win a Woman's; ay, my Mother, 

With all my Heart I thaik thee for my Father, 

Who lives and dares but ſay, thou didſt not well 

When I was got, I'll ſend his Soul to Hell, 

Come, Lady, Iwill ſhew thee ro my Kin, 

And they ſhall ſay, when Richard me begot, 

If thou hadſt ſaid him nay, it had been Sin; 

Who lays it was, he lyes 1 lay 'twas not. | Exennt, 


SCENE IL 


SCENE, before the Walls of Angiers. 


Exter Philip King of France, Lewis the Dauphin, Au- 
ſtria, Conſtance, and Arthur. 
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Lewis, Before Angiers, wellumet brave Auſtria, 
Arthur, that great Fore- runner of thy Blood, 
Nichard that robb'd the Lion of his Heart, 

Ard fougbt the holy Wals in Faleſtine, 

By this biave Duke came early to his Grave; 
And for amends to his Poſterity, 

At our Importance hither is he come, 


To ſprcad his Colours, Boy, in thy behalf; 


And 


And to rebuke the Uſurpation 

Of thy unnatural Uncle, Exgliſh Job. 

Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither. 
Arth. God ſhall forgive you Cordehon's Death, 

The rather that you give his Offspring Life, 

Shadow ing their Right under your Wings of War; 

I give you welcome with a EN Hand, 

But with a Heart full of unſtained Love, 

Welcome before the Gates of Angiers, Duke. 
Lewis. A noble Boy, who would not do thee right? 
Auſt. Upon thy Cheek lay I this zealous Kits, 

As Seal to this Indenture of my Love; 

Thu to my home I will no more return, 

Till Angiers, and the Right thou haſt in France; 

Together with that pale, that white-fac'd Shore, 

W hoſe Foot ſpurns back the Ocean's roaring Tides, 

And coops from other Lands her Iſlanders, 

Even 'till that Exgland, hedg'd in with the Main, 

That water-walled Bulwark, ſtill ſecure 

And confident from foreign Purpoſes, ; 

Even till that outmoſt Corner of the Weſt 

Salute thee for her King; 'till then, fair Boy, 

Will I not think of home, but follow Arms. 

Conſt, O take his Mother's Thanks, a Widow's Thanks, 
'Till your ſtrong Hand ſhall help to give him Strength, 
To make a more Requital to your Love, 

Auſt, The Peace of Heav'n is thei:s, who lift their Swords | 
In ſuch a juſt and charitable War. | 

K, Philip, Well, then, to work, our Cannon ſhall be bent 
Apaioſt the Brows of this refiſting Town; , | 
Call for our chiefeſt Men of Diſcipline, ; 
Au- To cull the Plots of beſt Advantages. 

| 
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We'll lay before this Town our Royal Bones, 

Wade to the Market - Place in Freachmens Blood, 

But we will make it ſubjeck to this Boy. ' 
Conſt. Stay for an Anſwer to your Embzſſie, 

Leſt unadvis'd you ſtain your Swords with Blood, 

My Lord Chattilion may from England bring | 

That Right in Peace which here we urge in War, 1 

And then we ſhall repent each Drop of Blood, 

That hot raſh haſte ſo indirectly ſhed, | 1 


„ 
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If, not bleed France, and Peace a'cend to Heav'n. 


The Life and Death 
Enter Chattilion, 
K. Philip. A Wonder, Lady! lo! upon thy Wiſh 
Our Meſſenger Chattilion, 18 arriv'd; 
What England ſays, fay briefly, gentle Lord, 


We coldly pauſe tor thee. Chartilion ſpeak. 
Chat. Then turn your Forces from chis paultry Siege, 


And ſtir them up againſt a mighticr Task. 


England, impatient of your juſt Demands, 
Hath put himſelf in Arms, the adverſe Winds, 
Whoſe Leiſure I have ſtaid, have given him time 
To land his Legions all as ſoon as I. | 
His Marches ar: exvedient to this Town, 
His Forces ſtrong, his Soldiers confident, 
With him along is come the Mother- Queen; 
An Ate ſtirring him to Blood and Strife. 
With her her Neice, the Lady Blanch of Spain; 
With them a Baſtard of the Kg deceas'd, 
And all th' unſettled Humours of the Land; 
Raſh, inconſiderate, fiery Volunteers, 
With Ladies Faces, ard fierce Dragons Spleens, 
Have ſold their Fortunes at their native Homes, 
Bearing their Birthright proudly on their Backs, 
To make a Hazard of new Fortunes here; 
In brief, a braver Choice of dauntleſs Spirits 
Than now the Engliſh Bottoms have waſt o'er, 
Did never float upon the ſwelling Tide, 
To do offence and ſcathe in Chriſtendom, 
The Interruption of their churliſh D. ums 
Cuts off more Circumſtance; they are at hand, 
| [ Drums beat, 

To parly or to fight, therefore prepare. 

X. Philip. How much unlook'd for is this Expedition! 

Auſt. By how much unexpected, by ſo much 
We muſt awake, endeavour for Defence, 
For Courage mounteth with Occaſion: 
Let them be welcome then, we are prepar'd, 
Enter Kingef England, Baſtard, Elio, Blanch, Pembroke, 

* | and others, 

X. John. Peace be to France, if France in Peace permit 

Our juſt and lineal Entrance to our own; 
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Whilſt we, God's wrathful Agent, do correct 
Their proud Contempt that beats his Peace to Heav'n. 
X. Philip. Peace be to England, if that War return 
From France to England, there to live in Peace. 
England we love, and for that England's ſake 
With burthen of our Armour here we ſweat; 
This Toll of ours ſhou!d be a Work of thine; 
But thou from loving England art ſo far, 
That thou haſt under-wrougat its lawful King, 
Cut off the Sequerce of Poſterity, 
Out-faced Infant State, and done a Rape 
Upon the Mziden- Virtue of the Crown. 
Look here upon thy Brother Geffry's Face, 
Theſe Eyes, theſe Brows, were moulded out of his; 
This little Abſtract doth conrain that large 
Which dy'd in Geffrey; and the Hand of time 
Shall draw this brief into as large a Volume. 
That Geffrey was thy elder Brother born, 
And this his Sor, England was Geffrey's Right, 
And this is Geffrey's; in the Name of God, 
How comes it then that thou art call'd a King, 
When living Blood doth in theſe Temples beat, 
Which owe the Con that thou o'er-maſtereſt ? 
K. John. From whom haſt thou this great Commiſſion 
To draw my Anſwer from thy Articles? 
K. Phil, From that ſupernal Judge that ſtirs good Thoughts 
In any Breaſt of ſtrong Authority, 
To look into the Blots and Stains of Right, 
That Judge hath made me Guardian to this Boy, 
Under whoſe Warrant I impeach thy Wrong, 
And by whoſe Help I mean to chaſtiſe it. 
X. John. Alack, thou doſt uſurp Authority. 
K. Philip. Excuſe it is to beat uſurping down. 
Eli. Who is it that thou doſt call Uſurper, France? 
Conſt. Let me make Anſwer: Thy uſurping Son. 
Eli. Out Inſolent, thy Baſtard ſhall be King, 
That thou may'ſt be a Queen, and check the World! 
Conſt. My Bed was ever to thy Son as true, 
As thine was to thy Husband, and this Boy, 
Liker in Feature to his Father Geffrey, 


Than thou and Fob, in Manners being as like | 
As 
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As Rain to Water, or Devil to his Dam. 
My Boy a Baltard! By my Soul I think 
His Father never was ſo true begot; 

It cannot be, and if thou wert his Mother. 


Eli. There's a good Mother, Boy, that blots thy Father. 


Conſt, There's a good Grandam, Boy, 
That would blot thee. 
Auſt, Peace. 
Baſt. Hear the Cyier. 
Auſt. What the Devil art thou? 
Baſt. One that will play the Devil, Sir, with you, 


And a may catch your Hide and you alone. 


You are the Hare, of whom the Proverb goes, 
Whoſe Valour plucks dead Lions by the Beard, 
I'll ſmoak your Skin-Coat, and I catch you right; 
Sirrah, look to't, i ſaith I will, i'faith. 

Blanch. O well did he become that Lion's Robe, 


That did diſcobe the Lion of that Robe. 


Baſt. It lyes as ſightly on the Back of him, 
As great Alcide's Shoes upon an Aſs; 
But, Aſs, I'll take that Burthen from your Back, 
Or lay on that ſhall make your Shoulders crack. 
Auſt. What Cracker is this ſame that deafs our Ears 
With this abundance of ſuperfluous Breath ? 
King Lewis, determine what we ſhall do ſtreight. 
Lewis. Women and Fools break off your — 


King John, this is the very Sum of all; 


England, and Ireland, Angiers, Tourain, Main, 
In right of Arthur do I claim of thee: 
Wilt thou reſign them, and lay down thy Arms? 

X. John, My Life as ſoon, I do defie thee, France. 
Arthur of Britain, yield thee to my Hand; 

And out of my dear Love I'll give thee more, 
Than e'er the Coward-Hand of France can win; 
Submit thee, Boy. 8 

Eli. Come to thy Grandam, Child. 

Conſt, Do. Child, 80 to it Grandam, Child, 
Give Grandam Kingdom, and it G-andam will 
Give it a Plum, a Cherry and a Fig, 

There's a good Grandam. 
Arth. Good my Mother, Peace, 
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I would that I were low laid in my Grave, 

I am not worth this Coil that's made for me. 

Eli. His Mother ſhames him ſo, poor Boy he weeps. 
Conſt, Now ſhame upon you where ſhe does or no. 

His Grandam's Wrong, and not his Mother's Shames, 

Draws thoſe Heav'n-moving Pearls from his poor Eyes, 

Which Heav'n ſhall take in nature of a Fee; 

Ay, with theſe ſad Chryſtal Beads Heav'n fhall be brib'd 

To do him Juſtice, and Revenge on you. "OR 

Eli. Thou monſtrous Slanderer of Heav'n and Earth. 
Conſt, Thou monſtrous Injurer of Heav'n and Earth, 

Call me not Slanderer; thou and thine uſurp | 

The Domination, Royalties and Rights 

Of this oppreſſed Boy; this is thy eldeſt Son's Son, 

Infortunate in nothing but in thee ; 

Thy Sins are viſited in this poor Child, 

The Canon of the Law is laid on him, 

Being but the ſecond Generation 

Removed from thy ſin-conceiving Womb. 

K. John. Bedlam have done. 
Conſt, I have but this to ſay, | 

That he is not only plagued for her Sin, 

But God hath made her Sin and her, the Plague 

On this removed Iſſue, plagu'd for her, 

And with her Plague her Sin; his Irjury 

Her Injury, the Beadle to her Sin, 

All 1 in the Perſon of this Child, 

And all for her; a Plague upon her. 

Eli. Thou unadviſed Scold, I can produce 

A Will that bars the Title of thy Son. 

Conſt, Ay, who doubts that? a Will; a wicked Will; 

A Woman's Will; a canker'd Grandam's Will, 

K. Philip. Peace Lady, pauſe, or be more temperate; 

It ill beſzems this Preſence to cry ay me 

To theſe ill turned Repetitions. 

Some Trumpet ſummon hither to the Walls 

Theſe Men of Angiers; let us hear them ſpzak, 

Whoſe Title they admit, Arthur's or Fohy's 
| i Trumpet ſounds. 
Enter a Citizen upon the Walls. 

iti. Who is it that hath warn d us to the Walls? 

; T. Philip, 
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K Philip. *Tis France for England. 


K. John. England for it felf; E 
You'Men of Argiers, and my loving Subjects. 1 
K, Phil. You loving Men of Avgiers, Arthur's Subjects, Ir 
Our Trumpet call'd you to this gentle Parle—— R 
X. John. For our Advantage; therefore hear us firſt; T 
Theſe Flags of France, that are venced here T 

Before the Eye and Proſpect of your Town, 
Have hither march' d to your Endamagement. Sa 
The Cannons have their Bowels full of Wrath; O 
And ready mounted are they to ſpit forth Ag 
Their Iron Indignation *gainſt your Walls: Ar 
V All Preparation for à bloody Siege, W. 
And mercileſs Proceeding, by theſe French, W 
Confront your Cities Eyes, your winking Gates; yk 
n 


And but for our Approach, thoſe ſleeping Stones, 
That as a Waſte do girdle you about, | 
By the Compulſion of their Ordinance 

By this time from their fixed Beds of Lime 

Had been diſhabited, and wide Havock made 

For bloody Power to ruſh upon your Peace. 

But on the Sight of us your hof King. 

Who painfully with much expedient March, 

Have brought a counter - check before your Gates, 


To ſave unſcratch'd your Cities threatned Cheeks: And 
Behold the French amaz'd vouchſafe a Parle; 2 
And now inſtead of Bullets wrap'd in Fire, For 
To make a ſhaking Feaver in your Walls, K 
They ſhoot but calm Words, folded up in Smoak, my 
To make a faithleſs Error in your Ears; | 0] 
Which truſt accordingly, kind Citizens, Have 
And let us in. Your King, whoſe labour'd Spirits K. 
Fore- weary d in this Action of ſwift Speed, — 
Craves Harbourage within your City Walls. A WIC 

X. Philip. When I have ſaid, make Anſwer to us both. Ba 
Loe in this right Hand, whoſe Protection X. 
Is moſt divinely vow'd upon the right X. 
Of him it holds, ſtands young Plantagenet, — 


Son to the elder Brother of this Man, ö N 
And King o'cr him, and all that he enjoys: Wer. 
For this down- trodden Equity, we tread | e fo 
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In warlike March, theſe Greens before your Town, 

Being no further Enemy to you 

Than the conſtraint of Hoſpitable Zea), 

In the relief of this oppreſſed Child, 

Religiouſly provokes. Be pleaſed then 

To pay that Duty which you truly owe, 

To him that owes it, namely, this young Prince; 

And then our Arms, like to a muzzled Bear, 

Save in AſpeR; hath all Offence ſcal'd up: 

Our Cannons Malice vainly ſhall be ſpent 

Againſt th' invulrerable Clouds of Heav'n; 

And with a bleſſed, and un-vext retire, 

With unhack'd Swords, and Helmets all unbruis'd, 

We will bear home that luſty Blood again, 

Which here we came to ſpout againſt your Town, 

And leave your Children, Wives, and you in Pcaces 

But if you fondly paſs our proffer'd Offer, 

'Tis not the Rounder of your old-fac'd Walls 

Can hide you from our Meſſengers of War; 

Though all theſe Engliſh, and their Diſcipline, ; 

Were habour'd in their rude Circumference : 

Then tell us, ſhall your City call us Lord, 

In that behalf which we have challeng'd it? 

Or ſhall we give the Signal to our Rage, 

And ſta!k in Blood to our Poſſe ſſion? | 
Citi, In brief, we are the King of England's Subjufts, 

For him, and in his Right, we hold this Town, 

X. John. Acknowledge then the King, and let me in. 
Citi, That can we not; but he that proves the King, 

To him will we prove Loyal; till that time 

Have we ramm'd up our Gates againft the World. 

X. Fohn. Doth not the Crown of England prove the King! 

And if not that, I bring you Witneſſes, 

Twice fifteen thouſand Hearts of England's Breed 
Baſt, Baſtards, and elſe, | 
X. John. To verifie our Title with their Lives. 
X. Philip. As many, and as well born Blaodsas thoſe——— 
Baſt, Some Baſtards too. 
K. Philip. Stand in his Face to contradict his Claim. 
Citi, *Till you compound whoſe Right is worthieſt, 

We for the worthieſt hold the Right from both. 

In SSL. C R. John. 
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K. John. Then God forgive the Sin of all thoſe Souls, 
That to their everlaſting Relidence, 
Before the Dew of Evening fall, ſhall fl et 
In dreadful Trial of our Kingdom's King. 
K. Philip. Amen, Amen. Mount Chevaliers to Arms, 
Baſt. Saint George that ſwing'd the Dragon, 
A:d cer ſince fits on's Horſeback at mine Hoſteſs Door, 
Teach us ſome Fence, Sirrah, were I at home 
At your Den, Sirrah, with your Lioneſs, 0 
I would ſet an Ox-Head to your Lion's Hide, B 
And make a Monſter of you, 
Auſt, Peace, no more, 
Baſt. O tremble; for you hear the Lion roar. O 
K. John. Up higher to the Plain, where we'll ſet forth, © W 
In beſt Appointment, all our Regiments. 
| Baſt. Speed then to take Advantage of the Field. 
K. Philip. It ſhall be fo; and at the other Hill 
Command the reſt to ſtand, God and our right, [ Exeun W 
Here, after Excurſions, enter the Herald of France with Sh; 
Trumpets to the Gates. 
F. Her. You Men of Avngicrs, open wide your Gates, Un 
A d let young Arthur, Duke of Britain, in; 


W ho by the Hand of France, this Day hath made 4 
Much Work for Tears in many an Exgliſb Mother, In t 
W hofe Sons lye ſcatter'd on the bleeding Grourd : Rat 
Many a Widow's Husband groveling lyes, Tha 
Coldly embracing the diſcolour'd Earth, Befc 
And Victory with little Loſs doth play We 
Upon the dancing Banners of the French, ot 


Who are at hand triumphantly d ſplay'd rac 
To enter Conquerors; and to proclaim Witt 


Arthur of Britain, England's King, and yours, 2 
Enter Eogliſh Herald with Trumpet. Whi 

E. Her. Rejoyce, you Men of Augiers; riog your Beh Oh r 
King John, your King, and Exzland's, doth approach, The 
Commander of this hot malicious Day. And 
Their Armours, that march'd hence ſo Silver bright, In un 
Hither return all gilt in Frenchmens Blood, Why 
There ſtuck no Plume. in any Engliſh Creſt, OF | 
OU « 


That is removed by a Staff of France. 
Our Colours do return in thoſe ſame Hands 
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That did diſplay them when we firſt march'd forth ; 
And like a jolly Troop of Huntſmen come 
Our luſty Engliſb, all with purpled Hands, 
Dy'd in the dying Slaughter of their Foes. 
Open your Gates, and give the Victo:s Way. 
Citi. Heralds, from off our Towers we might behold 
From firſt to laſt, the Onſet and Retire 
Of both your Armies, whoſe Equality 
By our beſt Eyes cannot be cenſured; 
Blood hath bought Blood, and Blows have anſwer'd Blows; 
Strength match'd with Strength, and Power confronted 
Both are alike, and both alike we like; | Power. 
One muſt prove greateſt, While they weigh ſo even, 
We hold our Town for neither; yet tor both. 
Enter the two Kings with their Powers at ſeveral Doors, 
X. John. France, haſt thou yet more Blood to caſt away? 
Say, ſhall the Current of our Right run on; 
Whoſe Paſſage, vext with thy Impediment, 


Shall leave his native Channel, and o'er-ſwell, 


With Courſe diſturb'd, even thy confining Shores; 
Unlefs thou let his Silver Water keep 
A peaceful Progreſs to the Ocean. 
X. Philip. England, thou haſt notſav'd one Drop of Blood 
In this hot Trial, more than we of France; 
Rather loſt more, And by this Hand I ſwear, 
That ſways the Earth this Climate overlook', 
Before we will lay down our juſt-born Armr, 
We'll put thee down, 'gainſt whom theſe Arms we bear, 
Or add a Royal Number to the dead; 
Gracing the Scioul that tells of this War's loſ, 
Wich Slaughter coupled to the Name of Kings. 
Baſt, Ha! Majeſty; how high thy Glory towers, 
When the rich Blood of Kings is ſet on Fire. 
Oh now doth Death line his dead Chaps with Steel; 
The Swords of Soldiers are his Teeth, his Phangs, 
And now he feaſts, mouſing the Fleſh of Men 
In undetermin'd Differcnces of Kings. 
Why ſtand theſe Royal Fronts amazed thus? 
Cry Haveck, Kings, back to the ſtained Field 


You equal Potents, fiery kindled Spirit: 
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Then let Confuſion of one Part confirm 
The other's Pesce; 'till ther, Blows, Blood, and Death. ; 
K. John. Whof: Party do the Townſ{men yet admit? 
K. Philip. Speak Citizens, for England, who's your King? E 
Citi. The King of Exgland, when we know the King. 1 
K. Philip. Know him in us, that here hold up his Right. A 
X. John. In us, that are our own great Deputy, a 
M 


And bear Poſſeſſion of our Perſon here, 

Lord of our Preſence, Angiers, and of you. 
Citi. A greater Power than we denies all this; 

Ard 'till it be undoubted, we do lock 

Our former Scruple in our ſtrong barr'd Gates: In 

Kings of our Fear, until our Fears re ſolv'd 

Be by ſome certain King purg'd and depos'd. | 
Baſt. By Heav'n, theſe Scroyles of Avgiers flout you Kings, W 5h; 

And ſtand ſecurely on their Battlements, | 

As in a Theatre, whence they gape and point 

At your induſtrious Scenes, and Acts of Death. 

You Royal Preſences be rul'd by me; 

Do like the Mutiners of Jeruſalem, 

Be Friends a while, and both conjoi-tly bend 

Your ſharpeſt Deeds of Malice on this Town. 


By Eaft and Weſt let France and England mount Tha 
Their battering Cannon charged to the Mouths, Perf 
Till their Soul-feariag Clamours have braul'd down K 
The flinty Ribs of this corte mptuous City. 2 
I'd play inceſſantly upon theſe Jades; Ts ne 
Even till unfenced Deſolztion Of. 
Le ve them as naked as the vulgar Air: | If Iu; 
That done, diſſever your united Strengths, Whe 
A d part your mingled Colours once again. If ze, 
Tun Fact to Face, and bloody Point to Point ; Whe 
Tien in a Moment Fortune ſhall cull forth, If Lo 
O :t of one Side, her happy Minion, Who 
To wh m in favour ſhe ſhall give the Day, Such 
Ad ki. him with a glorious Victory. Is the 
How lik, you this wild Counſel, mighty States; If not 
Smzcks it not ſomething of the Policy? And « 

K. Fohn. Now by the Sky that hangs above our Heads, if Wa 
T like it well. France, (hall we knit our Powers, He is | 
And lay this Angier even with the Ground, Left te 
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Then after fight who ſhall be King of it? 
Baſt. And if thou haſt the Mettle of a Kir, 


83 Being wrong'd as we are by this peeviſh Town, 
| Turn thou the Mouth of thy Artillery, 
its As we will ours, againſt theſe ſaucy Walls; 


And when that we have daſh'd them to the Ground, 
Why then defie each other, and pell-well 
Make work upon our ſelves for Heav'n or Hell, 
X. Philip. Let it be ſo; ſay, where will you aſſault? 
K. John. We from the Welt will ſend Deſt: uction 
Into this City's Boſom. 
Auſt. I from the North. 
K. Philip. Our Thunder from the South, 
Tings, Shall rain their Drift of Bullets on this Town, 
Baſt. O prudent Diſcipline! From North to South; / 
Auſtria and France ſhoot in each others Mouth, 
Fil ſtir them to it; come away, away. | 
Citi, Hear us great Kings, vouchſafe a while to ſtay, 
And I ſhall ſhew you Peace, and fair-fac'd League. 
Win you this City without Stroak or Wound; 
Reſcue thoſe breathing Lives to dic in Beds, 
That here come Sacrifices for the Field; 
Perſevere not, but hear me, mighty Kings, 
K. John. Speak on; with Favour we are bent to hear. 
Citi, That Daughter there of Spain, the Lady Blanch, 
Is near to England, look upon the Years 
Of Lewis the Dauphin, and that lovely Maid, 
If luſty Love ſhould go in queſt of Beauty. 
Where could he find it fairer, than in Blanch? 
If zealous Love ſhould go in ſearch of Virtue, 
Where could he find it purer than in Blanch ? 
If Love ambitious, ſought a Match cf Buth, 
Whoſe Veins bound richer Blood than Lady Blanch? 
Such as ſhe is, in Beauty, Virtue, Birth, 
Is the young Dauphin every way compleat; 
If pot compleat of, ſay he is not ſhe; 
And ſhe again wants nothing, to name want, 
Heads, If Want it be not, that ſhe is not he. 
He is the half Part of a bleſſed Man, 
Left to be finiſhed by ſuch as ſhe; 
Tb And ſhe a fair divided Excellence, 
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Whoſe fulneſs of Perfection lyes in him. 

O two ſuch Silver Currents, when they join, 

Do glorifie the Banks that bound them in: 

And two ſuch Shores, to two ſuch Streams made one, 
Two ſuch controlling Bounds ſhall you be, Kings, 
To theſe two Princes, it you marry them: 

This Union ſhall do more than Battery can, 

To our faſt cloſed Gates: For at this Match, 
With ſwifter Spleen than Powder can enforce, 
The Mouth of Paſſage ſhall we fling wide ope, 
And give you entrance; but without this Match, 
The Sea enraged is not half ſo deaf, | 

Lions more confident, Mountains and Roeks 
More free from Motion, no not Death himſelf 

In mortal Fury half ſo peremptory 


As we to keep this City. f 


Baſt. Here's a Stay, 
That ſhakes the rotten Carkaſs of old Death 
Out of his Rags. Here's a large Mouth indeed, 
That ſpits forth Death, and Mountains, Rocks, and Seas; 
Talks as famil-ary of roaring Lions, | 
As Maids of thirteen do of Puppy-dogs, 
Whar Cannoneer begot this luſty Blood, 
H- ſpeaks plain Cannon fire, and ſmoak, and bounce, 
He gives the Baſtinado with his Tongue: 
Our Ears are cudgel'd, not a Word of his 
But buffets better than a Fiſt of France; 
Zounds I was never fo bethumpt with Words, 
Since I firſt call'd my Brother's Fether Dad, 

Eli. Son, liſt to this Conjunction, make this Match, 
Give with our Neice a Dou ry large enough; 
For by this Knot, thou ſhalt ſo ſurely tie 
Thy now unfur'd Afurance to the Crown, 
That yon green Boy ſhall have no Sun to ripe 
The Bloom that promiſeth a mighty Fruit: 
I {ee a yizkding in the Looks of France; 
Mark how they whiſper, urge them while their Souls 
Are capad'e of this Ambition, | 
Leſl Zeal now melted by the windy breath 
OF ſoft Petitions, Piry and Remorſe, 
Cool and congeal again to what it was. 


* 
as 
Goy 


Ci. 


of King John. 999 


Citi. Why anſwer not the double Mzjeſties, 
This friendly Treaty of our threatned Town? 

K. Philip. Speak England firſt, that hath been forward ſiiſt 
To ſpeak unto this City: What ſay you? 

K. John. If that the Dauphin there, thy Princely Sor, 


Can in this Book of Beauty read I love; 


Her Dowry ſhall weigh equal with the Queen, 

For Angiers, and fair Tourain, Main, Poyttiers, 

And all that we upon this fide the Sea, 

Except this City now by us beſieg'd, 

Find liable to our Crown and Dignity, 

Shall gild her Bridal Bed, and make her rich 

Ing Titles, Honours, and Promotions; 

And ſhe in Beauty, Education, Blood, 

Holds Hands with any Princeſs of the World. 
K. Philip. What ſay ſt thou, Boy ? Look in the Lady's Face. 
Lewis. I do, my Lord, and in her Eye I find 

A Wonder, or a wondrous Miracle, 

The Shadow of my ſelf form'd in her Eye, 

Which being but the Shadow of your Son, 

Becomes a Son, and makes your Son a Shadow: 

I do proteſt I never lov'd my ſelf 

Till now, infixed I beheld my elf, 

Drawn in the flattering Table of her Eye. 

. [ Whiſpering with Blanch, 
Baſt, Drawn in the flattering Table of her Eye, 

Hang'd in the frowning wrinkle of her Brow, 

And quarter'd in her Heart, he doth eſpie 

Himſelf Love's Traitor; this is pity now, 

That hang'd, and drawn, and quarter'd there ſhould be, 

In ſuch a Love, ſo vile a Lout as he. 
Blanch. My Uncle's Will in this reſpect is mine, 

If he ſee ought in you that makes bim like, 

That any ching he ſees which moves his liking 

I can with eaſe tranſlate it to my Will: 

Or if you will, ro ſpeak more properly, 

I will enforce it eaſily to my Love. , 

Further I will not flitter you my Lord, 

That all I ſee in you is worthy Love, 

Than this, that nothing do I ſee in you, 


Though churlich Thoughts themſelves ſhould be your Judge, 
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That I can find, ſhould merit any Hate. [Niece? 
K. Fohn, What ſay theſe young ones? What ſay you, my 
Blanch. That ſhe is bound in Honour ſtill to do 

What you in Wiſdom ſtill vouchſafe to ſay. 

X. John. Speak then, Prince Dauphin, can you love this Lady? 
Lewis, Nay, ask me if I can refrain from Love, 

For I do love her moſt unfeignedly. | 
X. John. Then do I give Yolqueſſen, Tourain, Main, 

Poyctiers, and Anjou, theſe five Provinces 

With her to thee, and this addition more, 

Full thirty thouſand Maiks of Engliſh Coin. 

Philip of France, if thou be plcai'd withal, 

Command thy Son and Daughter to join Hands, 

K. Philip. It likes us well; young Princes, cloſe your Hands. 
Auſt, And your Lips too, for I am well aſſur'd, 

That I did fo, when I was firſt aſſu , 'd. 

X. Philip. Now Citizens of Angiers ope your Gates, 

Let in that amity which you have made, 

For at Saint Maries Chappel preſently, 

The Rites of Marriage ſhall be ſolemniz'd. 

Is not the Lady Cenſtance in this Troop? 

I know ſhe is not, for this Match made up, 

Her preſence would have interrupted much, 

Where is ſhe and her Son, tell me, who knows? 
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Lewis. She is ſad and paſſionate at your Highneſs Tent. - 
K. Philip. And by my Faith, this League that we have made F. 


Will give her Sadncſs very little cure: 
Brother of England, how may we content 
This Widow Lady ? In her Right we came, 
Which we, God knows, have turn'd another way, 
To our own vantage. | 

K, John, We will heal up all, 
For we'll create young Arthur Duke of Britain, 
And Earl of Richmond, and this rich fair Town 
We make him Lord of. Call the Lady Conſtance, 
Some ſpeedy Meſſenger bid her repair 
To our Solemnity: I truſt we ſhall, 
If not fill up the Meaſure of her Will, 
Yet in ſome meaſure ſatisfie her ſo, 
That we ſhall ſtop her Exclamation. 
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Go we, as well as haſte will ſuffer us, 

To this unlook'd for, unprepared Pomp. [Ex. all but Baſt, 
Baſt, Mad World, mad Kings, mad Compoſition; 

John to {top Arthur's Title in the whole, 

Hath willingly departed with a part; | 

And France, whoſe Armour Conſcience buckled on, 

Whom Zeal and Charity brought to the Field, 

As God's own Soldier, rounded in the Ear 

With that ſame Purpoſe-changer, that fly Devil, 

That Broker, that ſtill breaks the pate of Faith, 

That daily Break-Vow, he that wins of all, 

Of Kings, of Beggars, old Men, young Men, Maids, 

Who having no external thing to loſe, 

But the word Maid, cheats the poor Maid of that, 

That ſmooth-fac'd Gentleman, trickling Commodity, 

Commodity, the Bizſs of the WorlJ, 

The World, who of it ſelf is poiſed well, 

Made to run even, upon even Ground; 

Till this Advantage, this vile drawing Biaſs, 

This ſway of Motion, this Commodity, 

Makes it take head from all indifferency, 

From all direction, purpoſc, courſe, intent; 

And this ſame Biaſ:, this Commodity, 

This Bawd, this Broker, that all changing-world, 

Clapt on the outward Eye of fickle Fraxce, 

Hath drawn him from his own determin'd aid, 

From a reſolv'd and honourable War, 


3 moſt baſe and vile concluded Peace. 


And why rail I on this Commodity ? 

But for becauſe he hath not wooed me yet: 

Not that I have the power to clutch my Hard, 
When his fair Angels would ſalute my Palm, 
But for my Hand, as unattempted yet, 

Like a poor Beggar, raileth on the Rich, 

Well, whiles I am a Beggar, I will rail, 

And fay there is no Sin but to be rich: 

And being rich, my Virtue then ſhall be, 

To ſay there is no Vice, but Beggary, 

Srnce Kings break Faith upon Commodity, 

Gain be my Lord, for I will worſhip thee. [ Exit. 
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SET EHENSCENE TL 


Enter Conſtance, Arthur and Salisbury. Bi 


Conſt. ONE to bemarry'd ! Gone to ſwear a Peace! A 
Falſe Blood to falſe Blood jein'd! Gone to be 

Friends / | | 
Shall Lewis have Blanch, and Blanch thoſe Provinces | 
It is not fo, thou haſt miſpoke, miſheard ; F 
Be well advis'd, tell o'er thy Tale again, 

It cannot be, thou doſt but ſay 'tis fo. 

I cruſt I may not truſt thee, for thy Word 

Is but the vain Breath of a common Man: 
Believe me, I do not believe thee Man, 

J have a King's Oath to the eontrary. 

Thou ſhalt be puniſh'd for thus frighting me, 
For I am ſick, and capable of Fears, 

Oppreſt with Wrongs, and therefore full of Fears, 
| A Widow, husbandleſs, ſubject to Fears, 

j A Woman naturally born to Fears; 

[ And though thou now conſeſs thou didſt but jeſt, 
With my vext Spirits I cannot take a Truce, 

But they will quake and tremble all this Day. 
What doſt thou mean by ſhaking of thy Head? 
Why doſt thou look ſo ſadly on my Son? 
What means that Hand upon that Breaſt of thine? 
Why holds thine Eye that lamentable Rheum, 
Like a proud River pcering o'er hisbounds ? 

Be theſe ſad Signs confirmers of thy Words? 
Then ſpeak again; not all thy former Tale, 
But this one word, whether thy Tale be true. 

Sal. As true, as I believe you think them falſe, 
That give you cauſe to prove my ſaying true, 

Conſt. Oh if thou teach me to believe this Sorrow, 
Teach thou this Sorrow how to make me dye, 
And let Belief and Life encounter ſo, 

As doth the Fury of two deſperate Men, 

Which in the very meeting fall and dye. 

Lewis marry Blauch! O Boy, then where art thou? 
France Fi iend with England, what becomes of me? 


Fellow 
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Fellow be gone, I cannot brook thy ſight; 
This News hath made thee a moſt ugly Man. 
Sal. What other Harm have I, good Lady, done, 
But ſpoke the Harm that is by others done? 
Conſt. Which Harm within it ſelf fo hainous is, 
e! As it makes harmful all that ſpeak of it. 
be Arth. I do beſeech you, Madam, be content. 
Conſt. If thou that bidſt me be content, wert grim, 
Ugly, and ſlandrovs to thy Mother's Womb, 
Full of unpleaſing Blots, and ſightleſs Stains, 
Lame, fooliſh, crooked, ſwart, prodigious, 
Patch'd with foul Moles, and Eye-offending Marks, 
I would not care, I thea would be content, 
For then I would not love thee : No, nor thou, 
Become thy great Birth, nor deſerve a Crown, 
But thou art fair, and at thy Birth, dear Boy, 
Nature and Fortune join'd to make thee great. 
Of Nature's Gifts thou may'ſt with Lillies boaſt, 
And with the half blown Roſe, But Forture, oh, 
She is corrupted, chang'd, and won from thee, 
Sb'adulterates hourly with thy Unkle John, 
And with her golden Hand hath pluckt on France 
To tread down fair reſpect of Sovereingty, 
And made his Majeſty the Bawd to theirs. 
France is a Bawd to Fortune, and King Fohn, 
That ſtrumpet Fortune, that uſurping John: 
Tell me, thou Fellow, is not France forſworn? 
Enyenom him with Words, or get thee gone, 
And leave theſe Woes alone, which I alone 
Am bound to under-bear. 
Sal. Pardon me, Madam, 
I may not go without you to the Kings. | 
Conſt, Thou may'ſt, thou ſhalt, I will not go with thec. 
I will inſtru my Sorrow to be proud, 
For Grief is proud, and makes his owner ſtoop ; | | 
Lo me and to the State of my grezt Grief, 1 
Let Kings aſſemble: For my Grief's ſo great | 
| 
| 


That no Supporter but the huge firm Earth 
Cn hold it up: Here I and Sorrows fir, 
Here is my Throne, bid Kings come bow to it. 


low ACT | 
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ACT mi. SCENE I. 


Enter King John, King Philip, Lewis, Blanch, Elinor, Phi- 
lip the Baſtard, Auſtria, and Conſtance, 

K. Philip. 6 2 $ true, fair Daughter; and this bleſſed Day, 

Ever in France ſhall be kept Feſtival: 

To ſolemnize this Day the glorious Sun 

Stays in his Courſe, and plays the Alchymiſt, 

Turning with ſplendour of his precious Eye 

The meager cloddy Earth to glittering Gold: 

The yearly courſe that brings this Day about, 

Shall never fee it, but a Holy-day. 

Conſt. A wicked Day, and not a holy Day. 

What hath this Day deſerv'd ? What hath it done, 
That it in golden Letters ſhould be ſet 

Among the high Tides in the Kalendar ? 
Nay, rather turn this Day out of the Week, 
This Day of Shame, Oppreſſion, Perjury. 

Or if it muſt Rand ſtill, let Wives with Child 
Pray that their Burthens may not fall this Day, 
Leſt that their hopes prodigiouſly be croſt : 
Bur, on this Day, let Seamen fear no Wrack, 
No Bargains break that are not this Day made; 
This Day all things begun, come to ill End, 
Yea, Faith it ſelf, to hollow Falſhood change. 

K. Philip. By Heav'n, Lady, you ſhall have no cauſe 
To curſe the fair Procecdings of this Day: 

Have I not pawn'd to you my Majeſty? 

Conſt. You have beguil'd me with a Counterfeit 
Reſembling Majeſty, which being touch'd and try'd, 
Proves valueleſs: You are forſworn, forſworn, 

You came in Arms to ſpill my Enemies Blood, 
But now in Arms, you ſtrengthen it with yours. 
The grapling Vigour, and rough frown of War 
Is cold in Amity and painted Peace, 
And our Oppreſſion hath made up this League: 
Arm, Arm, you Heav'ns, againſt theſe perjur'd Kings, 
A Widow cries, be Husband to me, Heav'ns, 
Let not the Hours of this ungodly Day 
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Wear out the Days in Peace; but e er Sunſet, 
Set armed Diſcord *twixt theſe perjur d Kings. 
Hear me, oh, hear me. ' 
Auſt. Lady Conſtance, Peace. 
Conſt. War, War, no Peace, Peace is to me a War: 
O Lymoges, O Auſtria, thou doſt ſhame 
That bloody Spoil: Thou Slave, thou Wretch, thou Coward, 
Thou little Valiant, great in Villany : 
Thou ever ſtrong upon the ſtronger Side; 
Thou Fortune's Champion, that doſt never fight 
But when her humorous Lady ſhip is by 
To teac': thce ſafety ; thou art perjur'd too, 
And ſooth'ſt up Greatneſs, What a Fool art thou, 
A ramping Fool, to brag, to ſtamp, and ſwear, 
Upon my Party; thou cold-blooded Slave, 
Haſt thou not ſpoke like Thunder on my fide, : 
Been ſworn my Soldier, bidding me depend | 
Upon thy Stars, thy Fortune, and thy Strength? 
And doſt thee now fall over to my Focs ? 
Thou wear'ſt a Lion's Hide? Doff it for ſhame, 
And hang a Calves-skin on thoſe recreant Limbs. 
Auſt, O that a Man ſkould ſpeak thoſe words to me. 
Baſt. And hang a Calves- skin on thoſe recreant Limbs. 
Auſt. Thou dar'ſt not ſay ſo, Villain, for thy Life. 
Baſt. And hang a Calves-skin on thoſe recreant Limbs. 
K. John. We like not this, thou doſt forget thy ſelf. 
x Enter Pandulph. 
X. Philip. Here comes the holy Legate of the Pope. 
Pand. Hail, you anointed Deputies of Heav'n; 
To thee, King John, my holy Errand is; 
I Pandulph of fair Milain Cardinal, 
And from Pope Innocent the Legate here, 
Do in his Name religiouſly demand 
Why you againſt the Church, our holy Mother, 
So wilfully do ſt ſpurn, and force perforce 
Keep Stephen Langton, choſen Archbiſhop 


This in our foreſaid holy Father's Name, 
Pope Innocent, I do demand of thee. 

X. John. What earthy Name to Interrogatories 
San taſte the Free: breath of a ſacred King: 


Thou 
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Thou canſt nor, Cardinal, deviſe a Name 
So ſlight, unworthy, and ridiculous 
To charge me to an anſwer, as the Pope: 
Tell him this Tale, and from the Mouth of England, 
Add thus much more, that no Italian Prieſt 
Shall tithe or toll in our Dominions: 
But as ve, under Heav'n, are ſupream Head, 
So under him that great Supremacy 
Where we do reign, we will alone uphold 
Without th' Aſſiſtance of a mortal Hand: 
So tell the Pope, all Reverence ſet apart 
To him and his uſurp'd Authority. 
T. Philip. Brother of England, you bla ſpheme in this. 
K. John. Though you, and all the Kings of Chri ſtendom 
Are led ſo groſly by this medling Prieſt, 
Dreading the Curſe that Mony may buy out, 
And, by the Merit of vile Gold, droſs, duſt, 
Purchaſe corrupted Pardon of a Man, 
Who in that ſale ſells Pardon from himſelf: | 
Though you, and all the reſt ſo grofly led, 
This jugling Witch=craft with Revenue cheiiſh, 
Vet I alone, alone, do me oppoſe 
Agiinſt the Pope, and count his Friends my Foes. 
Pand. Then by the lawful Power that I have, 
Thou ſhale ſtand Curſt, and Excommunicate, 
And bleſſed ſhall he be that doth revolt 
From his Allegiance to an Heretick, | 
And-meritorious ſhall that Hand be call'd, 
Tanonized and worlhipp'd as a Saint, 
That takes away by any ſecrer Courſe 
Thy hateful Life. 
Conſt, O lawful let it be 
That I have room with Rome to curſe a while, 
Good Father Cardinal, cry thou Ames 
To my keen Curſes; for without my Wrong 
There is no Tongue hath power to curſe him right. 
Pand, There's Law and Wartant, Lady, for my Curſe. 
Conſt. And for mine too, when Law can do no right, I 
_ Let it be lawful, that Law bar no wrong : 
Law cannot give my Child his Kingdom here; 
For he that holds his Kingdom, holds the Law; 
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Therefore ſince Law it ſelf is perfect wrong, 
How can the Law forbid my Tongue to curſe? 
Pand. Philip of France, on Peril of a Cutle, 
Let go the Hand of that Arch-heretick, 
And raiſe the Power of France upon his Head, 
Unleſs he do ſubmit himſelf to Rome. 
Eli. Look'ſt thou pale, France? Do not let go thy Hand. 
Conſt, Look to that Devil, leſt that France repent, 
And by disjoining Hands Hell loſe a Soul. 
Auſt. King Philip, liſten to the Cardinal. 
Baſt. And hang a Calves-skin on his recreant Limbs, 
Auſt, Well, Ruffian, I muſt pocket up theſe wrongs, 
Becauſe—— 
Baſt. Your Breeches beſt may carry them. 
K. John. Philip, what ſay'ſt thou to the Cardinal. 
Conſt. What ſhould he ſay, but as the Cardinal? 
Lewis. Bethink you Father, for the difference 
Is purchaſe of a heayy Curſe from Rome, 
Or the light loſs of England for a Friend; 
Forgo the eaſier, 
Blanch, That is the Curſe of Rome. 
Conſt. O Lewis, ſtand faſt, the Devil tempts thee here 
In likeneſs of a new untrimmed Bride. 
Blanch. The Lidy Conſtance ſpeaks not from her Faith: 
But from her Need. 
Conſt, Oh, if thou grant my Need, 
Which only lives but by the Death of Faith, 
That Need, muſt needs infer this Principle, 
That Faith would live again by Death of Need: 
O then tread down my Need, and Faith mounts up: 
Keep my Need up, and Faith is trodden down, 
X. John. The King is mov'd, and anſwers not to this. 
Conſt. O be remov'd from him, and anſwer well. 
Auſt. Do ſo, King Philip, hang no more in doubt. 
Baſt. Hang nothing but a Calves-skin, moſt ſweet Lout. 
X. Philip. I am perplext, and know not what to ſay. 
Pand, What canſt thou ſay, but will perplex thee more, 
If thou ſtand Excommunicate, and Curſt ? | 
K. Philip. Good reverend Father, make my Perfon yours, 
And tell me how you would beſtow your ſelf? 
This Royal Hand and. mine are newly knit, Pw 
| n 
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And the Conjunction of our inward Souls 

Marry'd in League, coupled and link'd together 

With all religious Strength of ſacred Vows : 

The lateſt Breath, that gave the found of words, 

Was deep {worn Faith, Peace, Amicy, true Love 

Between our Kingdoms and our Royal ſelves, 

And even before this Truce, but new beſore, 

No longer than we well could waſh our Hands, 

To clap this Royal Bargain up in Peace, 

Heav'n knows they were beſmear'd and over ſtain'd 

With Slaughter's Pencil; where Revenge did paint 

The fearful difference of incenſed Kings: 

And ſhall theſe Hands, fo lately purg'd of Blood, 

So newly join'd in Love, fo ſtrong in both, 

Unyoke this ſeiſure, and this kind regreet? 

Play faſt and looſe with Faith? So jeſt with Heav'n, 

Make ſuch unconſtant Children of our ſelves, 

As now agiin to ſnatch our Palm from Palm? 

Uneſwear Faith ſworn, and on the Marriage-bed 

Of ſmiling Peace to march a bloody Hoaſt, 

And make a Riot on the gentle Brow 

Of true Sincerity'? O holy Sir, 

My reverend Father, let it not be ſo; 

Out of your Gtace, deviſe, ordain, impoſe 

Some gentle Order, and then we ſhall be bleſt 

To do your Pleaſure, and continue Friends. 

Pand. All Form is formleſs, Order orderleſs, 

Save what is oppoſite to England's Love. 

Therefore to Arms, be Champion of our Church, 

Or let the Church our Mother breathe her Curſe, 

A Mother's Curſe, on her revolting Son. 

France, thou may'ſt hold a Serpent by the Tongue, 

A caſed Lion by the mortal Paw, 

A faſting Tyger ſafer by the Tooth, 

Than ke ed in Peace that Hand which thou doſt hold. 
X. Philip, I may di-, join my Hand, but not my Faith. 
Pand. So mak'ſt thou Faith an Enemy to Faith, 

And like a Civil War ſer'ſt Oath to Oath, 

Thy Tongue againſt thy Tongue. O let thy Vow 

Firſt made to Heav'n, firſt be to Heav'n perform'd, 

That is, to be the Champion of our Church, 
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What ſince thou ſwor'ſt, is ſworn againſt thy ſelf, 
And may not be performed by thy ſeli; 
For that which thou haſt ſworn to do amiſs, 
Is not amiſs when it is truly done: 
And being not done, where doing tends to ill, 
The Truth is then moſt done, not doing it: 
The bettet Act of Purpoſ:s miſtook, 
Is to miſtake again, though indirect, 
Yet indireRion thereby grows direct, | 
And Falſhood, Falſhood cures, as Fire cools Fire 
Within the fcorching Veins of one new burn'd. 
It is Religion that doth make Vows kept, 
But thou haſt ſworn againſt Religion: 
By what thou ſwear'lt, againſt the thing thou ſweail'ſt: 
And mak*ſt an Oath the ſurety for thy Truth: 
Againſt an Oath the Truth, thou art unſure 
To ſwear, ſwears, only not to be forſworn; 
Elſe what a Mockery ſhould it be to ſwear? 
But thou doſt ſwear, only to be forſworn, 
And moſt forſvorn, to keep wbat thou doſt ſweat 3 
Therefore thy latter Vows, againſt thy fiiſt, 
Is in thy ſelf Rebellion to thy ſelf: 
And better Conqueſt never canſt thou make, 
Than arm thy conſtant and thy nobler Parts 
Againſt theſe giddy ſooſe Suggeſtiors: 
Upon which better Part, our Pray'rs come in 
if thou vouchſafe them. But if not, then know 
The Peril of our Curſes light on thee 
S heavy, as thou ſhalt not ſhake them off, 
But in deſpair, die under their black weight, 
Auſt. Rebellion, flat Rebellion. 
Baſt. Will't not be? 
Vill not a Calves-skin ſtop that Mouth of thine? 
Lewis, Father, to Arms, 
Blauch. Upon thy Wedding-day} 
Apainſt the Blood that thou haſt married? 
What, ſhall our Feaſt be kept with ſlaughter'd Men? 
Shall braying Trumpets, and loud churliſh Drums; 
lamours of Hell, be meaſures to our Pomp? 
) Husband, hear me: Ay, alack, how new 


$ Husband in my Mouth? Even for that Name 
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Which *till this time my Tongue did ne'er pronounce; 
Upon my Knee | beg, go not to Arms 
Againſt mine Uncle. 


Conſt, O, upon my Knee, made hard with kneeling, 4 
I do pray to thee, thou virtuous Daaphin, 
Alter not the Doom fore-thought by Heav'n. 80 
Blanch. Now ſhall I fee thy Love, what Motive may 2 


Be ſtronger with thee than the Name of Wife? 
Conſt. That which upholdeth him, that thee upholds, 
His Honour, Oh thine Honour, Lewis, thine Honour, 
Lewis. I muſe your Maj.ſty doth ſeem ſo cold, 
When ſuch profound Reſpects do pull you on? 
Pand. I will denounce a Curſe upon his Head. | thee, 
K. Philip. Thou ſhalt not need. England, I will fall from 
Conſt. O fair return of bavith'd Majeſty. 
Eli. O foul revolt of French Inconſtancy. 
R. John. France, thou ſhalt rue this Hour within this Hour, 
Baſt. Old Time the Clock-Setter, that bald Sexten, Time, 
Ts it as he will? Well then, France ſhall rue. 
Blanch. The Sun's o'ercaſt with Blood: Fair Day adieu. 
Which is the fide that I muſt go withalẽ 
I am with both, each Army hath a Hand, 
And in their Rage, I having hold of both, 
They whirle aſunder, and diſmember me. 
Husband, I cannot pray that thou may'ſt win: 
Uncle, I needs mult pray that thou may'ſt loſe : 
Father, I may not wiſh the Fortune thine: 
Grandam, I will not wiſh thy Wiſhes thrive : 
Who ever wins, on that fide ſhall I loſe: 
Aſſured loſs, before the match be plaid. 
Lewis, Lady, with me, with me thy Fortune lyes. 
Blanch. There where my Fortune lives, there my Life dies 
X. John. Couſin, go draw our Puiſſance together; 
France, I am burn'd up with inflamiqg Wrath, 
A Rage, whoſe heat hath this condition; | 
That nothing can allay, nothing but Blood, 
The Blood and deareſt valu'd Blood of France. 
X. Philip. Thy Rageſhall burntheeup, ard rhou ſhall tun 
To Aſhes, &er our Blood ſhall quench that Fire: 
Look to thy ſelf, thou ait in jeopardy. | 
K. John, No more than he that threats. To Arms let's he 
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Some aiery Devil hovers in the Sky, 
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Alarms, Excurſions: E ner Baſtard with Auſtria's Head. 
Baft. Now by my Life, this Day grows wondrous hor, 


And pours down miſchief. Auſtria's Head lye there, 


Enter King John, Arthur, and Hubert, 
While Philip breathes. 


R. John. Hubert, keep this Boy. Philip, make up; 


My Mother is aſſailed in our Tear, 
And ta'en, I fear. 

Baſt. My Lord, I reſcued her: 
Her Highnsſs is in ſafety, fear you not. 
But on, my Liege, for very little Pains 


Will bring this labour to an happy end. [ Exeunt. 
Alarms, Excurſions, Retreat, Emer King John, Elinor, 


Arthur, Baſtard, Hubert, and Lords, 


R. John. So ſhall it bez your Grace ſhall ſtay behind 


So ſtrongly guarded: Couſin, look not ſad, 
Thy Grandam loves thee, and thy Uncle will 
As dear be to thee, as thy Father was. 


Arth. O this will make my Mother die with grief. 


K. John. Couſin, away for England, haſte before, 
And &er our coming ſee thou ſhake the Bags h 
Of boarding Abbots, impriſoned Angels 
Set at liberty: The fat ribs of Peace 
Muſt by the hungry now be fed upon: 

Uſe our Commiſſion in its utmoſt force. 


Baſt. Bell, Book, and Candle, ſhall not drive me back, 


When Gold and Silver becks me to come on. 
[ leave your Highneſs: Grandam, I will pray, 
(If ever I remember to be holy) | 
For your fair ſafety ; ſo I kiſs your Hand. 
Eli. Farewel, gentle-Caufin. 
K. John. Coz, fare wel. 
Eli, Come hither little Kinſman, hark, a word. 


XK. John. Come hither, Hubert. O my gentle Hubert, 


We owe thee much; within this wall of fleſh 
here is a Soul counts thee her Creditor, 

And with advantage means to pay thy loves 
| D 3 
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And, my good Friend, thy voluntary Oath © 
Lives in this boſom, dearly cheriſhed. 
Give me thy Hand, I had a thing to ſay, 
But I will fit ic with ſome better tune. 
By Heav'n, Hubert, I am almoſt aſham'd 
To ſay what good reſpeR I have of thee. 
Hub. I am much bounden to your Majeſty. 


K. John. Good Friend, thou haſt no cauſe to ſay ſo yet, 


But thou ſhalt have; and creep time ne'er ſo ſlow, 
Yet it ſhall come for me to do thee good, 
I had a thing ts ſay, but let it go: 
The Sun is in the Heav'n, and the proud Day, 
Attended with the Pleaſure of the World, 
Is all too wanton, and too full of gawds, 
To give me Audience: If the midnight Bell 
Did, with his iron Tongue and brazen Mouth, 
Sound on into the drowſie Race of Night; 
If this ſame were a Church-yard where we ftand, 
And thou poſſeſſed with a thouſand Wrongs ; 
Or if that ſurly Spirit, Melancholy, 
Had bak'd thy Blood, and made it heavy, thick, 
Which elſe runs trickling up and down the Veins, 
Making that idiot Laughter keep Mens Eyes, 
And ſtrain their Cheeks to idle Merriment, 
A Paſſion hateful to my Purpoſes ; 
Or if that thou couldſt ſee me without Eyes, 
Hear me without thine Ears, and make reply 
Without a Tongue, uſing Conceit alone, 
Without Eyes, Ears, and harmful ſound of words; 
Then, in deſpight of brooded watchful Day, 
I would into thy Boſom pour my Thoughts: 
But, ah, I will nor, yet I love thee well, 
And by my troth I think thou lov'ſt me well. 
Hub, So well, that what you bid me undertake, 
Though that my Death were adjunct to my Act, 
By H-av'a I would do it. 
K. John. Do not I know thou wouldſt? 
Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert, throw thine Eye 
On yon young Boy: TI tell thee what, my Friend, 
He is a very Serpent in my way, | 
And whereſoc'er this Foot of mine doth tread, 


He 


He 
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He lyes before me; doſt thou underſtand me? 


Thou art his Keeper. 
Hub. And I'll keep him ſo, 
That he ſhall not offend your Majeſty, 
X. John. Death. 
Hub. My Lord? 
K. John, A Grave. 
Hub. He ſhall not live. 
X. John. Enough. 
I could be merry now. Hubert, I love thee, 
Well, I'll not fay what I intend for thee : 
Remember: Madam, fare you well. 
I'll fend thoſe Powers o'er to your Majeſty, 
Eli. My Bleſſing go with thee. 
K. John. For England, Coulin, go. 


Hubert (hall be your Man, to attend on you 


With all true Duty; on toward Callice, hoz. 
SCENE III. 


Enter King Philip, Lewis, Pandulpho, and Attendants, 
X. Philip. So by a roaring Tempeſt on the Flood, 


A whole Amido of convicted Sail 
Is ſcatter'd and disjoin'd from fellowſhip. 


Pand. Courage and comfort, all ſhall yet go well. 
X. Philip. What can go well, when we have run ſo ill? 


Are we not beaten ? Is net Angiers loſt 3 


Arthur's ta'en Priſoner ? Divers dear Friends ſlain ? 


And bloody England into Exgland gone, 
O'er-bearing Interruption, ſpight of France. 


Lewis, What he hath won, that hath he fortify'd: 


So hot a Speed, with ſuch Advice diſpes'd, 
Such temperate Order in ſo fierce a Cauſe, 


Doth want Example; who hath read, or heard 


Of any kindred-AGtion like to this? 


K. Philip. Well could I bear that England had this Praiſe, 


So we could find ſome Pattern of our Shame. 
; Enter Conſtance. 


Look, who comes here? A Grave unto a Soul, 


Holding th'eternal Spirit * her Will, 
3 
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In the vile Priſon of afflicted Breath; 1. 
I prithee, Lady, go away with me, T 
| Conſt. Lo, now; now ſee the iſſue of your Peace. 

Kk. Philip. Patience, good Lady; comfort, gentle Conftance. 

Conſt. No, I defie all Counfel, all Redreſs, 

But that which ends all Counſel, true Redreſs; 
Death, Death, oh amiable, lovely Death, 
Thou odoriferous Stench; ſound Rottenneſs, 
Ariſe forth from the Couch of laſting Night, 
Thou Hate and Terror to Proſperity, 

And I will kiſs thy deteſtable Bones; 

And put my Eye-Balls in thy vaulty Brows, 
And ring theſe Fingers witn thy houſhold Worms, 
And ſtop this Gap of Breath with fulſom Duſt, 
And be a Carrion Monſter like thy ſelf. 

Come, grin on me, and I will think thou ſmil'ſt, 
And buſs thee as thy Wife; Miſeries Love, 

O come to me. 

K. Philip. O fair Affliction, Peace. 

Conſt. No, no, I will not, having Breath to cry; 
O that my Tongue were in the Thunder's Mouth. 
Then with a Paſſion I would ſhake the World, 
And rouze from Sleep that fell Anatomy 
Which cannot hear a Lady's feedle Voice, 

Which ſcorns a modern Invocation, = 
Pand. Lady, you utter Madneſs, and not Sorrow. 

Conſt. Thou att not holy to belye meſo; 
I zm not mad; this Hair I tear is mine, 
My Name is Conſtance, I was Geffrey's Wife: 
Young Arthur is my Son, and he is loſt: 

JI am not mad, I would to Heai'n I were, 
For then 'tis like I ſhould forget my (elf. 
O, if I could, 'what Grief ſhould I forget! 
Preach ſome Philoſophy to make me mad, 
And thou ſhalt be canoniz'd, Cardinal; 
For, being not mad, but ſenſible of Grief, 
My reaſonable Part produces Reafon 

How I may be deliver'd of theſe Woes, 
And teaches me to kill or hang my ſelf. 

If I were mad, I ſhould forget my Son, 
Or madly think a Babe of Clouts were he: 
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Tam not mad; too well, too well I feel 
The different Plague of each Calamity. 
X. Philip. Bind up thoſe Treſſes; O what Love I note 
fo In the fair multitude of thoſe her Hairs; 
Where but by chance a fiiver Drop hath fall'n, 
Even to that Drop ten thouſand wiery Fiends ! 
Do glew themſelves in ſociable Grief, ; 
Like true, inſcpꝛrable faithful Loves, 
Sticking together in Calamity. 
Conſt, To England, if you will, 
K. Philip, Bind up your Hairs. 
Conſt, Yes, that I will; and wherefore will I do it} 
I tore them from their Bonds, and cry'd aloud, 
O, that theſe Hands could ſo redeem my Son, 
As they have given theſe Hairs their Liberty; 
But now I enyy at their Liberty, 
And will again commit them to their Bonds, 
Becauſe my poor Child is a Priſoner. 
And Father Cardinal, I have heard you ſay 
That we ſhall ſee and know our Friends in Heav'n; 
If that be true, I ſhall ſee my Boy again. 
For ſince the Birth of Cain, the firſt Male-Child 
To him that did but Yeſterday ſuſpire, 
There was not ſuch a gracious Creature born. 
But now will Canker-Sorrow eat my Bud, 
And chaſe the native Beauty from his Cheek, 
And he will look as hollow as a Ghoſt, 
As dim and meager as an Agues Fit, 
And fo be'll die; and riſing ſo again, 
When I ſhall meet him in the Court of Heav'n 
I ſhall not know him; therefore never, never 
Muſt I behold my pretty Arthur more, 
Pand. You hold too hainous a reſpe& of Grief, 
Conſt, He talks to me that never had a Son. 
K. Philip. You are as fond of Grief, as of your Child, 
Conſt. Grief fills the Room up of my abſent Child: 
Lyes in his Bed, walks up and down with me; | 
Puts on his pretty Looks, repeats his Words, 
Remembers me of all his gracious Parts; 
Stuffs out his vacant Garments with his Form, 
Then have I Reaſon to be fond of Gricf, 
D 4 Fare 
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Fare you well; had you ſuch a Loſs as I, . T. 
could give better Comfort than you do So 
I will not keep this Form upon my Head, 


When there is ſuch Diſorder in my Wit. | 

O Lord, my Boy, my Arthur, my fair Son; 

My Life, my Joy, my Food, my all the World, 

My Widow-Comtfort, and my $:. rrews Cure. [ Exit, 

X. Philip. I fear ſome Outrage, and I'll follow 25 

Exit. 
Lewis, There's nothing in this World can make me joy. 

Life is as tedious as a twice told T ale, 

Vexing that dull Ear of a drowſie Man; 

A bitter Shame hath ſpoil'd the ſweer Words taſte, 

That it yields nought but Shame and Bitterneſs, 
Fand. Before the curing of a ſtrong Diſecaſe, 

Even in the Inſtant of repair and health, 

The Fit js ſtrongeſt : Evils that take Leave, 

On their D parture, moſt of all ſhew evil. 

What have you loſt by loſing of this Day? 

Lewis, All Days of Glory, Joy, and Happineſs. 
Pand, If you had won it, certainly you had. 

No, no ; when Fortune means to Men moſt good, 

She looks upon them with a threatning Eye. | 

*Tis ſtrange to think how much King John hath loft 

In this, which he accounts ſo clearly won. 

Are not you griev'd that Arthur is his Priſoner ? 
Lewis. As heartily as he is glad he hath him. 
Pand. Your Mind is all as youthful as your Blood, 

Now hear me ſpeak with a prophetick Spirit; 

For even the Breath of what I mean to ſpeak 

Shall blow each Duſt, each Straw, each little rub 

Out of the Pa h which ſhall directly lead 

Thy Faot ta Englands Thione: And therefore mark. 

John hath ſeiz'd Arthur, and it cannot be, 

That whilſt warm Life plays in that Infant's Veins, 

The miſplac'd Fohn ſhould entertain an Hour, 

A Minute, nay one quiet Breath of Reſt. 

A Scepter ſnatch'd with an unruly Hand, 

Muſt be as boyſt rouſly maintain'd as gain'd. 

And he that ſands upon a ſlippery Place, 

Makes nice of no vile Hold to ſtay him up. 


That 
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That Fohn may ftand, then Arthur needs mult fall, 
So be it, for it cannot be but ſo. 
Lewis, But what ſhall I gain by young Arthur's fall? 
Pand. You, in the right cf Lady Blanch your Wife, 
May then make all the Claim that Arthur did. 
Lewis, And loſe it, Life and all, as Arthur did. 
Pand, How green you are, and fieſh in this old World? 
John lays you Plots; the Times conſpire with you; 
its For he that ſteeps his Safety in true Blood, 
oy. Shall find but bloody Safety and untrue. 
This Act ſo evilly born ſhall cool the Hearts 
Of all his People, and fret ze up their Zeal, 
That none ſo ſmall Advantage ſhall ſtep forth 
To check his Reign, but they will cheriſh it, 
No natural Exhalation in the Sky, 
No Scope of Nature, no diſtemper'd Day, 
No common Wind, no cuſtomed Event, 
But they will pluck away his natural Cauſe, 
And call them Mzreors, Prodigies, and Signs, 
Abortives, Preſiges, and Tongues of Heaven, 
Plainly denouncing Vengeance upon John. 3 
Lewis, May be he will not touch young Arthur's Life, 
But hold himfelf ſafe in his Priſonment. 
Pand. O, Sir, when he ſhall hear of your Approach, 
If that young Arthur be not gone already, 
Even at this News he dies; and then the Hearts 
Of all his Pcople (hall revolt from him, 
And kiſs the Lips of unacquainted Change, 
And pick ſtrong Mitter of Revolt ard Wrath, 
Out of the bloody Fingers Ends of John. 
Methinks I ſee this Hurley all on foot; 
Ard O, what better matter breeds for you, 
Than F have nam'd. I he Baſtard Faulconbridge 
Is now in England, ranſacking the Church, 
Offending Charity. If but a dozen French 
Were there in Arms, they would be as a Call 
To train ten thouſand Exgliſh to their ſide 
Or, as a little Snow, tumbled about, 
Anon becomes a Mountain, O noble Dauphin, 
Uo with me to the King, tie wonderful, 
What may be wrought out of their Diſcontent. 
[ hat Now 


vit. 
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Now that their Souls are top full of Offence, 
For Exglaxd go; I will whet on the King. 
Lewis. Strong Reaſon makes ſtrong Actions; let us go, 
If you fay ay, the King will not fay no. [ Exeunt, 
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ACT IV. SCENE l. 


Enter Hubert and Executioner. 


Hub, E A T me theſe Irors hot, and look you ſtand 
Within the Arras; when I ſtrike my Foot 
Upon the Boſom of the Ground, ruſh forth 
And bind the Boy, which you ſhall find with me, 
Faſt to the Chair : Be heedful ; hence, and watch. 
Exe, J hope your Warrant will bear out the Deed | 
Hub, Uncleanly Scruples, fear not you; look to't. 


— 
—_— 


Young Lad come forth; I have to ſay with you, 


Enter Arthur. 
Arth. Good Morrow, Hubert. 
Hub. Good Morrow, little Prince. 
Arth, As little Prince, having fo great a Title, 
To be more Prince, as may be. You are ſad. 
Hub. Indeed I have been merrier. 
Arth. Mercy on me; 
Methinks no Body ſhould be ſad but I; 
Yet I remember when I was in France, 
Young Gentlemen would be as ſad as Night, 
Only for Wantonneſs; by my Chriſtendom, 
So I were our of Priſon, and kept Sheep, 
J thould be as merry as the Day is long: 
And ſo I would be here, but that I doubt 
My Uncle practiſes more Harm to me. 
He is afraid of me, and I of him. 
Is it my Fault that I was Geffrey's San? 
No indeed is't not, and I would to Heav'n 
I were your Son, ſo you would love me, Hubert. 
Hub. If I talk to him, with his Innocent Prat: 
He will awake wy Mercy, which lyes dead; _ 
Therefore I will be ſudden, and diſpatch, 4 
f Arth, 
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Arth. Are you ſick, Habert ? you look pale to Day; 
Inſooth I would you were a little fick, 
That I might fit all Night and watch with you. 


ſ „ © 1 warrant I love you more than you do me. 
* Hub. His Words do take Poſſeſſion of my Boſom, | 
— Read here, young Artbar. How now fooliſh Rheume ? ! 


Turning diſpitious Torture out of Door? 1 
I muſt be brief, leſt Reſolution drop i 
Out at mine Eyes in tender Womaniſh Tears. | 
Can you not read it} Is it not fair writ? # 
Arth. Too fairly, Hubert, for ſo foul Effect. hk 
nd Muſt you with hot Irons burn out both mine Eyes? if 
Hub. Young Boy, I muſt, | 
Arth. And will you ? 
Hub. And I will 
Arth. Have youthe Heart? When your Head did but abe, 
I knit my Handkerchief about your Brows, 
(The beſt I had, a Princeſs wrought it me) 
And I did never ask it you again; 
And with my Hand, at Midnight held your Head; 
And like the watchful Minutes, to the Hour, 
Still and anon chear'd up the heavy Time, 
Saying, what lack you ? and, where lyes your Grief? 
Or what good Love may I perform for you? 
Many a poor Man's Son would have lain ſtill, 
= ne'er have ſpoke a loving Word 'to you : 
ut you, at your ſick Service had a Prince: 
Nay, you may think my Love was crafty Love, 
And call it Cunning, Do, and if you will, 
If Heav'n be plearch that you muſt uſe me ill, 
Why then you muſt, Will you put out mine Eyes? 
Theſe Eyes that never did, nor never ſhall 
So much as frown on you. 
Hub. I have ſworn to do it; . 
And with hot Irons muſt I burn them out. 
Arth. Ah, none but in this Iron Age would do it. 
The Iron of it ſelf, though heat red hot, 
Approaching near theſe Eyes, would drink my Tears, 
And quench their fiery Indignation, 
Even in the Matter of mi e Innorcnce: 


a Nay, aſter that, conſume away in Ruff, But 
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But for containivg Fire to harm mine Eye. 
Are you more ſtubborn hard, than hammer'd Iron? 
And if an Angel ſhould have come to me, 
And told me Hubert ſhould put out mine Eyes, 
I would not have believ'd him; no Tongue but Hubert. 
Hub. Come forth; do as I bid you da. 
Arth. O ſave me, Hubert, ſave me; my Eyes are out 
Even with the fierce Looks of theſe bloody Men. 
Hub, Give me the Iron I ſay, and bind him here, 
Arth. Alas, what need you be ſo boiſterous rough ? 
I will not ſtruggle, I mill ſtand ſtone-ſtill. | 
For Heav'n ſake, Hubert, let me not be bound: 
Nay, hear me, Hubert, drive theſe Men away, 
And I will fit as quiet as a Lamb. | 
I will not ſtir, nor wince, nor ſpeak a Word, 
Nor look upon the Iron angerly : 
Thruſt but theſe Men away and I'll forgive you, 
Whatever Torment you do put me to. 
Hub. Go, ſtand within; let me alone with him, 
Exe. I am beſt pleav'd to be from ſuch a Deed. 
Arth. Alas, I then have chide away my Friend, 
He hath a ſtern Look, but a gentle Heart; 
Let bim come back, that his Compaſſion may 
Give. Life to yours, 
Hub. Come, Boy, prepare your ſelf. 
Arth. Is there no Remedy? 
Hub. None, but to loſe your Eyes. 
Arth. O Heav'n, that there were but a Moth in yours; 
A Grain, a Duſt, a Gnat, a wandring Hiir, 
Any Annoyance in that precious Senſe : ; 
Then feeling what ſmall things are boiſterous there, 
Your vile Intent muſt needs ſeem horrible. 
Hub. Is this your promiſe ? Go too, hold your Tongue. 
Arth. Hubert, the Utterance of a brace of Tongues, 
M. ſt needs want pleading for a pair of Eyes: 
Let me not hold my Tongue, let me not, Hubert; 
Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my Tongue, 
So I may keep mine Eyes. O ſpare mine Eyes, 
Though to ro uſe, but ſtill to look on you, 
Lo, by my troth, the Inſtrument is cold, 


And would not harm me. 
Hub, 


of King John. 1021 


Hub. I can heat it, Boy. 

Arth. No, in good ſooth, the Fire is dead with Grief. 
Being create for Comfort, to be us'd | 
In undeſerv'd Extreams; ſee elſe your ſelf, 
There is no Malice in this burning Coal, 
The Breath of Heav'n hath blown his Spirit out, 
And ſtrew'd repentant Aſhes on his Head. 

Hub. But with my Breath I can revive it, Boy. 

Arth. And if you do, you will but make it bluſh, 
And glow with ſhame of your Proceedings, Hubert: 
Nay, it perchance will ſparkle in your Eyes; 
And, like a Dog that is compell'd to fight, 
Snatch at his Maſter that doth ſet him on. 
All things that you ſhould uſe to do me wrong 

eny their Office z only you do lack 
That Mercy which fierce Fire, and Iron extends, 
Creatures of note for Mercy, lacking Uſes. 

Hub, Well, ſce to live; I will not couch thine Eye 
For all the Treaſure that thine Uncle owes: 
Yet am I ſworn, and I did purpole, Boy, 
With this ſame very Iron to burn them out. 

Arth. O now you look like Hubert. All this while 
You were diſguis'd. 

Hub, Peace : No more. Adieu, 
Your Unkle muſt not know but you are dead, 
PII fill theſe dogged Spies with falſe Reports: 
And, pretty Child, ſleep doubtleſs, and ſecure, 
tai That Hubert, for the Wealth of all the World, 

Will not offend thee, 
Arth. O Heav'n! I thank you, Hubert. 
Hub. Silence, no more ; go cloſely in with me. ; 
Much Danger do I undergo for thee. Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 
Enter King John, Pembroke, Salisbury, and other Lords. 


K, John. Here once again we fit, once again crown'd, 
And look'd upon, I hope, with cheat ful Eyes. 

Pemb. This once again, but that your Highneſs pleas'd, 
Was once ſuperſluous; you were crown'd before, 


rt's, 
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And that high Royalty was neer pluck'd off: 
The Faiths of Men, ne'er ſtained with Revolt: 

. Freſh Expectation troubled not the Land 

With any long'd-for Change, or better State. 
Sal. I herefore to be poſleſs'd with double Pomp, 
To guard a Title that was rich before; 

To gild refincd Gold, to paint the Lilly, 

To throw a Perfume on the Violet, 

To ſmooth the Ice, or add another Hew 
Untothe Rainbow, or with Taper-Light 

To ſeek the beauteous Eye of Heav'n to garniſh, 
Is waſteful and ridiculous Exceſs. 

Pemb, But that your royal Pleaſure muſt be done, 
This Act is as an ancient Tale new told, 

And in the laſt repeating troubleſome, 
Being urged at a time unſeaſonable, 

Sal. In this the antick and well noted Face 
Of plain old Form is much disfigured, 

And like a ſhifted Wind unto a Sail, 

It makes the courſe of Thoughts to fetch about, 
Startles and frights Conſideration: 

Makes ſound Opinion ſick, and Truth ſuſpected. 
For putting on lo new a faſhion'd Robe. 

Pemb. When Wcrkmen ſtrive to do better than well, 
They do confound their Skill in Covetouſneſs, 
And ofcentimes excuſing of a Fault, 

Doth make the Fault che worſe by the Excuſe: 
As Patches ſet upon à little Breach, 

Diſcredit more in hiding of the Fault, 

Than did the Fault before it was ſo patch'd. 

Sal. To this Effet, before you were new crown'd, 
We breath'd our Counſel; but it pleas'd your Kighnels 
To over-bear it, and we are all well pleas'd, 

Since all, and every part of what we would 
Do make a ſtand, at what your Highneſs will. 

K. John. Some Reaſans of this double Coronation 
I have poſſeſt you with, and think them Rrong, 

And more, mo ec ſtrong, then leſs is my Fear 
J ſhall endue you with: Mean time, but ak 
What you would have reform'd, that is not well, 
And well ſhall you perccive, how willingly 
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I will both hear and grant you your Requeſts. 

Pemb, Then I, as one that am the Tongue of theſe 
To ſound the Purpoſes of all their Hearts, 

Both for my ſelf, and them; but chief of all, 
Your Safety; for the which, my ſelf and them 
Bend their beſt Studies; keartily requeſt 
The Infranchiſement of Arthur, whole Reſtraint 
Doth move the murmuring Lips of Diſcontent 
To break into this dangerous Argument, 
If what in Reſt you have, in Right you hold, 
Why then your Fears, which as they ſay, attend 
The Steps of Wrong, ſhould move you to mew up, 
Your tender Kinſman, and to choke his Days 
With barbatous Ignorance, and deny his Youth 
The rich Advantage of good Exerciſe, 
That the Times Enemies may not have this 
To grace Occaſions: Let it be our Suit, 
That you have bid us ask his Liberty, 
Which for our Goods we do no further ask. 
Than, whereupon our Weal on you depending, 
Counts it your Weal; he have his Liberty. 

Enter Hubert, 

K. John, Let it be ſo ; I do commit his Youth 

l, To your Direction. Hubert, what News with you? 
Pemb. This is the Man ſhould do the bloody Deed: 
He ſhew'd his Warrant to a Friend of mine. 
The Image of a wicked heinous Fault , 
Lives in his Eye; that cloſe Aſpect of his 
Does ſhew the Mood of a much troubled Breaft, 
And I do fearfully believe 'tis done, 
What we ſo fear'd he had a Charge to do. 
ils Sal. The Colour of the King doth tome and go, 
Between his Purpoſe and his Conſcience, 
Like Heralds *twixt two dreadful Bartels ſct: 
His Paſſion is fo ripe, it needs muſt break. 
Pemb. And when it breaks, I fear will iſſue thence 
The foul Corruption of a ſweet Child's Death. 

R. John. We canrot hold Mortality's flrong Hand, 
Good Lords, although my Will to give is living, 
The Suit which you demand is gone, and dead. 
He tells us Arthur is deceas'd to Night, 
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Sal. Fideed we fear d his Sickneſs was paſt cure, 

Pemb. Indeed we heard how. near his Death he was, 
Before the Child himſelf felt he was ſick. 

This mult be anſwer'd either here or hence, 

X. John. Why do you bend ſuch ſolemn Brows on me? 
Think you! bear the Shears of Deſtiny ? 

Have I Commandment on the Pulſe of Life ? 

Sal. It is apparent foul-play, and 'tis hame 
That Greatneſs ſhould ſo groſly offer it: 

So thrive it in your Game, and fo farewel. 

Pemb, Stay yet, Lord Salisbury, III go with thee, 
And find th' Inheritance of this poor Child, 

His little Kingdom of a forced Grave. 

That Blood which ow'd the Breath of all this Iſle, 

Three Foot of it doth hold; bad World the while, 

This muſt.not be thus born, this will break out 

To all our Sorrows, and e' er long I doubt. [ Excunt, 
Enter Meſſenger. 

X. Fobn, They burn in Indignation; I repent : 

There is no ſure Foundation ſet on Blood; 

No certain Life atchiev'd by others Death. 

A fearful Eye thou haft ; where is that B!ood 
Thar I have ſeen inhabit in thoſe Cheeks? 

So foul a Sky clears not without a Storm; | 
Pour down thy Weather: How goes all in France? 

Meſ. From France to England never ſuch a Power, 

For any Foreign Preparation, 

Was levy'd in the Body of a Land. 

The Copy of your Speed is learn'd by them: 
For when you ſhould be told they do prepare, 
The Tidings come, that they are all arriv'd, 

K. John. Oh where hath our Jatelligence been drunk? 
Where hath it ſlept? Where is my Mother's Care? 
That ſuch an Army ſhould be drawn in France, 

And ſhe not hear of it? 

Meſ. My Liege, her Ear | 
Ts ſtopt with Duſt: The firſt of April dy'd 
Your noble Mother; and, as I hear, my Lord, 
The Lady Conſtance in a frenzie dy'd 
Three Days before; but this from Rumours Torgue 
I idely heard; if true, or falſe, 1 know not. 


K. John. With- hold thy Speed, dreadful Occaſion; O 
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O make a League with me, till I have pleas'd 
My diſcontented Peers. What ? Mother dead ? 
How wildly then walks my Eſtate in France? 
Under whoſe Conduct came thoſe Powers of France, 
That thou for Truth giv'ſt out are landed here? 
Meſ. Una r the Dauphin. 
Emer Baſtard and Peter of Pomfret. 
K. John. Thou haſt made me giddy 
With theſe ill Tidings, Now, What fiys the World 
To your Proceedings? Do not ſeek to ſtuff | 
My Head with more ill News, for it is full, 
Baſt. But if you be afraid to hear the worſt, 
Then let the worſt unheard fall on your Head. 
K. John. Bear with me, Couſin; for I was amaz'd 
Under the Tide; but now I breath again 
Aloft the Flood, and can give Audience 
nt. MW To any Tongue, ſpeak it of what it will. 
Baſt. How I have ſped among the Clergy-men, 
The Sums I have collected ſhall expreſs: 
But as I travell'd hither through the Land, 
I find the People ſtrangely fanta ſied; 
Poſſeſt with Rumours, full of idle Dreams, 
Not knowing what they fear, but full of Fear. 
And here's a Prophet that I brought with me 
From forth the Streets of Pomfret, whom I found 
With many hundreds treading on his Heels: 
To whom he ſung in rude harſh ſounding Rhimes, 
That e' er the next Aſcenfon- Day at Noon, 
Your Highneſs ſhould deliver up your Crown. 
K. John. Thou idle Dreamer, wherefore didſt thou ſo} 
Peter, Fore-knowing that the Truth will fall out ſo, 
2 K. John. Hubert, away with him; impriſon him, 
And on that Day at Noon, whereon he ſays 
L ſhall yield up my Crown, let him be hang d. 
Deliver him to Safety, and return, 
For 1 muſt uſe thee, O my gentle Couſin, 
Hearſt thou the News abroad, who are arriv'd? 
Baſt, The French, my Lord; Mens Mouths are full of it: 
delides, I met Lord Bigor and Lord Salisbury, 
ith Eyes as red as new enkindled Fire, | 
Pad others more, going to ſeek the Grave 
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Of Arthur, whom they fay is kill'd to Night, on your 
K. John. Gentle Kinſman, go (Suggeſtion, 

And thruſt thy (elf into their Companies, 

I have a Way to win their Loves again: 

Bring them before me. 

Baſt. I will ſeek them out. 
K. John. Nay, but make haſte; the better Foot before. 

O. let me have no Subjects Enemies, 

W hen adverſe Foreigners affright my Towns 

With dreadful Pomp of ſtout Invaſion. 

Be Mercury, ſet Feathers to thy Heels, 

And flie, Ike Thought, from them to me again. ; 
Baſt. The Spirit of the Time ſhall teach me Speed. | Exit 
K. John. Spoke like a ſprightful Noble Gentleman. 

Go after him ; for he perhaps ſhall need 

Some Meſſenger betwixt me and the Peers, 

And be thou he. 

Meſ. With all my Heart, my Liege. [Exii. 
X. John. My Mother dead! 
Enter Hubert. : 
Hub. My Lord, they ſay five Moons were ſeen to Night: 
Four fixed, and the fifth did whirl about 
The other four, in wondrous Motion. 
K. John. Five Moons? 
Hub. Old Men and Beldams, in the Streets 

Do propheſie upon it dangerouſly: 

Young Arthur's Death is common in their Mouths, 

And when they talk of him, they ſhaketheir Heads, 

And whiſper one another in the Ear. 

And he that ſpeaks, doth gripe the kearer's Wriſt, 

Whiiſt he that hears makes fearful Action 

With wrinkled Brows, with Nods, with rolling Eyes. 

I ſaw a Smith ſtand with his Hammer, thus, 

The whilft his Iron did on th' Anvil cool, 

With open Mouth ſwallowing a Taylor's News; 

Who with his Shears, and Meaſure in his Hand, 

Standing on Slippers, which his nimble Haſte 

Had falily thruſt upon contrary Feet, 

Told of a many thouſand warlike French, 

That were embatteled, and rank'd in Kent, 


Another lean, unwaſh'd Aitificer, 
| ST Cuts 


our 
on, 


it. 


vit. 


ght: 
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Cuts off his Tale, and talks of Arthurs Death. 

K. John. Why ſeek'ſt thou to poſſeſs me with theſe Fears? 
Why urgeſt thou ſo oft young Arthar's Death? 

Thy Hand hath murther'd him: I had a mighty Cauſe 
To wiſh him dead, but thou hadit none to kill him. 

Hub. No had, my Lord? why did you not provoke me? 

K. John. It is the Curſe of Kings, to be attended 
By Slaves that take their Humours for a Warrant, 

To break the bloody Houſe of Lite, 

And on the winking of Authority 

To underſtand a Law; to know the Meaning 

Of dangerous Majeſty, when perchance it frowns 

More upon Humour, than advis'd Reſpect. 0 

Hub. Here is your Hand and Seal for what I did. 

X. John. Oh, when the laſt Account 'twixe Heav'n and 
Is to be made, then ſhall this Hand and Seal [Earth 
Witneſs againſt us to Damnation. 

How oft the Sight of Means to do ill Deeds, 
Make Deeds ill done? Hadſt not thou been by, 
A Fellow by the Hand of Nature mark'd, 
Quoted, and ſign'd to do a Deed of Shame, 
This Murther had not come into my Mind. 
But taking Note of thy abhorred Aſpect, 
Finding thee fit for bloody Villany, 

Apt, liable to be employ'd in Dar g er, 

[ faintly broke with thee of Arthurs Death: 
And thou, to be endeared to a King, 

Made it no Conſcience to deſtroy a Prince. 

Hub. My Lord. 

K. John. Hadſt thou but ſhook thy Head, or made a Pauſe 
When I ſpake darkly, what I purpoſcd: 

Or tum d an Eye of Doubt upon my Face; 
is bid me tell my Tale in expreſs Words, 
Deep Shame had ſtruck me dumb, made me break off, 
\nd thoſe thy Fears, might have wrought Fears in me: 
But thou didſt underſtand me by my Signs, 
ind didſt in Signs again parley with Sin, 
ea, without ſtop didſt let thy Heart conſent, 
nd conſequently thy rude Hand to act 
The Deed, which both our Tongues held vile to rame. 


Cuts ut of my Sight, and ne vor ſee me more. 
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My Nobles leave me, and my State is brav'd, 


Even at my Gates, with Ranks of foreign Powers; oh! 
Nay, in the Body of this fleſhly Land, Heay 
This Kingdom, this Confine of Blood, and Breath, 
Hoſtility and civil Tumult reigns, Sa 
Between my Conſcience, and my Couſin's Death. It is 
Hub. Arm you againſt your other Enemies, This 
I'll make a Peace between your Soul, and you. Pes 
Young Arthur is alive: This Hand of mine Sal 
Is yet a Maiden, and an innocent Hand, Whoſ 
Not painted with the Crimſon Spots of Blood: Is mu 
Within this Boſom, never entred yet Big 
The drcadful Motion of a murderous Thought, Sal 
And you have ſlander'd Nature in my Form, TWO 
Which howſoever rude exteriorly, 
Is yet the Cover of a fairer Mind, Baſi 
Than to be Butcher of an Innocent Child. The þ 
K. John. Doth Arthar live? O haſte thee to the Peers, Sal, 
Throw this Report on their incenſed Rage, We vw 
And make them tame to their Obedience, With 
Forgive the Comment that my Paſſion made That | 
Upon thy Feature, for my Rage was blind, Returr 
And foul Imaginary Eyes of Blood Baſt, 
Preſented thee more hideous than thou art. Sal. 
Oh, anſwer not; but to my Cloſet bring Baſt. 
The avgry Lords, with all expedient Haſte, ; Theref 
I conjure thee but flowly : Run more faſt. | Exeun'. Pem. 
| Baſt, 
N Sal. 
SCENE III. A Priſon. Peml 
The E 
Enter Arthur on the Walls, 0 Sal, 
2th la 


Arth. The Wallis high, and yet will I leap down. 
Good Ground be pitiful, and hurt me not: 

There's few or none do know me, if they did, 
This Ship- Boy's Semblance hath diſguis'd me quite. Or hay; 
T am afraid, and yet I'll venture it. | 
If I get down, and do rot break my Limbs, 

I'll find a thouſand Shifts to get away; 

As good to die, and go; as die, and ſtay. | Leaps 9 


— 
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Oh me, my Uncle's Spirit is in theſe Stones 
Heav'n take my Soul, and England take my Bones. | Dies. 
Enter Pembroke, Salisbury and Bigot. 
Sal. Lords, I will meet him at St. Edmonsbary ; 

It is our Safety, and we muſt embrace 

This gentle Offer of the perilous time. 

Pemb. Who brought that Letter ſrom the Cardinal? 
Sal. The Count Melun, a noble Lord of France, 
Whoſe private with me of the Dauphins Love, 
Is much more general than theſe Lines import. 
Zigot. To Morrow Morning let us meet him then. 
Sal. Or rather then ſet forward, for twill be 
Two long Days Journey, Lords, or e er we meet. 
Enter Baſtard. 
Baſt. Once more to Day well met, diſtemper'd Lords, 
The King by me requeſts your Preſence ſtraight. 
Sal. The King hath diſpoſſeſt himſelf of us; 

We will not line his thin beſtained Clake 

With our pure Honours; nor attend the Foot 

That leaves the Print of Blood where-e'er it walks. 

Return, and tell him ſo: We know the worſt, [ beſt, 
Baſt, What &er you think, good Words I think were 
Sal. Our Griefs, and not our Manners, reaſon now. 

Baſt. But there is little Reaſon in your Grief, 
Therefore *twere Reaſon you had Manners now. 
bunt. Pemb. Sir, Sir, Impatience hath his Privilege. 
Baſt, Tis true, to hurt his Maſter, no Man elſe, 
Sal. This is the Priſon : What is he lyes here? (Eeiuty; 
Pemb. Oh Death, made proud with pure and princely 
The Earth had not a hole to hide this Deed. 
Sal, Murder, as hating what himſelf hath done, 
Doth lay it open to urge on Revenge. 
Bigot, Or when he doom'd this Beauty to the Grave, 
Found it too precious princely for a Grave. 
Sal. Sir Richard, what think you? Have you beheld, 
Or have you read, or heard, or could you think? 

Or do you almoſt think, although you ſee, 

hat do you ſee? Could Thought, without this Object, 

orm ſuch another? This is the very Top, 

dun. che Heighth, the Creſt, or Creſt unto the Creſt 

Oh Of Murders Arms; this is the bloodieſt Shame, 

| ” The 
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The wildeſt Savagery, the vileſt Stroak 
That ever wall-cy'd Wrath, or ſtaring Rage 
Preſented to the Tears of ſoft Remorſe. , 
Pemb. All Murders paſt, do ſtand excus'd in this; 
And this ſo ſole, and fo uncharitable, - 
Shall give a Holineſs, a Purity, 
To the yet unbegotten Sin of times; 
And prove a deadly blood-ſhed, but a Jeſt, 
Exampled by this heinous Spectacle. 
Baſt. It is a damned, and a bloody Work, 
The graceleſs Action of a heavy Hand, 


Tf that it be the Work of any Hand. 


Sal. If that it be the Work of any Hand, 
We had a kind of Light, what would enſue: 


It is the ſhameful Work of Hubert's Hand, 


The Practice, and the Purpoſe of the King: 
From whoſe Obedience I forbid my Soul, 
Kneeling before this Ruin of ſweet Life, 
And breathing to this breathleſs Excellence, 
The Incenſe of a Vow, a holy Vow; 
Never to taſte the Pleaſures of the World, 
Never to be infected with Delight, 
Nor converſant with Eaſe, and Idleneſs, 
Till I have ſet a Glory to this Hand, 
By giving it the Worſhip of Revenge. | 
Pemb. Bigo. Our Souls religiouſly confirm thy Words. 
Enter Hubert. 
Hub. Lords, I am het with Haſte, in ſeeking you; 
As thur doth live, the King hath ſent for you. 
Sal. Oh he is bold, and bluſhes not at Death; 
Avant thou hateful Villain, get thee gone. 
Hub. I am no Villain. 
Sal. Muſt I rob the Law? 
Baſt. Your Sword is bright, Sir, put it up again. 
Sal. Not *till I ſheath it in a Murderer's Skin. 
Hub. Stand back, Lord Salisbury, ſtand back, I ſay, 


By Heav'n, I think my Sword's as ſharp as yours. 


I would not have you, Lord, forget your ſelf, 

Nor tempt the Danger of my true Defence; 

Leſt I, by marking of your Rage, forget 

Your Worth, your Greatneſs, and Nobility. * 
1 0 
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Bigot, Out Dunghil, dar'ſt thou brave a Nobleman? 
Hub. Not for my Life; but yet I dare defend 
My innocent Life againſt an Emperor. 
Sal. Thou art a Murderer, _ 
Hub. Do not prove me ſo; 
Yer I am none. Whoſe Tongue ſoc'er ſpeaks falſe, 
Not tro ſpeaks; who ſpeaks not truly, lies. 
Pemh, it him to Pieces, 
Baſt. K ep the Peace, I fay. 
Sal. ind by, -» I ſhall gaul you Falcenbriage. 
Baſt, Th : 1 butter gaul the Devil, Salisbury. 
If thou yu; rn on me, or ſtir thy Foot, 
Or tezci thy haſty Spleen to do me Shame, 
Pl rite thee dead. Put up thy Sword betime, 
Or Til fo nul you, and your toſting-Lron, 
That you ſhall think the Devil is come from Hell. 
Bigot. What will you do, renowned Faulconbridge ? 
Second a Villain, and a Murderet? 
Hub. Lord Bigot, I am none. 
Bigot, Who kill'd this Prince? 
Hub, *Tis not an Hour ſince I left him well: 
T honour'd him, I lov'd him, and will weep 
My Date of Life out, for his ſweet Life's Loſs. 
Sal. Truſt not thoſe cunning Waters of his Eyes, 
For Villany is not without ſuch Rheume; 
ds. And he long traded in it, makes it ſeem 
Like Rivers of Remorſe and Innocency. 
; Away with me, all you whoſe Souls abhor 
Th' uncleanly Savour of a Slaughter-Houſe, 
For I am ſtifled with the Smell of Sin. | 
Bigot. Away toward Bury, to the Dauphin there. 
Pemb. There tell the King he may enquire us our. [ Ex. Lordi. 
Baſt, Here's a good World; knew you of this fur Work ? 
Beyond the infinite and boundleſs, Reach of Mercy, 
If thou didſt this Deed of Death, thou art damn d, Hubert. 
4 Hub. Do but hear me, Sir. 
Baſt. Ha? Ill tell thee what, 
Thou'rt damn'd as black, nay nothing is ſo black ; 
Thou art more deep damn'd than Prince Lucifer. 
There is not yet ſo ugly a Fiend of Hell 
As thou ſhalt be, if 2 didſt kill this Child. 
E 4 Hub. 


* 


, 
: 
| 
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To this moſt cruel Act, do but deſpair, 
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Hub. Upon my Soul. | 
Baſt. If thou didſt but conſent 


And if thou want'ſt a Cord, the ſmalleſt Thread 

T hat ever Spider twiſted from her Womb 

Will ſerye to ſtrangle thee: A Ruſh will be a Beam 
To hang thee on: Or would'ſt thou drown thy ſelf, 
Put but a little Water in a Spoon, | 
And it ſhall be as all the Ocean, 

Enough to ſtifle ſuch a Villain up. 

I do ſuſpe& thee very grievouſly. 

Hub. If I in Act, Conſent, or Sin of Thought, 
Be guilty of the ſtealing that ſweet Breath, 
Which was embounded in this beauteous Clay, 
Let Hell want Pains enough to torture me. 

T lefc him well. 

Baſt, Go, bear him in thine Arms. 

I am amaz'd methinks, and loſe my Way 

Among the Thorns, and Dangers of this World. 
How eaſie doſt thou take all Exgland up, 

From forth this Morſel of dead Royal'y? | 
The Life, the Right, and Truth of all this Realm 
Is fled ro Heav'n, and England now is left 

To tug and ſc:amble, ind to part by th' Teeth 
The unowed Intercſt of pioud ſwelling State: 
Now for the bare-pickt Bone of Majeſty, 

Doth dogged War briſtle his angry Creſt, 

And ſnarlech in the gentle Eyes of Peace: 

Now Powers from home, ard D:ſcontents at home 
Meet in one Line; and vaſt Confuſion waits, 

As doth a Raven on a ſick-fallen Beaſt, 

The imminent Decay of wreſted Pomp. 

Now happy he, whoſe Cloak and Center can 

Hold out this Tempeſt. Bear away that Child, 
And follow me with ſpeed; I'll to the King: 

A thouſind Buſineſſes are brief at Hand, 

And Heav'n it ſelf doth frown upon the Land. | Excunt. 
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KCTV. SCENS A 


Enter King John, Pandulph, aud Attendants. 


X. atk He US I have yielded up into your Hand 
The Circle of my Glory. 
Pand. Take again | 
From this my Hand, as holding of the Pope, 
Your Soveraign Greatneſs and Authority. | 
K. John. Now keep your holy Word, go meet the French, 
And from his Holineſs uſe all your Power 
To ſtop their Marches fore we ace enflam'd, 
Our diſcontented Counties do revolt; 
Our People quarrel with Obedience, 
Swearing Allegiance, and the love of Soul 
To ſtranger- Blood, to foreign Royalty; 
This Inundation of diſtemper'd Humour, 
Reſts by you only to be qualify'd. 
Then pauſe not; for the preſent Time's ſo ſick, 
That preſent Med'cine muſt be miniſtred, 
Or Overthrow incurably inſues. 
Pand, It was my Breath that blew this Tempeſt up, 
Upon your ſtubborn Uſage of the Pope: 
But ſince you are a gentle Convertite, 
My Tongue ſhall huſh again this Storm of War, 
And make fair Weather in your bluſtring Land. 
On this Aſcenſion- Day, remember well, 
Upon your Oath of Service to the Pope, 25 
Gol to make the French lay down their Arms. [ Exit, 
K. John. Is this Aſcenſio n- Day? Did not the Prophet 
day, that before Aſcenſion-Day at Noon, 
My Crown I ſhould give off? even ſo I have: 
I did ſuppoſe it ſhould be on Conſtraint, 
But, Heav'n be thank'd, it is but voluntary. 
Enter Baſtar d. 
Baſt. All Kent hath yielded, nothing there holds out 
But Dover · Caſtle: London hath receiv d, 
Like a kind Hoſt, the Dauphin and his Powers. 


Your 
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Your Nobles will not hear you, but are gone And 

To offer Service to your Enemy; Perc. 
And wild Amazement hurries up and down Or i 
The little Number of your doubtful Friends. 5 The 

| X. John. Would not my Lords return to me again, X. 


| After they heard young Arthur was alive? B, 

Baſt. They found him dead, and caft into the Streets, Our 
An empty Casket, where the Jewel of Life 

| By ſome damn'd Hand was robb'd and ta'en away. 

= XK. John. That Villain Hubert told me he did live. 


Baſt. So on my Soul he did, for ought he knew: E. 

| But wherefore do you droop? Why look you {ad ? 
Be great in Act, as you have been in Thought: 2 
Let not the World ſee Fear and ſad Diſtru And 
Govern the Motion of a Kingly Eye; Retu 
| Be ſtirring as the time, be Fire with Fire; | Tha 
| Threaten the Threatner, and out-face the Brow Both 
| Of bragging Horror: So ſhall inferior Eyes, May 
That borrow their Behaviours from the Great, And 
Grow great by your Example, and put on S. 
The dauntleſs Spirit of Reſolution. And 
| Away, and gliſter like the God of War | A vc 
| When he intendeth co become the Field; - To 1 
l Shew Boldneſs and aſpiring Confidence. I am 
AY What, hall they ſeek the Lion in his Den, Sho: 
And fright him there? and make him tremble there? And 
| Oh let it not be ſaid: Forage, and run By n 
| To meet Diſpleaſure farther from the Doors, That 
And grapple with him e'er he come ſo nigh. To t 
X. John. The Legate of the Pope hath been with me, Whe: 
And I have made a happy Peace with him; Cries 
And he hath promis'd to diſmiſs the Powers But 
Led by the Dauphin. That 
Baſt. Oh inglorious League: We 
Shall we upon the footing of our Land, Of f 
Send fair-play-Orders, and make comprimiſe, And 
Inſinuatiob, Parly, and baſe Truce That 
To Arms invaſive ? Shall a beardleſs Boy, , Wer 
A cockred-fi]ken Wanton brave our Fields, Whe 


And fleſh his Spirit in a War-like Soil, 
Mocking the Air with Colours idely ſpread, 
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And find no check? Let us, my Liege, to Arms: 
Perchance the Cardinal cannot make your Peace; 
Or if he do, let it at leaſt be ſaid 
They ſaw we had a purpaſe of defence. 
K. Jo hn. Have thou the ordering of this preſent time; 
Baſt. Away then with good Courage; yet I know 
Our Party may well meet a prouder Foe, Excunt. 


S CE:NE: IL 


Enter, in Arms, Lewis, Salisbury, Melun, Pembroke, 
Bigot, and Soldiers. 


Lewis. My Lord Melun, let this be copied out, 
And keep it ſafe for our remembrance: 
Recurn the Preſident to theſe Lords again, 
That having our fair Order written down, 
Both they and we, peruſing o'er theſe Notes, 
May know wherefore we took the Sacrament, 
And keep our Faiths firm and inviolable. 

Sal. Upon our ſides it never ſhall be broken. 
And, noble Dauphin, albeit we ſwear 
A voluntary Zeal, and an un-urg'd Faith 
To your Proceedings; yet believe me, Prince, 
I am not glad that ſuch a Sore of Time 
Should ſeek a Plaiſter by contemn'd Revolt, 
And heal the inveterate Canker of one Wound, 
By making many: Oh it grieves my Soul, 
That I muſt draw this Mettle from my Side 
To be a Widow-maker: Oh, and there 
Where honourable Reſcue, and Defence, 
Cries out upon the Name of Salisbury. 
But ſuch is the Infection of the time, 
That ſor the Health and Phyſick of our Right, 
We cannot deal but with the very Hand 
Of ſtern Injuſtice, and confuſed Wrongs 
And is't not pity, oh my grieved Friends, 
That we, the Sons and Children of this Iſle, 
Were born to ſee ſo ſad an Hour as this, 
Wherein we ſtep after a Stranger, march 
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n her gentle Boſom, and fill up 
— Ranks? I muſt withdraw and weep 
Upon the ſpot of this enforced Cauſe, 

To grace the Gentry of a Land remote, 

And follow unacquainted Colours here: 

What here? O Nation that thou couldſt remove, 
That Neptune s Arms who clippeth thee about, 
Would bear thee from the knowledge of thy ſelf, 
And cripple tee unto a Pagan ſhore, 

Where theſe two Chriſtian Armies might combine 
The Blood of Malice, in a vein of League, 

And not to ſpend it ſo un-neighbourly. 

Lewis. A noble Temper doſt thou ſhew in this, 
And great Affections wreſtling in thy Boſom 
Doth make an Earthquake of Nobility. 

Oh what a noble Combate haſt thou fought, 
Between Compulſion, and a brave Reſpect: 
Let me wipe off this honourable Dew, 

That filverly doth progreſs on thy Checks : 
My Heart hath melted at a Lady's Tears, 
Being an ordinary Inundation; 

But this Effuſion of ſuch Manly Drops, 

This ſhowr blown up by tempeſt of the Soul, 
Startles mine Eyes, and makes me more amaz'd 
Than had I ſeen the vaulty top of Heav'n 
Figur'd quite o'er with burning Meteors, 

Lift up thy Brow, renowned Salisbury, 

And with a great Heart heave away this Storm: 
Commend theſe Waters to thoſe Baby-eyes 
That never ſaw the Giant-world enrag'd, 

Nor met with Fortune; other than at Feaſts, 
Full warm of Blood, of Mirth, of Goſſipping. 
Come, come, for thou ſhalt thruſt thy Hand as deep 
Into the Purſe of rich Proſperity | 

As Lewis himſelf; fo, Nobles, ſhall you all, 
That knit your Sinews to the ſtrength of mine. 

Enter Pandulpho. 

And even there, methinks an Angel ſpake, 
Look where the holy Legate comes apace, 

To give us Warrant from the Hand of Heav'n, 
And on our Actions ſet the Name of Right 


With 


With holy Breath. 

Pand. Hail, noble Prince of France. 

The next is this: King John hath reconcil'd 
Himſelf to Rome, his Spirit is come in, 

That ſo ſtood out againſt the holy Church, 
That great Metropolis and See of Rome: 
Therefore thy threatning Colours now wind up, 
And tame the Savage Spirit of wild War, 
That like a Lion foſtered up at Hand, 

It may lye gently at the foot of Peace, 

And be no further harmful than in ſhew. 


Lewis. Your Grace ſhall pardon me, I will not back: 


I am too high-born to be propertied, 

To be a ſecondary at Controu!, 

Or uſeful Serving-man, and Inſtrument 

To any Soveraign State throughout the World : 
Your Breath brſk kindled the dead Coal of Wars, 
Between this chaftis'd Kingdom and my ſelf, 

And brought in Matter that ſhould feed this Fire: 
And now tis far too huge to be blown out 

With that ſame weak wind which enkindled it: 

You taught me how to know the face of Right, 
Acquainted me with Intereft to this Land, 

Yea thruft this Enterprize into my Heart, 

And come ye now to tell me Jobs hath made 

His Peace with Rome? What is that Peace to me ? 
I, by the Honour of my Marriage-bed, 

After young Arthur, claim this Land for mine; 

And now it is half conquer'd, muſt I back, 

Becauſe that John hath made his Peace with Rome ? 
Am I Rome's Slave? What Penny hath Rome born? 
What Men provided? What Munition ſent 

To under-prop this Action? Is't not I 

That under-go this Charge ? Who elſe but I, 

And ſuch as to my Clam are liable, 

Sweat in this Buſineſs, and maintain this War ? 
Have I not heard theſe iſlanders ſhout out 

Vive le Roy, as I have bank'd their Towns ? 

Have I not here the beſt Cards for the Game 

To win this eaſie Match, plaid for a Crown? 

And ſhall I now give o'er the yielded Set? 
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No, 
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No, no, on my Soul it ſhall never be ſaid. 
. Pand, You look but on the eutſide of this Work. 

Lewis, Outſide or inſide, I will not return, 
'Till my Attempt ſo much be glorified, 
As to my ample Hope was promiſed, 
Before I drew this gallant head of War, 
And cull'd theſe fiery Spirits from the World 
To out-look Conqueſt, and to win Renown 
Even in the Jaws of Danger, and of Death: [Trumpet ſounds, 
What luſty Trumpet thus doth ſummon us? 

Enter Baſtard. 

Baſt. According to the fair-play of the World, 
Let me have Audience: I am ſent to ſpeak: 
My holy Lord of Milain, from the King 
I come, to learn how you have dealt for him : 
And as you anſwer, I do know the Scope 
And warrant limited unto my Tongue. 

Pand. The Dauphin is too wilful, oppoſite, 
And will not temporize with my Entreaties : 
He flatly ſays, he'll not lay down his Arms. 
Baſt. By all the Blood that ever Fury breath'd, 
The Youth ſays well. Now hear our Engliſh King, 
For thus his Royalty doth ſpeak in me: 
He is prepar'd, and Reaſon too he ſhould. 

his apiſh and unmannerly Approach. 
This harnefs'd Mask, and unadviſed Revel, 


This unheard = and boyiſh Troops, 


1038 


The King doth ſmile at, and is well-prepar'd 

To whip this dwarfiſh War, theſe Pigmy Arms 
From out the Circle of his Territories. 

That Hand which had the ſtrength, even at your Door, 
To cudgel you, and make you take the hatch, 

To dive like Buckets in concealed Wells, 

To crouch in Litter of your Stable Planks, 

To lye like Pawns, lock'd up in Cheſts and Trunks, 
To hug with Swine, to ſeek ſweet ſafety. out 

In Vaults and Prifons, and to thrill and ſhake 

Even at the crying of our Nation's Crow, 
Thinking his Voice an armed Engliſh Man; 

Shall that victorious Hand be feebled here, 

That in your Chambers gave you Chaſtiſement? 


No; 


7 
* 
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No; know the gallant Monarch is in Arms, 

And like an Eagle, o'er his aiery Tower, 

To ſouſe Annoiance that comes near his Neſt ; 
And you degenerate, you ingrate Reyolts, 

You bloody Nero's ripping up the Womb 

Of your dear Mother-Exgland, bluſh for ſhame: 
For your own Ladies, and pale-viſag'd Maids, 
Like Amazons, come tripping after Drums: 
Their Thimbles into armed Gantlets change, 
Their Needles to Lances, and their gentle Hearts - 
To fierce and bloody Inclination. 

Lewis, There end thy Brave, and turn thy Face in Peace, 
We grant thou canſt out-ſcold us; fare thee well: 

We hold our time too precious to be ſpent 
With ſuch a Babler. 

Pand, Give me leave to ſpeak. 

Baſt. No, I will ſpeak. 

Lewis. We will attend to neither: 

Strike up the Drums, and let the Tongue of War 
Plead for our Intereſt, and our being here. 

Baſt, Indeed your Drums being beaten, will cry out? 
And ſo ſhall you, being beaten; do but ſlart 
An eccho with the Clamour of thy Drum, 

And even at hand, a Drum is ready brac'd, 

That ſhall reverberate all, as loud as thine. 

Sound but another, and another ſhall, 

As loud as thine, rattle the Welkin's Ear, 

And mock the deep-mouth'd Thunder; for at hand 

(Not truſting to this halting Legate here, 

Whom he hath us'd rather for ſport than need) 

Is warlike John; and in his Forehead fits 

A bꝛre- rib'd Death, whoſe Office is this Day 

To feaſt upon whole thouſands of the French. 
Lewis, Strike up our Drums, to find this danger out. 
Baſt, And thou ſhalt find it, Dauphin, do not doubt. 


¶Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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TCENE ME = 
Alarms, Enter King John and Hubert. An 
See! 


2 3 How goes the Day with us} Oh tell me, Hubert, Ml por 
Hub. Badly, I fear; how fares your Majeſty ? 
k. John. This Feaver that hath troubled me ſo lang, 
Lyes heavy on me: oh, my Heart is ſick, 


Enter a Meſſenger. - 
Meſſ. My Lord, your valiant Kinſman, Faulconbridge, 
Defires your Majeſty to leave the Field, 


Ard ſend him word by me, which way you go. Sa 
K. Fohn, Tell him, toward Swinſted, to the Abby there, M 
ef]. Be of good Comfort: For the great Supply, Nera 

That was expected by the Dauphin here, Whic 

Are wrack'd three Nights ago on Goodwin Sands. Relol 

This Neus was brought to Richard but even now, What 

The French faght coldly, and retire themſelves, dnce 

EK. Fohn. Ay me, this Tyrant Feaver burns me up, Why 

And will not let me welcome this good News, That 

Set on toward Swinſted; to my Litter ſtreight, ! ſay 

Weakneſs poſſeſſeth me, and I am faint. [Exeun, © 4 

ol, 

k But ey 

5 © E N E IV. lread 

Df thi 

Enter Salisbury, Pembroke and Bigot. ven t 

Sal, I did not think the King ſo ſtor'd with Friends. wang, 
Pemb. Up once again; put Spirit in the French: f 7 
If they miſcarry, we miſcarry too. e 
Sal. That miſ-begotten Devil, Faulconbridge, be I. 

In ſpight of ſpight, alone upholds the Day. or * 

Pemb, They ſay King John, ſore ſick, hath left the Field. Makes 

Enter Melun wounded. 1 ley 1 

Melan. Lead me to the Revolts of England here. 2 
Sal. When we were happy, we had other Names. here I 

Pemb. It is the Count Melay, FN peace 

Sal, Wounded to Death. > 


Melun. 
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Melun. Fly, noble Engli ſb, vou Are bought and ſold, 
Unthread the rude Eye of Rebellion, 


And welcome home again diſcarded Faith, 
Seek out King John, and fall before his Feet: 

rt, For if the French be Lords of this loud Day, 
He means to tecompence the Pains you take, 

By cutting off your Heads; thus hath he ſworn, | 

And I with him, and many moie with me, | 

Upon the Altar at St, Edmoendsbury, 

Even on that Altar, where we (wore to you | 

Dear Amity, and everlaſting Love, 

Sal. May this be poſſible! May this be true? 

Melun. Have I not hideous Death within my View. 

Retaining but a quantity of Life, 

Which bleeds away, even as a Form of Wax 

Reſolveth from his Figure gainſt the Fire? 

What in the World ſhould make me now deceive, 

Since I muſt loſe the uſe of all deceit? 

Why ſhould I then be falſe, fince it is true 

That I muſt die here, and live hence, by truth ? 

I ſay again, if Lewis do win the Day, 

He is forſworn if &er thoſe Eyes of yours 

Behold another Day break in the Eaſt ; 

But even this Night, whoſe black contagious Breath 

Iready ſmoaks about the burning Creſt 

Of the old, feeble, and day-wearied Sun, 

Even this ill Night, your breathing ſhall expire, 

aying the Fine of rated Treachery, 

ven with a treacherous Fine of all your Lives; 

Leis, by your aſſiſtance win the Day. 

ommerid me to one Hubert, with your King; 

be Love of him, and this reſpect beſides; 

or that my Grandfire was an Engliſhman, 

wakes my Conſcience to confeis all this. 

1 lieu whereof, I pray you bear me hence 

rom forth the noiſe and rumour of the Field 

Where I may think the remnant of my Thoughts 

\ peace; and part this Body and my Soul, 

ith Contemplation, and devout Deſires. 

Sal. We do believe thee, and beſhrew my Soul, 


ut I do love the fayour, and the form 
Vor, III. F 


ere. 


Field, 


eluns 
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Of this moſt fair Occaſion, by the which 
We will untread the ſteps of damned flighr, 
And like a bated and retired Flood, 
Leaving our Rankneſs, and irregular Courſe, 
Stoop low within thoſe Bounds we have o'er-look'd, 


And calmly run on in Obedience, } 
Even to our Ocean, to our great King John. 1 
My Arm (hall give thee help to bear thee hence, j 
For I do ſee the cruel Pangs of Death B 
Right in thine Eye. Away, my Friends, new flight, F; 
And happy newneſs that intends old right. [Exeant, W Wh 


SCENE V. 


Enter Lewis and his Train. 


Lewis. The Sun of Heav'n, methought, was loth to ſet; 
But ſtaid, and made the Weſtern Welkin bluſh, 
W hen Engliſh meaſure backward their own Ground 
In faint retire: Oh bravely came we off, 
When with a Volley of our needleſs ſhot, 
After ſuch bloody Toil, we bid good Night, 
And woon'd our tott'ring Colours clearly up, 
Laſt in the Field, and almoſt Lords of it. 
| Enter a Meſſenger. . 
Meſſ. Where is my Prince, the Dauphin? 
Lewis, Here, what News ? 
Meſſ. The Count Melus is (lain; the Engliſh Lords 
By his Perſwaſion are at length fall'n off, 
And your Supply, which you have wiſh'd fo long, 
Are c:ſt away, and ſunk on Goodwin Sands, 
Lewis, Ah foul ſhrewd News. Beſhrew thy very Heart; B 
I did not think to be fo ſad to Night | 
As this hath made me. Who was he that ſaid 
King John did fly an Hour cr two before 
The {t:mbling Night did part our weary Powers ? 
Meſſ. Who ever ſpoke it, it is true, my Lord. 1 
Lewis. Well; keep good Quarter, and good care to Night 
The Day ſhall not be up fo ſoon as I, 
To try the fair Adventure of to Morrow. Exeun 


SC ENI 
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S GE N-E N 


Enter Baſtard and Hubert ſeverally. 


Hub. Who's there? Speak, hoa, ſpeak quickly, or I ſhoot, 
Baſt. A Friend. What art thou? 
Hub. Of the part of England. 
Baſt, W hither doſt thou go? 
Hub. What's that to thee ? 
Why may not I demand of thine Affaire, 
As well as thou of mine? 
Baſt, Hubert, I think. 
Hub. Thou haſt a perfect Thought: 
[ will upon all Hazards well believe 
Thou art my Friend, that know'ſt my Tongue fo well: 
Who art thou? 
Baſt, Who thou wilt; and if thou pleaſe 
Thou may'ſt be-friend me ſo much, as to think 
I come one way of the Planragenets. ) 
Hub. Unkind Remembrance; thou, and endleſs Night, 
Have done me ſhame; brave Soldier, pardon me, 
That any accent breaking from thy Tongue, 
Should ſcape che true acquaintance of mine Ear. 
Baſt, Come, come; ſans complement, what News abroad? 
Hub. Why here walk I, in the black Brow of Night, 
I; To find you our. 
Baſt. Brief then; and what's the News? 
Hub. O my ſweet Sir, News fitting to the Night, 
Black, fearful, comfortleſs, and horrible. 
Het; B. Shew me the very Wound of this ill News, 
| am no Woman, I'll not ſwqon at it. 
Hub. The King I fear is poiſon'd by a Monk, 
left him almoſt ſpeechleſs, and broke out 
o acquaint you with this Evil, that you might 
le better arm you to the ſudden time, 
Lhan if you had at leiſure known of this. 
Beſt, How did he take it? Who did taſte to him? 
Hub, A Monk, I tell you, a reſolved Villain, 
Thoſe Bowels ſuddenly burſt out; the King 
E NH ſpeaks, and peradventure may recover. 
5 


» Night 
Exeus 
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Baſt. Who didſt thou leave to tend his Majcſty ? 1 
Hab. Why, know you not? The Lords are all come back, * 
And brought Prince Henry in their Company, 


At whole requeſt the King hath pardon'd them, H. 
And they are all about his Majeſty. | ; 

Bat. Wech-hold thine Indignation, mighty Heav'n, Li, 
And tempt us net to bear above our Power. Wi 


Fl! tell thee, Hubert, half my Power this Night 
Palling theſe Flats, are taken by the Tide, 

Theſe Lincoln. Waſhes have devoured them; 
My tit, well monntcd, have eſcap'd. 

Awzy before: Conduct me to the King, 
doubt he will be dead, or e'er I come. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE VIL 


Enter Prince Henry, Salisbury and Bigot. 


Hewry. It is too late, the Life of all his Blood 
Is rouch'd corruptibly ; and his pure Brain, 
Which ſome ſuppoſe the Soul's frail dwelling Houſe, 
Doth, by the idle Comments that it makes, 
Foretel the ending of Mortality. 

Enter Pembroke. 

Pemb. His Highneſs yet doth ſpeak, and holds belief, 
That being brought into the open Air, 
It would allay the burning quality 
Of that fell Poiſon which aſſaileth him. 

Henry, Let him be brought into the Orchard here; 
Doth he ſtill rage? 

Pemb, He is more patiert 
Than when you left him; even now he ſung. 

Henry, Oh vanity of Sickne fs, fierce Extreams 
In their continuance will not feel themſelves. 
Death having prey'd upon the outward parts 
Leaves th:m inviſible, and her Siege is now 
Againſt the Wind, the which he pricks and wounds 
With many Legions of ſtrange Fantaſies, 
Which in their throng and preſs to that laſt bold, 
Confgund themſelves, Tis ſtrange that death ſhould fry 


unt. 


ef, 


uld fo! 
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[ am the Symet to this pale faint Swan; | 
Who chaunts a doleful Hymo to his own Death, 
And from the Organ- pipe of frailty fings | 
His Soul and Body to their l:ſting reſt. 
Sal. Be of good comfort, Prince, for you are born 
To ſet a form upon that indigeſt 
Which he hath left ſo ſhapeleſs and fo rude. 
King John brought in. 
X. John. I marry row my Soul hith Elbow-room, 
It would not out at Windows, nor at Doors, 
There is fo hot a Summer in my Boſom, 
That all my Bowels crumble up to Duſt : 
I am a ſcribled Form drawn with a Pen, 
Upon a Parchment, and againſt this fire do I ſhrink up. 
Henry. How fares your Majeſty ? 
R. John. Poiſon'd, ill fair: Dead, forſook, caſt off, 
And none of you will bid the Winter come 
To thruſt his Icy Fingers in my Maw ; 
Nor let my Kingdoms Rivers take their courſe 
Through my burn'd Boſom : Nor intreat the North 
To make his bleak Winds kiſs my parched Lips, 
And comfort me with cold. I do not ask you much, 
beg cold Comfort; and you are fo ſtraight 
And ſo ungrateful, you deny me that. 
Henry. Oh that there were ſome Virtue in my Teas, 
That might relieve you. 
K. John. The Salt of them is hot. 
Within me is a Hell, and there the Poiſon 
ls, 2s a Fiend, confi i'd to tyranniz?, 
Or unrepreevable condemned Blood. 
Enter Baſtard. 
Baſt. Oh, I am ſcalded with my violent Motion 
And Spleen of ſpt ed to ſee your Mijeſty. 
K. John. Oh Couſin, thou art come to ſet mine EY 
he tackle of my H-art is crackt and burnr, 
ind turned to one Thread, one little Hai: : 
Heart hath one poor String to ſtay it by, 
Which holds but 'till thy News be uttered, 
ind then all this thou ſeeſt, is but a Clod, 
nd module of confounded Royalty, | 
F 3 B. ir, 
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Baſt, The Dauphin is preparing hitherward, 
Where Heav'n he knows how we ſhall anſwer him: 
For in a Night the beſt part of my Power, 
As I upon advantage did remove, 
Were in the W aſhes all, unwarily, 
Devoured by the unexpected Flood, The King dies. 
Sal. You breath theſc dead News in as dead an Ear: 
My Liege, my Lord; but now a King, now thus. 
Henry, Even ſo muſt I run on, and even ſo ſtop. 
What ſurety of the World, what hope, what ſtay, 
When this was now a King, and now is Clay? 
Baſt. Art thou gone ſo? I do but ſtay behind 
To do the Office for thee, of Revenge, 
And then my Soul ſhall wait on thee to Heav'n, 
As it on Earth hath been thy Servant ſtill. 
Now, now you Stars, that move in your right Spheres, 
Where be your Powers? Shew now your mended Faiths, 
And inſtantly return with me again, 
To puſh Deſtruction, and perpetual Shame 
Out of the weak Door of our fainting Land: 
Straight let us ſe:k, or ſtraight we ſhall be ſought, 
The Dauphin rages at our very Heels. 
Sal. It ſeems you know not then ſo much as we: 
The Cardinal Pandulph is within at reſt, 
W':o half an hour ſince came from the Dauphin, 


And brings from him ſuch Offers of our Peace, 


As we with Honour and Reſpect may take, 
With purpoſe preſently to leave this War. 

Baſt. He» will the rather do it, when he ſees 
Our le've: well finewed to our Defence. 

Sal. Nay, 'tis in a manner done already, 
For many Carriages he hath diſoatch'd 
To the Ses-ſide, and put his Cauſe and Quarrel 
To the diſpoſing of the Cardinal, 
With whom your ſe!f, my ſelf, and other Lords, 
Tf you think meet, this Afternoon will poſt, 
To conſummate this buſineſs happily, 
" Baſt. Lat it beſo; and you, my noble Prince, 
With oth.r Princes that may beſt be ſpar'd,, 
Shall wait upon your Father's Funeral, 


lien. 


Hen. 
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Henry. At Worceſter muſt his Body be interr'd, 
For ſo he will'd it. 
Baſt. Thither ſhall it then, 
And happily may your ſweet ſelf put on 
The lineal State, and glory of the Land, 
To whom with all ſubmiſſion on my Knee, 
I do bequeath my faithful Services, 
And true Subjection everlaſtingly. 
Sal. And the like tender of our Love we make, 
To reſt without a Spot for evermore. 
King. I have a kind Soul that would give you thanks, 
And knows not how to do it but with Tears. 
Baſt. Oh let us pay the Time but needful Wo, 
Since it hath been — 4 hand with our Griefs. 
This England never did, nor never ſhall 
Lye at the proud foot of a Conqueror, 
But when it firſt did help to wound it ſelf, 
Now, theſe her Princes are come home again, 
Come the three Corners of the World in Arms, 
And we ſhall ſhock them : Nought ſhall make us rue, 
If England to it ſelf do reſt but true. [ Exennt omnes. 
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T>F1NG Richard the Second. 
John of Gaunt, Duke of @ Unkles to the King. 


Sr Stephen Scroop, 


Dutcheſs of Glouceſter. A 
Ladies attending on the Queen, 


Dramatis Perſons. 


Dake of York, 


Lancaſter, 
Bullingbroke, Son to John of Gaunt, afterward, 
King Henry the Fourth. 
Aumerle, Son to the Duke of York. 
Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk. 
Earl of Salisbury. 
Buſhy, p 
Bagot, © Servants to King Richard. 
Green, » | 
Earl of Northumberland, 
Percy, Son to Northum- 
berland, Friends to Bullingbroke 
Roſs, 
Willoughby, 


. g Y | 
Biſhop of Carliſle, } Friends to King Richard 


Fitzwater, 


Surry, . 0 Lords in the Parliament, 


Abbot of Weſtminſter, 
Ni Pierce of Exton. _ y == 


Queen to King Richard. 


Dutcheſs of Y ork. 


Twa Gardiners, Keeper, Meſſenger and oth! 
Attendants. 
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King Richard II. 


ITroke. 8 © | 235 
ACI I. SCENES 
-hard, 
; Enter King Richard, John of Gaunt, with other 
| Nobles and Attendants. 
el. 


KING RICHARD. 


II. D Jobs of Gaunt, time honour'd Lancaſter, 
AH. ſt thou, according to thy Oath and Band, 
Brought hither Henry Hereford thy bold Son, 
AY | Here to make good the boiſterous late Ap- 
2 . pea], 
Which then our Leiſure would not let us hears 
Aen. the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray ? 
Gaunt. I have, my Liege. 
oth X. Rich, Tell me moreover, haſt thou ſounded him, 
If he appeal the Duke on ancient Malice, 
Or worthily, as a good Subject ſhould, 
O1 ſome known g:ound of Treachery in him? 
7 Gaunt, As near as I could fiſt him on that 9 
0 
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On ſome apparent Danger ſeen in him 
Aim'd at your Highneſs, no inveterate Malice. 
K. Rich, Then call them to our Preſence, Face to Face, 
And frowning Brow to Brow, our ſelves will hear 
Th' Accuſer, and the accuſed freely ſpeak : 
High ſtomach'd are they both, and full of Ire, 
In Rage, deaf as the Sea; haſty as Fire, 
Enter Bullingbroke and Mowbray. 
Bulling. Many Years of happy Days befal 
My gracious Sdveraign, my moſt loving Liege. 
Mob. Each Day ſtill better others Happineſs; 
Until the Heav'ns envying Earth's good Hap, 
Add an immortal Title to your Crown. 
K. Rich, We thank you both, yet one but flatters us, 
As well appeareth by the Cauſe you come; 
Namely, to appeal each other of high Treaſon. 
2 of Hereford, what doſt thou object 
Apainſt the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray ? 
Bulling, Firſt Heav'n be the Record to my Speech, 
In the Devotions of a Subject's Love, 
Tendring the precious Safety of my Prince, 
And free from other miſ-begotten Hate, 
Come I Appealant to this Princ:ly Preſence. 
Now Thomas Mowbray do I turn to thee, 
And mark my greeting well; for what I ſpeak, 
My Body ſhall make good upon the Earth, 
Or my divine Soul anſwer it in Heav'n. 
Thou art a Traitor and a Miſcreant ; 
Too good to be fo, and too bad too live. 
Since the more fair and crylta! is the Sky, 
The ug lier ſeem the Clouds that in it fly; 
Once more, the more to aggravate the Note, 
With a foul Traitor's Name ſtuff I thy Throat, 
And wiſh, ſo pleaſe my Soveraign, e'er I move, 
What my Tongue ſpeaks, my right drawn S word may prove. 
Mob. Let not my cool Words here accuſe my Zeal; 
Tis not the Trial of a Woman's War, 
The bitter Clamour of too eager Tongnes, 
Can arbitrate this Canſe hetwixt us twain ; 
The Blond is hot that muſt be cool'd for this. 


Yer can I not of ſuch tame Patience boaſt, 
bY b 
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\; to be huſht, and nought at all to ſay. 

irit the fair Reverence of your Highneſs curbs me, 

rom giving Reins and Spurs to my free Speech, 
hich elſe would poſt, until it had return'd 

Theſe Terms of Treaſon doubly down his Throat. 

detting alide his high Blood's Royalty, 


od let him be no Kinſman to my Liege, 


do defie him, and I ſpit at him, | [ 
all him a flanderous Coward, and a Villain; 
Vhich to maintain, I would allow him odds, 
nd meet him, were I tide to run a-foot, f 
ven to the frozen Ridges of the Alps, | 8 | 
Or any other Ground inhabitable, 
here-ever Engliſhman durſt ſer his Foot 
Mean time, let this defend my Loyalty, 
By all my Hopes moſt falſly he doth lie. : 
Bulling. Pale trembling Coward, there I throw my Gage, 
Diſclaiming here the Kindred of a King, 
And lay alide my high Blood's Royalty, 
Which Fear, not Reverence, makes thee to except; 
If guilty Dread hath left thee ſo much Strength, 
As to take up mine Honour's Pawn, then ſtoop. 
By that, and all the Rights of Knighthood elſe, 
Will I make good againſt thee Arm to Arm, 
What I have ſpoken, or thou canſt deviſe. k 
Mob. I take it up, and by that Sword I ſwear, 4 


Which gently laid my Knighthoo4 on my Shoulder, 

I'll anſwer thee in aay fair Degree, 

Or Chivalrous deſign of knightly Trial; 

And when I mount, alive may I not light, 

be Traitor, or unjuſtly fight. | a 
K, Rich. Whatdoth our Couſin lay to Mowbray's Charge? | 

It muſt be great that can inherit us, | 4 

So much as of a Thought of ill in him. | 
Bulling, Look what I faid, my Life ſhall prove it true, þ 

That Mowbray hath receiv'd eight thouſand Nobles, 

lu name of Lendings for your Highneſs Soldiers, 

The which he hath detain'd f-r lewd Imployments; 

Like a falſe Traitor and injurious Villain; 

Beſides, I ſay. and will in Battel prove, 

Or here, or elſewhere, to the futheſt Verge 
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That ever was ſurvey'd by Engliſh Eye; 
That all the Treaſons for theſe eighteen Years, 
Complotted and contrived in this Land, 
Fetch from falſe Mowbray their firſt Head and Spring. 
Further I fay, and further will maintain 
Upon his bid Life, to make all this good, 
That he did plot the Duke of Glouceſter's Death, 
Suggeſt his ſoon belteving Adver ſaries, 
And conſequently, like a Traitor Coward, 
Sluc'd out his innocent Soul through Streams of Blood; 
Which Blood, like ſacrificing Abels cries, 
Even from the tongueleſs Caverns of the Earth, 
To me for Juſtice, and rough Chaſtiſement; 
And by the glorious worth of my Deſcent, 
This Arm ſhall do it, or this Life be ſpent, 
X. Rich. How high a pitch his Reſolution ſoars: 
Thomas of Norfolk, what ſay'ſt thou to this? 
Mowb. O let my Soveraign turn away his Face, 
And bid his Ears a little while be deaf, 
Till I have told this Slander of his Blood, 
How God and good Men hate ſo foul a Liar. | 
x. Rich, Mowbray, impartial are our Eyes and Ears. 
Were he my Brorher, nay, our Kingdom's Heir, 
As he is but my Father's Brother's Son; 
Now by my Scepter's awe, I make a Vow, 
Such neighbour- nearneſs to our ſacred Blood, 
Should nothing privilege him, nor partialize 
The unſtooping Firmneſs of my upright Soul, 
He is our Subject, Mowbray, ſo art thou, 


Free Speech and fearleſs I to thee allow. 


Mowb. Then, Bullingbroks, as low as to thy Heart, 
Through the falſe Paſſage of thy Throat, thou lieſt: 
Three parts of that Receipt I had for Callice, 
Disburſt I to his Highneſs Soldiers; 

The other part reſerv'd I by conſent, 

For that my Soveraign Liege was in my Debr, 
Upon remainder of a dear Account, 

Since laſt I went to France to fetch his Queen: 

Now ſwallow down that Lie. For Glouceſter's Death, 
IT flew him nat; but, to mine own Dilgrace, 
Neglected my ſworn Duty in that Caſe, 
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or you, my noble Lord of Lancaſter, 

The honourable Father to my Foe, 

Dance I did lay an Ambuſh for your Life, 

Treſpaſs that doth vex my grieved Soul; 

But e er I laſt receiv'd the Sacrament, | 

did confeſs it, and exactly begg'd 

our Grace's Pardon; and I hope I had it. 

his is my Fault; as for the reſt appeal'd, 8 

It iſſues from the Rancor of a Villain; EE 

\ Recreant and moſt dangerous Traitor, 8 

'hich in my ſelf I boldly will defend, 

nd interchangeably hurle down my Gage, 

Upon this overweening Traitor's Foot, 

Io prove my felt a loyal Gentleman, 

Even in the beſt Blood chamber'd in his Boſom. 

In haſte. whereof moſt heartily I pray 

Your Highneſs to aſſign our Trial-Day. 

K. Rich. Wrath-kindled Gentlemen, be rul'd by me; 

Let's purge this Choler without letting Blood: 

This we preſcribe, though no Phyſician. 

Deep Malice makes too deep. Inciſion. 

Forget, forgive, conclude ard be agreed, 

Our Doctors ſiy, this is no time bleed. 

Good Uncle, let this end where it begun, 

We'll calm the Duke of Norfolk, you your Son. 

Gaunt. To be a Make-peace ſhall become my Age; 

Throw down, my Son, the Duke of Norfolk's Gage. 

K. Rich. And, Norfolk, throw. down his. 
Gaunt, When Harry, when? Obedience bids, 

Obedience bids, I ſhould not bid again. * | W 
K. Rich. Norfolk, throw down, we bid; there is no boot. 
Mowb, My ſelf I throw, dread Soveraign, at thy Foot. 

My Life thou ſhalt command, but not my Shame; 

The one my . Duty owes; but my fair Name, 

Deſpight of Death that lives upon my Grave, 

To dark Diſhonours uſe, thou ſhalt not have. 

Im diſgrac'd, impeach'd, and baffl'd here, 

Pierc'd to the Soul, with Slandeis venom'd Spear. 

The which no Blame can cure, but his Heart Blood 

Which breath'd this Poiſon. 


K. Rich, Rage muſt be withſtood: 


** 
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Give me his Gage: Lions make Leopards tame. | 
Mowhb. Vea, but not change his Spots: Take but my Shame; 

And I reſign my Gage. My dear, dear Lord, 

The pureſt Treaſures mortal times afford, 

Is ſpotleſs Reputation; that away, 

Men are but guilded Loam, or painted Clay. 

A Jewel in a ten-times barr'd up Cheſt, 

Is a bold Spirit in a Loyal Breaſt. 

Mine Honour is my Life; both grow in one; 

Take Honour from me, and my Life is done. 

Then, deer my Liege, mine Honour let me try, 

In that I live, and for that will I die, | 
K. Rich, Couſin, throw down your Gage; do you begin, 
Bulling. Oh Heav'n defend my Soul from ſuch foul Sin, 

Shall I ſeem Creſt-fall'n in my Father's Sight, 

Or with pale beggar'd Fear impeach my hight 

Before this out-dar'd Baſtard ? E'er my Tongue 

Shall wound my Honour with ſuch feeble Wrong, 

Or ſound ſo baſe a Parle, my Teeth ſhall tear 

The laviſh Motive of recanting Fear, 

And ſpit it bleeding in his high Diſgrace, 

Where Shame doth harbour, even in Mowbray's Face, 

| Exit Gaunt, 
X. Rich. We were not born to ſue, but to command, 

Which fince we cannot do to make you Friends, 

Be ready, as your Lives ſhall anſwer it, | 

At Coventry, upon Saint Lambert's Day; 

There ſhall your Swords ard Lances arbitrate 

The ſwelling Difference of your ſettled Hate: exchin 

Since we cannot attone you, you ſhall ſce | bat w. 

Juſtice deſięn the Victor's Chivalry. | 

Lord Marſhal command our Officers at Arms, 

Be ready to direct theſe home Alarms. | Exennt, 


S GE NEL 


Enter Gaunt, and Dutcheſs of Glouceſter. 


Gaunt, Alas, the part I had in Glo fter's Blood, 
Doch more ſollicit me than your Exclaims, 
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To ſtir againſt the Butchers of his Life. 
But ſince Correction lyeth in thoſe Hands 
ne; Which made the Fault that we cannot correct, 
Put we our Quarrel to the Will of Heav'n; 
Who when they ſee the Hours ripe on Earth, 
Will rain hot Vengeance on Offenders Heads, 
Dutch, Finds Brotherhood in thee no ſharper Spur ? 
Hath Love in thy old Blood no living Fire ? 
Edward's ſeven Sons, whereof thy ſelf art one, 
Were as ſeven Vials of his ſacred Blood; 
Or ſeven fair Branches ſpringing from one Root: 
Some of thoſe ſeven are dry'd by Nature's Courſe; 
Some of thoſe Branches by the Deſtinies cut: 
But Thomas, my dear Lord, my Life, my Gloſter; 
One Vial full of Edward's ſacred Blood, 
One flouriſhing Branch of his moſt Royal Root, 
crack d, and all the precious Liquor ſpilt; 
Is hackt down, and his Summer Leaves al! faded 
By Envy's Hand, and Murder's Bloody Axc. 
h Gaunt] his Blood was thine; that Bed, that Womb, 
That Mcttle, that ſelſ-Mould that faſhion'd thee, 
lade him a Min; and though thou liv'ſt and breath'ſt, 
et art thou ſlain in him; thou dott conſent 
n ſome large Mcaſurc to thy Father's Death; 
n that thou ſeeſt thy wretched Brother die, 
ho was the Model of thy Father's Life. 
all it not Paticace, Gam, it is Deſpair 3 
n ſuffering thus thy Brother to be flaughter'd, 
hou (hew*ſt the naked Pathway to thy Life, 
eaching ſtern Murther how to burcher thee, 
bat which in mean Men, we intitle Patience, 
pale cold Cowardiſe in noble Breaſts. 
Vhat ſhall I ſay? to ſafeguard thine own Life, 
eunt, ¶ be beſt way is to venge my Glo ſter's Death. 
Gannt, H: a'*n's is the Quarrel; for Heav'n's Subſtitute, 
Lis Deputy anointed in his Sight, 
th caus'd his Death; the which if wrongfully 
et Heav'n revenge, for I may never lift 
"angry Arm ag; nlt his Miniſter, 
Dutch. Where then, alas, miy I complain my ſelf? 
Gaunt, To Heav'n, the Widow's Champion and defence, 
Vox. III. | G ; Duich. 
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Dutch. Why then I will: Farewel; old Gann 3 
Thou go'lt to Coventry, there to he hold F 
Our Couſin Hereford and fell Mowbray fight. 
O fit my Husband's Wrongs on Hereford 's Spear, 

That it may enter Butcher 4owbray's Breaſt: 


Or if Misfortune miſs the farſt Career, T 
Be Mowbray's Sins ſo heavy in his Boſom, A 
That they may break his foaming Courſer's Back, Ti 


And throw the Rider beadlong in the Lifts, 
A Caytiff recreant to my Coulin Hereford. 


Farewe!, old Gaunt; tity lometimes Brother's Wife, An 
With her Companion Grief, muſt end her Life. Ag 
Gaunt. Siſter, farewel; I muſt to Coventry. Spe 


As much good ſtay with thee, as go with me. 
Dutch. Vet one Word more; Grief boundeth where it fall 

Not with the empty hollowneſs, but weight: 

I take my Leave, before I have begun; 

For Sorrow ends not, when it ſeemeth done. 

Commend me to my Brother, Edward Yorks 

Lo, this is all; nay yet depart not ſo, 

Though this be all, do not fo quickly go: 

I ſhall remember moe. Bid him-— oh, what? 

With all good Speed at Plaſbie viſit me. 

Alack, and what ſhall good old York there ſee, 

But empty Lodgings, and unfurniſh'd Walls, 

Un-pcopl'd Offices, untrodden Stones ? 

And what hear there for Welcome, but my Groans ? 

Therefore commend me, let him not come there 

To ſeck out Sorrow that dwells every where ; 

Deſolate, deſolate will I hence, and die; 

The laſt Leave of thee, takes my weeping Eye, [Ex 


SCENE III. 


Euter Marſhal and Aumerle. 


Aar. My Lord Aumerle, is Harry Hereford arm'd? 

Aum. Vea, at all Points, and longs to enter in. 

Mar. The Duke of Norfolk, ſprightfully and bold, 
Stays but the Summons of the Appealant's Trumpet. 
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Aum. Why then the Champions are prepar'd, and ſtay 
For nothing but his Majeſty's Approach. Houri ſh, 


Eater King Richard, Gaunt, Buſhy, Bagot, Green, and 
others; then Mowbray in Armour, and an Herald. 
X. Rich. Marſhal, demand of yonder Champion 
The Cauſe of his Arrival here in Arms; 
Ask him his Name, and orderly proceed 
To ſwear him in the Juſtice of his Cauſc. 
Mar. In God's Name and the King's, ſay who thou art? 
| [ To Mob. 
And why thou com'ſt, thus knightly clad in Arms? 
Againſt what Man thou com'ſt, and what's thy Quarrel; 
Speak truly on thy Knighthood, and thine Oath, 
And ſo defend thee Heaven, and thy Valour, 
Mowb. My Name is Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk, 
Who hither come, engaged by my Oath, 
Which Heav'a defend a Knight ſhould violate 
Both to defend my Loyalty and Truth, 
To God, my King, and his ſucceeding Iſſue, 
Againſt the Duke of Hereford, that appeals me; 
And by the Grace of God, and this mine Arm, 
To prove him, in defendiag of my ſelf, 
A Traitor to my God, my King, and me; 
And as TI truly fight, defend me Heav'n, | 
A Tucket ſounds, Enter Bullingbroke, and an Herald, 
K. Rich. Marſhal; ask yonder Knight in Arms, 
Both who he is, and why he cometh hither, 
Thus placed in Habiliments of War: 
And formally according to our Law 
Depoſe him in the Juſtice of his Cauſe, 
[ Ext Mar, What is thy Name, and wherefore com'ſt thou hither 
Before King Richard, in his Royal Liſts? [To Bulling. 
Againſt whom com'ſt thou? And what's thy Quarrel; 
Speak like a true Knight, ſo defend thee Heav'n. 
Bulling, Harry of Hereford, Lancaſter and Derby, 
Am 1, who ready here do itand in Arme, | 
To prove, by Heav'n's Grace, and my Body's Valour, 
m'd? In Liſts on Thomas Xowbray Duke of Norfolk, 
That he's a Traitor foul and dangerous, 
To God of Heav'n, King Richard, and to me; 
And as I truly fight, defend me Heay'n, 
ä Mar. 
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Mar. On Pain of Death, no perſon be ſo bold, 
Or daring hardy, as to touch the Liſts, 


Except the Marſhal, and ſuch Officers 
Appointed to direct theſe fair Deſigns. * 

Bulling. Lord Marſhal, let me kiſs my Soveraign's Hand, 1 
And bow my Knee before his Majeſty : . 
For Mowbray and my ſelf are like two Men A io 
That vow a long and weary Pilgrimage, N * 
Then let us take a ceremonious Leave e 
And loving Farewel of our ſeveral Friends. Hi £ 


Mar. The Appealant in all duty greets your Highneſs, 
T „ Gree Jer, K. Rich: Were 
And craves to kiſs your Hand, and take his leave. 

K. Rich. We will deſcend and fold him in our Arms. 

Couſin of Hereford, as thy Cauſe is juſt, 

So be thy Fortune in this Royal Fight: 

Farewel, my Blood, which if to Day thou ſhed, 
Lament we may, but not Revenge thee dead. 

Bulling. Oh let no noble Eye prophane a Tear 
For me, if I be gor'd with Mowbray's Spear: 

As confident, as is the Faulcon's flight 
Againſt a Bird, do I with Moray fight. 

My loving Lord, I take my leave of you, 

Of you, my noble Couſin, Lord Aumerle; 
Not fick, although I have to do with Death, 
But luſty, youne, and chearly drawing breath. 
Lo, as at Engliſh Feaſts, fol regreer 

The daintieſt laſt, ro make the end moſt ſweet. 
Oh thou the Earthy Author of my Blood, 
Whoſe youthful Spirit in me regenerate, 

Doth with a two-fold vigour liſt me up 

To reach at Victory above my Head, 

Add proof unto mine Armour with thy Prayers, 
And with thy Bleſſings ſteel my Lance's Point, 
That it may enter Moubray's Wax.n Coat, 
And furniſh new the Name of John a Gaunt 
Even in the luſty *haviour of his Son. 

Gaunt, Heav'n in thy good Cauſe make thee proſperous 
Be ſwift like Liehtning in the Execution, 
And let thy Blows, doubly redoubled, 
Fall like amazing Thunder on the Cask 
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Of thy amaz d pernicious Enemy. 

Rouze up thy youthful Blood, be valiant, and live, 
Balling. Mine Innocence, and St. George to thrive, 

Mowb. However Heav'n or Fortune caſt my Lot, 

There lives, or dies, true to King Richard's Throne, 

A loyal, juft, and upright Gentleman: 

Never did Captain with a freer Heart 

Caſt off his Chains of Bondage, and embrace 

His golden uncontroul'd Enfranchiſement, 

More than my dancing Soul doth celebrate 

This feaſt of Battel, with mine Adverſary, 

Moſt mighty Liege, and my Companion Peers, 

Take from my Mouth the wiſh of happy Years; 
gentle, and as jocond, as to jeſt, 

Go Ito fight: Truth hath a quiet Breaſt. 

X. Rich. Farewel, my Lord, ſecurely I eſpy 

irtue with Valour, couched in thine Eye. 

Order the Trial, Marſhal, and begin. 

Mar. Harry of Hereford, Lancaſter and Derby, 

Receive thy Launce, and Heav'n defend thy Right. 
Bulling. Strong as a Tower, in hope, I cry Amen, 
Mar. Go bear this Launce to Thomas Duke of Norfolk, 
1 Her, Harry of Hereford, Lancaſter and Derby, 

tinds here for God, his Soveraign, and himſelf, 

On pain to be found falſe and recreant, 

To prove the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray, 
Traitor to his God, his King, and him, 

nd dares him to ſet forward to the fight. 

2 Her, Here ſtandeth Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk, 

Jn pain to be found falſe and recreant, 

doth to defend himſelf, and to approve 

zenry of Hereford, Lancaſter, and Derby, 

o God, his Soveraign, and to him difloval : 
ouragiouſly, and with a free Deſire, 

ttending but the Signal to begin. [A charge ſounded, 
Mar. Sound Trumpets, and ſet forward Combatants. 

iy, the King hath thrown his Warder down. | 

K. Rich, Let them lay by their Helmets, and their Spears, 
d both return back to their Chairs again : 

of 'hdraw with us, and let the Trumpets found, 

G 3 While 
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While we return theſe Dukes what we decree. 
A long Flonriſh, Yo 

Draw near, and liſt 

What with our Council we have done. R 

For that our Kingdom's Earth ſhould not be ſoil'd 

With that dear Blood which it bath foſtered, 

And for our Eyes do hate the dire aſpect 

Of civil Wounds plough'd up with Neighbours Swords, 

Which ſo rouz'd up with boiſterous untun'd Drums, 

With harſh reſounding Trumpets dreadful bray, 

And grating ſhock of wrathful Iron Arms, 

Might from our quiet Confines fright f. ir Peace, 

And make us wade even in our Kindreds Blood: 

Therefore, we baniſh you our Territories. 

You Couſin Hereford, upon pain of Death, 

Till twice five Summers have enrich'd our Fields, 

Shall not regreet our fair Dominions, 

But tread the ſtranger Paths of Baniſhment, 

Bulling. Your will be done: This mult my Comfort be, * 
That Sun that warms you here, ſhall ſhine on me: 6. 
And thoſe his golden Beams to you here lent, 

Shall point on me, and gild my Baniſh ment. 

K. Rich. Norfolk; for thee remains a heavier Doom, 

Which I with ſome unwillingneſs pronounce, 
The fly flow Hours ſhall not determinate 
The dateleſs limit of thy dear Exile: 

The hopeleſs word, of never to return, 
Breathe I againſt thee, upon pain of Life. 

Mob. A heavy Sentence, my moſt Soveraign Liege, 
And all unlook'd for from your Highneſs Mouth: 
A dearer Merit, not ſo deep a Maim, 

As to be caſt forth in the common Air 

Have I deſerved at your Highneſs Hands. 

The Language I have learn'd theſe forty Years, 
My native Exgl;/h, now I muſt forgo, 

And now my Tongue's uſe is to me no more, 
Than an unſtringed Viol, or a Harp, 

Or like a cunning Inſtrument cas'd up, 

Or being open, put into his Hands 

Thar knows no touch to tune the Harmony. 


* 
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Within my Mouth you have engoal'd my Tongue, 
Doubly percullis'd with my Teeth and Lips, 
And dull, unfecling, barren Ignorance, 
Is made my Goaler to attend on m2, 
I am too old to fon upon a Nurſe, 
Too far in Years to be a Pupil now: 
What is thy Sentence then, but ſpeechleſs Death, 
Which rob; my Tongue from breathing native Breath? 
K. Rich, It boots thee not to be compaſſionate 3 
Alter our Sentence, plaining comes too late. 
Mowb. Then thus I tura me from my Country's Light, 
To dw. I] in ſolemn Shades of endleſs Night. 
K. Rich, Return again, a d take an Oath with ye. 
Lay on our Royal Sword your baniſh'd Hards; 
Swear by the Duty that you owe to Heav'n, 
(Our part therein we banith with your ſelves,) 
To keep the Oath th.t we adminiſter: 
You never ſhal!, ſo help you Truth, and Heav'n, 
Embrace cach others Love in Baniſhment, 
Nor ever look upon each others Face, 
Nor ever write, regreet, or reconcile 
This lowring Tempeſt of your home-bred Hate, 
Nor ever by adyijqgh purple meet, 
N To got, contrive, or complot any Ill. 
Gainſt us, our State, our Subjects, or our Land, 
Billing, I ſwcar, 5 
Mowb. And I, ti kcep all this. 
Balling. Norfolk, ſo far, as to mine Enemy, 
Dy this time, had the King permitted us, 
Boo One of our Souls had wandred in the Air, 
Paniſh'd this frail & pulchre of our Fleſh, 
As now our Fleſh is ban ſh'd from this Land. 
anfels thy Treaſons, c'er thou fly this Realm, 
Since thou haſt far to go, bear not along 
The clogging burthen of a guilty Soul. 
Mowb, No, Bullingbroke; if ever I were Traitor, 
My Name be blotrcd from the Book of Life, 
1d 1 f-om Hrav'n baniſh?d, as from hence; 
But whit thou art, Heav'n, thou, and I do know, 
\nd all too ſoo7, I fear, the King ſhall rue. 
Withi G 4 Far ewel, 


be, 
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Farewel, my Liege; now no way can I ſtray, 
Save back to England; all the World's my way: 
K. Rich. Uncle, even in the Glaſſes of thine Eyes 
I ſce thy. grieved Heart; thy ſad Aſpect, 
Hath from the Number ot his baniſh'd Years 
Pluck'd four away; fix frozen Winters ſpent, 
Return with welcome home from Baniſhment. 
Bulling. How long a time lyes in one little word: 
Four lagging Winters, and four wanton Springs 
Endin a Word, ſuch is the Breath of Kings. 
Gaunt, I thank my Liege, that in regard of me 
H- ſhortens four Years of my Son's Exile: 
But little vantage ſhall I reap thereby; 
For &er the fix Ycars that he hath to ſpend, 
Can change the Moons, and bring their times about, 
My Oil-dry'd Lamp, and time-bewaſted Light, 
Shall be extin& with Age, and endleſs Night: 
My inch of Taper will be burnt, and done, 
And blindfold Death not let me ſee my Son, 
K. Rich. Why Uncle? Thou haſt many Years to live, 
Gaunt. But not a Minute, King, that thou canſt give; 
Shorter my Days thou canſt with ſudden Sorrow, 
And pluck Nigh $ from me, but not lend a Morrow: 
Thou canft help Fim to furrow me with Age, 
But ſtop no Wrinkic in his Pilgrimage: 
I hy word is currant with him, for my Death; 
But dead, th Kingdom cannot buy my Breath. 
X. Rich. Thy Son is baniſh'd upon good advice, 
Whereto thy Tongue a paity - verdict gave; 
Why at our Juſtice ſecm'ſt thou then to lowr ? 
Gaunt. Things ſweet to taſte, prove in digeſtion ſowr: 
You urg'd me as a Judge, but I had rather 
You would have bid me argue like a Father. 
Alas, I look'd when ſome of you ſhould ſay, 
I was too ſtrict to make mine own away: 
But you gave leave to my unwilling Tongue, 
Againſt my will, to do my ſelf this wrong. 
X. Rich. Couſin, farewel; and, Uncle, bid him ſo: 
Six Years we baniſh him, and he ſhall go. [ Ext 


Flour) 


[Exit, 


xit. 


ve. 
ve; 
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Flouri ſh, 
Aum. Couſin, fare wel, what preſence muſt not know, 
From where you do remain, let Paper ſhow. 
Mar. My Lord, no leave take I, for I will ride 
As far as Land will let me, by your fide, 


Gaunt. Oh to what purpoſe doſt thou hoard thy words, 


That thou return'ſt no greeting to thy Friends? 
e 


Bulling. 1 have too few to take my leave of you, 


When the Tongue's Office ſhould be prodigal, 
To breathe th' abundant dolour of the Heart. 


| Gaunt. Thy Grief is but thy Abſence for a time. 
—_— abſent, Grief is preſent for that time. 
Gaunt, What is ſix Winters, they are quickly gone? 
Bulling. To Men in joy; but grief makes one Hour ten. 
Gaunt. Call it a Travel that thou tak'ſt for pleaſure. 
Bulling. My Heart will ſigh, when I miſcall it fo, 

Which finds it an inforced Pilgrimage. 
Gaunt. The ſullen Paſſage of thy weary Steps 

Eſteem a Soil, wherein thou art to ſer 

The precious Jewel of thy home return. 
Bulling. Oh who can hold a Fire in his Hand 

By thinking on the Froſty Caucaſus ? 

Or cloy the hungry edge of Appetite, 

By bare imagination of a Feaſt ? 

Or wallow naked in December Snow 

By thinking on fantaſtick Summer's Heat? 

Oh no, the apprehenſion of the good 

Gives but the greater feeling to the worſe; 

Fell Sorrow's Tooth doth never rankle more 

Than when it bites, but lanceth not the ſore. 
Gaunt, Come, come, my Son, I'll bring thee on thy way; 

Had I thy Youth, and Cauſe, 1 would not ſtay. ; 
Bulling. Then England's Ground farewel; ſweet Soil adieu, 

My Mother and my Nurſe, which bears me yet: 

Where-&er I wander, boaſt of this I can, 


Though baniiſh'd, yet a true-born. Engliſhman, [| Excunt. 


| SCENE 
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0189 N'E IV. 


Enter King Richard, Aumerle, Green, and Bagot. 


K. Rich. We did obſerve. Couſin Aamerle, 
How far brought y-u high Hereford on his way? 
Aum, I brought high Hereford, if you call him ſo, 
But to the next high way, and there 1 lift him. 
K. Rich. And ſay, what ſtore of parting Tears were ſhed? 
Aum. Faith none by me; except the North-Eaſt Winc, 
Which then gie bitterly againſt our Face, 
Awak'd the ſlecpy Rheume, and ſo by chance 
Did grace our hollow parting with a Tear. 
K. Rich. What ſaid our Couſin when you parted with him} 
Aum. Farewel; and for my Heat diflaincd that ny 
Should fo prophane the word, that rzught me craft | Tong: 
To counterfeit Oppreſſion of ſuch Grief, 
That word ſeem buried in my Sorrows Grave. 
Marry, would the word Farewel had lengthen'd Hours, 
And added Years to his ſhort Baniſhmerr, 


He ſhould have had a Volume of Fercwels; "oy 
But fince it would not, he h:d tone of me. B / 

K. Rich. He is our Couſin, Couſin; bur 'tis doubt, X. 
When time ſhall call him home from Baniſh ment, To he 
Whether our Kinſman come to ſee his Friends. The li 
Our lelf, and Buſby, Bagot here and Green To de 
Obſerv'd his Courtſhip to the common People : Come, 
How he did ſeem to dive into their Hcarts, Fray t 
With humble, and familiar Courteſie, WE 


What Reverence he did throw away on Slaves; 
Wooing poor Crafts-men with the craft of Souk, 
And patient urdet-bearing of his Fortune, 

As *ewere to baniſh their Affects with him. 

Off goes his Bonnet to ap Oyſter-wench, G 
A. brace of Dray-men bid God ſpeed him well, | 2 
And had the Tribute of his ſupple Kree, 


With Thank:, my Countrymen, my loving Friends, gt - 
As were our England in Reverſion bis, | wks 
And he our Subjects rext Degree in hope. Vun 


Green. Well, he is gone, and wich him 90 theſe Thong 8 Wh 
Now for the Rebels, which land out in Ireland, | ere 
Expediert 
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xpedient manage muſt be made, my Liege, 
F'er further leiſure yield the further means ) 
For their Advantage, and your Highneſs loſss / 
K. Rich. We will our ſelf in Perſon to this War, 
\nd for our Coffers, with two great a Court, 
Ind liberal Largeſs, are grown ſomewhat light, 
Ve are inforc'd to farm dur Royal Realm, 
hed? Arbe Revenue whereof ſhall furniſh us 
e, [Wor our Affairs in hand; if they come ſhort, 
ur Subſtitutes at home ſhall have blank Charters: 
Vherero, when they ſhall know what Men are rich, 
They (hall ſubſcribe them for large Sums of Gold, 
And ſend them after to ſupply our Wants: 
For we will make for Ireland preſently, 
II Ener Buſhy. 
Y K. Rich. What News? 
Buſhy. Old John of Gaunt is very ſick, my Lord, 
Suddenly taken, and bath ſent poſt haſte 
To intreat your Majeſty to viſit him. 
K. Rich, Where lyes he? 
Buſby. At Ely-hogſe. 
K. Rich, Now put it, Heav'n, in his Phyſician's Mind, 
To help him to his Grave immediately: 
The lining of his Coffers ſhall make Coats 
To deck our Soldiers for theſe /riſþ Wars, 
Come, Gentlemen, let's all go viſit him: 
Pray Heav*n we may make haſte, and come too late, | Exe. 


S 


ern SCEME'S 


Enter Gaunt ſich, with the Duke of York. 


Gaunt, I LL the King come, that I may breathe my laſt 
In wholeſom Counſel to his unſtaid Youth? 
Pork, Vex rot your ſelf, nor ſtrive not with your Breath, 
For all in vain comes Counſel to his Ear. | 
Gaunt. Oh but, they ſay, the Tongues of dying Men 
nforce Attention like deep Harmony: 
Where words are ſcarce, they are ſeldom ſpent in vain, 


"1 ghts. 
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For they breath Truth, that breath their Words in pain. 
He that no more muſt ſay, is liſten d more, 

Than they whom Youth and Eaſe have taught to gloſe; 
More are Mens ends markt than their lives before, 

The ſetting Sun, and Muſick in the cloſe; 

As the laſt taſte of ſweets, is ſweeteſt laſt, 

Writ in remembrance, more than things long paſt; 
Though Richard my life's Counſel would not hear, 

My Death's ſad Tale may yet undeaf his Ear. 

Fork. No, it is ſtopt with other flatt ting Sounds, 
As praiſes of his State; then there are found 
Laſcivious Meeters, to whoſe venom ſound 
The open Ears of Youth doth always liſten. 

Report of Faſhions in proud Italy, 

Whoſe Manners ſtill our tardy apiſh Nation 

Limps after in baſe Imitation. 

Where doth the World thruſt forth a Vanity, 

So it be new, there's no reſpe& how vile, 

That is not quickly buz'd into their Ears ? 

That all roo late comes Counſel to be heard, 

Where Will doth mutiny with Wits regard: 

Direct not him, whoſe way himſelf will chuſe, 

"Tis Breath thou lack'ſt, and that Breath wilt thou loſe, 

Gaunt, Methinks I am a Prophet new inſpir'd, 

And thus expiring, do foretel of him, 

His raſh fierce Blaze of Riot cannot laſt; 

For violent Fires ſoon burn out themſelves, 

Small Showers laſt long, but ſudden Storms are ſhort ; 
He tires betimes, that ſpurs too faſt betimes; 
With eager feeding, food doth choke the Feeder; 
Light Vanity, infatiate Cormorant, 

Conſuming means, ſoon preys upon it ſelf, 

This Royal Throne of Kings, this ſcepter'd Iſle, 
This Earth of Mijeſty, this Seat of Mars, 

This other Eden, demy Paradiſe, 

This Fortreſs built by Nature for her ſelf, 
Againſt Inſection, and the Hand of War; 

This happy Breed of Men, this little World, 
This precious Stone ſet in the Silver Sea, 

Which ſerves it in the Office of a Wall, 

Or as a Moat defenſive to a Houle, 
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ozinſt the envy of leſs happier Lands, 

his bleſſed Plot, this Earth, this Realm, this England, 

his Nurſe, this teeming Womb of Royal Kings, 

2rd for their Breed, and famous for their Birth, 

Nenowned for their Deeds, as far from home, 

xr Chriſtian Service, and true Chivalry, 

; is the Sepulchre in ſtubborn 77 

the World's Ranſom, bleſſed Mary's Son; 

his Land of ſuch dear Souls, this dear dear Land, 

dei for her Reputation through the World, 

sow Leas'd out, I dye pronouncing it, 

ke to a Tenement or pelting Farm; 

gland bound in with the triumphant Sea, 

Whole rocky Shore beats back the envious Siege 

Df watry Neptune, is now bound in with ſhame, 

ith Inky Blots, ard rotten Parchmert Bonds. 

hat England that was wont to conquer others, 

ith made a ſhameful Conqueſt of it ſelf. 

m! would the Scandal vaniſh with my Life, 

ow happy then were my enſuing Death! 

wer King Richard, Queen, Aumerle, Buſhy, Green, Bagot, 
Ros, and Willoughby. 

Fork, The King is com, deal mildly with his Youth; 

or young hot Colts, being rag'd, do rage the more, 

Queen. How fares our noble Uncle, Laxcaſter 2 

X. Rich, What comfort, Man? How ist withaged Gann? 

Gaunt, Oh how that Name befirs my Compoſition ! 

Pld Gaunt indeed, and gaunt in being old: F 

thin me GrieFhath kept a tedious Faſt, 47 

td who abſtains from Meat, that is not gaunt; 1 

or ſleeping England long time have I watch, 

aching breeds leaneſs, leaneſs is all gaunt; 

te Pleaſure that ſome Fathers feed upon, 

my ſtrict Faſt, I mean my Ch ldrens looks, 

id therein faſting thou haſt made me gaunt; 

hunt am J for the Grave, gaunt as a Grave, 

boſe hollow Womb inherits nought but Bones. 

K. Rich, Can ſick Men play ſo nicely with their Names? 

Gaunt, No, Miſery makes ſport to mock it (elf: 


e thou doſt ſeek ro kill wy Name in me, 


— 
Z Ip 2 oy 


Thy ſtate of Law, is bondſlave to the Law, 
And 
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I mock my Name, great King, to flatter thee. 
K. Rich. Should dying Men flatter chaſe that liye ? 
Gaunt, No, no, Men living flatter thoſe that die. 
K. Rich. Thou now:a dying, ſay'ſt thou flatter ſt me. 
Gaunt, Oh no, thou dy ſt, though I the ſicker be. 
K. Rich. I am in health, I breathe, I fee thee ill. 
Gaunt. Now he that made me, knows I ſce thee ill: 

Ill in my ſelf to ſee, and in thee ſeeing ill. 


Thy Death-bed is no leſſer than the Land, Live 
W herein thou lieſt in Reputation ſick; The 
And thou, too careleſs Patient as thou art, Cony 
Committ'ſt thy anointed Body to the cure Love 
Of thoſe Phyſicians that firſt wounded thee: K. 
A thouſand Flatterers ſit within thy Crown, For t 
Whole compals is no bigger than thy Hand, Tor 
And yet ingaged in ſo (mall a Verge, To w 
The waſte is no whit leſſer than thy Land. He lo 
Oh had thy Grandſire with a Prophets Eye, As H 
Seen how his Son's Son ſhould deſtroy his Sons, . 


From forth thy reach he would have laid thy ſhame, As thi 
Depoſing thee before thou wert poſſeſt, 

Which art poſſeſt now to depoſe thy ſelf. 
Why. Couſin, wert thou Regent of the World, 
It were a ſhame to let this Land by leaſe: 

But for thy World enjoying but this Land, 

Is it not more than ſhame, to ſhame it ſo? 
Landlord of England art thou, and not King: 


K. Rich. And thou, a lunatick lean-witted Fool, 
Preſuming on an Agues Privilege, 
Dar'lt with thy frozen Admonition 
Make pale our Cheek, chaſing the Royal Bluod 
With fury, from his Native Refidence : 
Now by my Seat's right Royal Mzjcſty 
Wert thou not Brother to great Edward's Son, 
This Tongue that runs fo roundly in thy Head, 
Should run thy Head from thy unreverent Shoulders. 
Gaunt, Oh ſpare me not, my Brother Edward's $0% 
For thar I was his Father Edward's Son: 


That Blood already, like the Pelican, Th 
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Thou haſt tapt out, and diur keply carows' d. 
My Brother Gloſter, plain well meaning Soul, 
Whom fair befal in H-av'a *mongit happy Sopls, 
1 May be a Preſigent and Witneſs good, | 
That thou reſpect'ſt not fpilire Edward's Blood; 
ſoin with the preſent Sicknels that J have, 
And thy unkindocis be like cocked Age, 
To crop at or ce a top long wither'd Flower. 
Live in thy ſhame, bur dye nat ſhame with thee, 
Theſe words hereafter thy Tc rmentors be, 
Convey me tomy Bid, then to my Grave: 
Love they to live, that Love and Horour have. [| Exit. 
K. Rich. And | t them d ie, that Age and Sullens have 
For both haſt thou, and both become the Grave. 
Tork. I do beſeech your Mizeſty impure his words 
To wayward ſicklinefs, ard. age in him: 
He loves yo't on my Life, and holds you dear 
As Henry Duke of Hereford, were he here. 
K. Rich, Right, you fay true; as Hereford's love, ſo his; 
As theirs, fo mine; and all be as it s. 
Enter Northumberland 


North, My Liege, old Gaunt commends him to your Majeſty. 
K. Rich. What ſay's he? 


North. Nay nothing, all is ſaid: | . 
His Tongue is now a ſtringleſs Inſtrument, I 
Words, Life, and all, old Lancaſter bath ſpent. | 


Vork, Be York the next, that muſt be Bankrupt ſo, 4 
Though Death be poor, it ends a mortal wo. 1 
K. Rich. The ripeſt Fruit firſt falls, and ſo doth he, 


His time is ſpent, our Pilgrimage muſt be: '» 
Y much for that. Now for our Triſh Wars, * 


We muſt ſupplant thoſe rough rug-headed Kerns, i 
Which live like Venom, where ro Venom elſe 1 
But only they, have privilege to live, $1 
And for chess great Affairs do ask ſome charge, 14 
Towards our Aſſiſtance, we do ſeize to us 14 
The Plate, Coin, and Revenues, and Moveabler, 

mY Whereof our Uncle Gaunt did ſtand paſſeſt. 

Son, Vor, How long ſhall I be patient? Oh how long 
ball tender Duty make me ſuffer wrong? 

1 Not Cle ſters Death, not Hereford's Baniſhment, ; 
| N Nor 
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Nor Gaunts Rebukes, nor England's private Wrongs; 70 
Nor the prevention of poor Bullingbroke, 


About his Marriage, nor my own Diſgrace, | 
Have ever made mc ſower my patient Cheek, *. 
Or bend one Wrinkle on my Soveraign's Face. Tin 
I am the laſt of noble Edward's Sons, Vha 
Of whom thy Father, Prince of Wales, was firſt : zur d 
In Wars was never Lion rag'd more fierce; * 
In Peace, was never gentle Lamb more mild, 7 
Than was that young and princely Gentleman; id h 
His Face thou haſt, for even ſo look d he, 0 fer 
Accompliſh'd with the Number of thy Hours: "out 
But when he frown'd, it was againſt the French, aha 
And not againſt his Friends: His noble Hand i 
Did win what he did ſpend; and ſpent not that by he 
Which his triumphant Father's Hand had won. ome. 
His Hands were guilty of no Kindreds Blood, be mes 
But bloody with the Enemies of his Kin; 
Oh Richard, York is too far gone with Grief, 4 
Or elſe he never would compare between. More. 
X. Rich. Why Uncle, what's the matter? f bfi 
York, Oh, my Liege, pardon me if you pleaſe; if not, 7% 
I, pleas d not to be pardon'd, am content with all: Nort; 
| Seek you to ſeize, and gripe into your Hands Roſs, 
6 The Royalties and Rights of baniſh'd Hereford ? Fr be 
| Is not Gaunt dead, and doth not Hereford live? ort 
Was not Gaunt juſt, and is not Harry true? bat ſpy 
Did not the one deſerve to have an Heir? ln. 
Is not his Heir a well-deſerving Son? : It be 
f Take Hereford's Rights away, and take from Time uick js 
| His Charters, and his cuſtomary Rights. Roſs, 
0 Let not to Morrow then enſue to Day, "leſs y 
| Be not thy ſelf, For how art thou a King reſt ai 
N But by fair Sequence and Succeſſion ? | Nerth, 
; Now afore God, God forbid I ſay true, | him a 
| If you do wrongfully ſeize Hereford's Right, noble 
N Call in his Letteis Patents that he hath, he Kin 
| By his Attorneys-General, to ſue y Flatt 
| His Livery, and deny his offer'd Homage, leerly | 
N You pluck a thouſand Dangers on your Head, bat wil 


You loſe a thouſand well diſpoſed Hearts, 
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not, 
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1d prick my tender Patience to thoſe Thoughts 

hich Honour and Allegiance cannot think. | 

X. Rich, Think what you will; we ſeize into our Hands, 

is Plate, his Goods, his Mony, and his Lands. 

rk, Tl not be by the while; My Liege, farewel : 

Vhat will enſue hereof, there's none can tell. 

zut by bad Courſes may be underſtood, 

hat their Events can never fall our good. [Exits 

K. Rich, Go Buſhie to the Earl of Wilſhire ſtreight, 

zid him repair to us to Ely-howſe, 

lo ſee this Buſineſs done: To morrow next 

We will for Treland, and 'tis time I trow; 

Ind we create, in abſence of our {clf, 

Dur Uncle Tork Lord Governor of England: 

or he is juſt, and always lov'd us well. 

ome on our Queen, to Morrow muſt we part; 

ge merry, for our time of ſtay is ſhort. [ Flouriſh, 

[ Exeunt King, Queen, &c. 

Manet Northumberland, Willoughby, and Roſs. 

North. Well, Lords, the Duke of Lancaſter is dead. 

Roſi, And living too, fr now his Son is Duke 

IVills, Barely in Title, not in Revenue. 

North, Richly in both, if Juſtice had her Right. 

Roſs, My Heart is great; but it muſt break with ſilence, 

t be disburthen'd with a liberal Tongue. 

North, Nay, ſpeak thy Mind; and let him ne'er {peak more 

bat ſpeaks thy Words again to do thee harm. 

n. Tends that thou'dſt fpeak to the Duke of Hereford? 

It be ſo, out with it boldly, Man: 

ick is mine Ear to hear of good towards him. 

Roſs, No good at all that I can do for him, 

leſs you call it good to pity him, 

eſt and gelded of his Patrimony. wy, 

Nerth, Now afore Heav'n, it's Shame ſuch Wrongs are born; 

| him a Royal Prince, and many more, 

[noble Blood in this declining Land; 

de King is not himſelf, but baſely led 

Flatterers; and what they will inform 

leerly in Hate *gainſt any of us all, 

bt will the King ſeverely proſecute = 

jſt us, our Lives, our Children, and our Heirs. 

V 0 IL. III H Roſs. 


I ſpie Life peering ; but I dare not ſay 


With eight tall Ships, three thouſand Men of War, 
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Roſs. The Commons hath he pill'd with grievous Taxes, 
And quite loſt their Hearts; the Nobles hath he fin d 
For ancient Quarrels, and quite loft their Hearts. 

Willo, And daily new Exactions are devis'd; 

As Blanks, Benevolences, and I wot not what: 
But what o'God's Name doth become of this ? 

North. Wars have not waſted it, for war'd he hath not, 
Bur baſely yielded upon Compromiſe, ! 

That which his Anceſtors atchiev'd with Blows: 
More hath he ſpent in Peace, than they in Wars. 

Roſs. The Earl of Wiltſhire hath the Realm in Farm. 

Willo. The King's grown Bankrupt, like a broken My, 

North. Reproach and Diſſolution hangeth over him. 

Roſs. He hath not Mony for theſe Iriſb Wars, 

His Burthenous Taxations notwithſtanding, 
But by the robbing of the baniſh'd Duke. 

North, His noble Kinſman——moſt degenerate King ! 
But Lords, we hear this fearful Tempeſt fing, 
Yet ſeek no Shelter to avoid the Storm: 

We ſee the Wind ſit ſore upon our Sails, 
And yet we ſtrike not, but ſecurely periſh. 

Roſs, We ſee the very Wreck that we muſt ſuffer, 
And unavoided is the Danger now, 

For ſuffering ſo the Cauſes of our Wreck. | 

North. Not fo : Even through the hollow Eyes of De: 


How near the Tidings of our Comfort is. 
Milo. Nzy, let us ſhare thy thoughts, as thou doſt ou 
Roſs. Be confident to ſpeak, Northumberland, | 

We rtnree are but thy ſelf, and ſpeaking fo, 

Thy Words are but as Thoughts, therefore be bold. 
North. Then thus: I have from Port le Blan, 

A Hay in Britain, receiv'd Intelligence, 

That Harry Duke of Hereford, Rainald Lord Cobham, 

That late broke from the Duke of Exeter, 

His Brother Archbiſhop, late cf Canterbury, 

Sir Thomas Erpingham, Sir John Rainſton, | 

Sir John Norberie, Sir Robert Waterton, and Francis Q#0 

Al] theſe well fu riſh'd by the Duke of Britain, 


Are making hither with all due Expedience, 


of King Richard II. 
Xt WW And ſhortly mean to touch our Northern Shore; 
Perhaps they had e'er this, but that they ſtay 
The firſt departing of the King for Ireland. 
If then we ſhall ſhake off our flaviſh Yoak, 
Inp out our drooping Country's broken Wing, 
Redeem from broken Pawn the blemiſh'd Crown, 
Wipe off the Duſt that hides our Scepter's Gilt, 
And make high Majeſty look like it ſelf, 
Away with me in haſte to Ravenſpurg; 
But if you faint, as fearing to do fo, 
Stay, and be ſecret, and my ſelf will go. 


Roſ5. To Horſe, to Horſe; urge Doubts to them that fear, 
Wile, Hold out my Horſe, and J will firſt be there. | Excunt. 


— 


SCENE I. 


Enter Queen, Buſhy, and Bagot. 


Byſby. Madam, your Mijeſty is too much ſad: 

ou promis'd, when you parted with the King, 

0 lay aſide ſelf-harming H-avineſs, 

lud entertain a chearſul Diſpoſition, 

Queen To pleaſe the King, I did; to pleaſe my ſelf 
| Cannot do it; yet I know no Cauſe 

hy I ſhould welcome ſuch a Gueſt as Grief, 

pe bidding farewel to ſo ſweet a Gueſt 

my ſweet Richard; yet again methinks 

dome unborn Sorrow, ripe in Fortune's Womb, 
coming toward, me, and my inward Soul 

Vhich nothing trembles at, ſomething it grieves, 

ore than with parting from my Lord the King. 

Ruſby. Each Subſtance of a Grief hath twenty Shadows 
hich ſhews like Grief it ſelf, but is not ſo: 

or Sorrow's Eye, glazed with blinding Tears, 

vides one thing entire, to many Objects, 

ke Perſpectives, which rightly gaz'd upon 

ew nothi g but Corf:fion, ey'd awry, 

diſtingnich Form: So your ſweet Majeſty, 

wking awry upon your Lord's Departure, 

ad Shapes of Grief more than himſelf to wail, 

3 H Which 


ſt out! 


am, 
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Which look'd on as it is, is nought but Shadows Wn 
Of what it is not; then thrice gracious Queen, Nor 
More than your Lord's Departure weep not, more's not ſeen: And 
Or if it be, 'tis with faiſe Sorrow's Eye, | 
Which for things true, weep things imaginary. 
Qucen. It may be ſo; but yet my inward Soul 
Perſuades me it is otherwiſe: How-c'er it be, 
I cannot but be fad; ſo heavy fad, 
As though on thinking on no Thought I think, 
Makes me with heavy nothing faint and ſhrisk. 
Bu ſhy. * Tis nothing but Conceit, my . Lady. 
Quren. Iis nothing leſs z Conceit is ſtill deriv'd 
From ſome fore-fither Grief, mine is not ſo, 
For nothing hath begot my ſomething Grief; 
Or ſomething, hath the nothing that I gricve, 
Tis in Reverſion that I do poſſeſs ; 
Bur what it is, that is not yet known, what 
I cannot Name, tis nameleſs Wo I wot. 
| Enter Green. 
Green, Heav'n fave your Mijeſty, and well met Gentleme: WV hilſt 


I hope the King is not yet ſhipt for Ireland. | Here 2 
Queen. Why hop'ſt thou ſo? Tis better hope he is: Who, 

For his Deſigns crave haſte, good Hope, Now c 

Then wherefyre doſt thou hope he is not ſhipt? Now 1 
Greens That he, our Hope, might have retir'd his Pour 

Ard driven inte deſpair an Enemies Hope, Serv. 

Who ſtrongly hath ſer footing in this Land. = RU 


The baniſh'd Ballingbrobe repeals himſelf; 
And with up-:ifred Arms is {afe arriv'd 
At Ravenſpurg. 

Queen. Now God in Heav'n forbid, 

Green. O, Madam, *tis too true; and what is worſe, 
The Lords Vorthumberland. his young Son Henry Percy» 
The Lords of R., Bexumond, and Willoughby, 

With all their powerful Friends are fled to him. | 

Buſby. Why have you not proclaim'd Nerthumber! aue 
And tlie reſt of that revolted Faction, Traitors? 

Green, We have: Whereupen the Earl of Vorceſter 
Hath broke his Staff, re ſign'd his Stewardſhip, 
And all the Houſhold Servants fl:d with him to BAll gl 

Queen, So Green, tliou art the Midwife of my wo 


—— 
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Aud Ballinbrolę my Sorrows diſmal Heir: 

Now hath my Soul brought forth her Prodigy, 
And I a gaſping new delivered Mother, 

Have Wo to Wo, and Sorrow to Sorrow join'd. 

Buſby. Deſpair not, Madam. 

Queen, Who ſhall hinder me ? 

I will deſpair, and be at enmity 
With cozening Hope ; he is a Flattcrer, 
A Parafite, a keeper back of Death, 
Who gently would diſſolve the Bands of Lite, 
. Which falſe Hopes linger in Extremity. 
Enter Vork. 

Green. Here comes the Duke of York. 

Qucen. With Signs of War about his aged Neck, 
Oh full of careful Buſineſs are his Looks: 

Uncle, for Heav'n ſake ſpeak comfortable Words. 

Vorl Comfort's in Heav'n, and we are on the Earth, 
Where nothing lives but Croſſes, Care and Grict ; 
Your Husband he is gone to ſave far off, 

Whilſt others come to make him loſe at home. 
Here am I left to underprop his Land; 
Who, weak with Age, cannot ſupport my ſelf; 
Now comes his ſick Hour that his Surfeit made, 
Now ſhall he try his Friends that flattered him. 
Powe! Enter a Servant. 
Serv. My Lord, your Son was gone before I came, 
Tlork. He was; why ſo, go all which way it will: 
The Nobles they are fled, the Commons they are cold, 
An will, I fear, revolt on Hereferd's fide . 
virrah, get thee to Plaſhie, to my Siſter Gloſter; 
bid her ſend me preſently a thouſand Pound: 
bs. Hold, take my Ring. 
7. Ser, My Lord, I had forgot ; 
To tell your Lordſhip, to Day I c:me by, and call'd there, 
ee hall grieve you to report the reſt. | 
lan, erk What is't, Knave ? 
Srv. An Hour before I came, the Dutcheſs dy'd. 


ſeen! 


er Fork, Heav'n for his Mercy, what a Tide of Woes 
ome ruſhing on this waful Land at once? 

ing br not what to do: I would to Heav'n, 

N ot; my Untruth had not provok'd him to it, 
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The King had cut off my Head with my Brother's: 

What, are there Poſts diſpatch'd for Ireland? 

How ſhall we do for Mony for theſe Wars? 

Come Siſter, (Couſin, I would ſay,) pray pardon me. 

Go Fellow, get thee home, provide ſome Carts, | To the Servant, 

And bring away the Armour that is there. 

Gentlemen, will you muſtcr Men ? 

If I know how, or which way to order theſe Affairs 

Thus diſorderly thruſt into my Hands, 

Never believe me. Both are my Kinſmen; 

Th' one is my Soveraign, whom both my Oath 

And Duty bids defend; th' other again 

Is my Kinſman, whom the King hath wrong'd, 

Whom Conſcience, and my Kindred bids to right. Theſe 

Wel, ſomewhat we muſt do: Come, Couſin, Dra 

T'll diſpoſe of you, Gentlemen, go muſter up your Men, And 

And mect me preſently at Barkley Caſtle: | ) 

I ſhould to Plaſhie too, but time will not permit; Burl | 

All is uneven, and every thing is left at fix and ſeven. 

Exæeunt York and Que, 800 

Buſhy. The Wind fits fair for News to go to Ireland, Why; 


But none returns; for us to levy Power The T. 
Proporciogable to rh'Enemy, is all impoſſible. But th 
Green. Beſides, our nearneſs to the King in love, The pr 
Is near the Hate of thole love not the King. And he 
Bagot. And that's the wavering Commons, for their Love Than | 
Lies in their Purſes, and whoſo empties them, Shall n 


By fo much fills their Hearts with deadly hate. 

Buſhy. Wherein the King ſtands generally condemn'd. 

Begot. If Judgment lye in them, then ſo do we, 
Becauſe we have been ever near the King. 

Green. Well; I will for Refuge ſtreight to Briſtol Caſt! 
The Earl of Mit ſhire is already there. 

Buſby. Thither will I with you; for little Office 
Will the hateful Commons peiform for us, 
Except like Curs, to tear us all in Pieces: 

Will you go along with us? | 

Bagot. No, I will to reland to his Majeſty. 
Fare wel: If Heart Preſages be not vain, 

We three here part, that ne'er ſhall meet again. | 

Buſhy. That's as Tork thrives to beat back Bullingbrobe 

Green. Alas poor Duke, the Task he undertakes # 


Is numbring Sands, and drinking Oceans dry, 
Where one on his Side fights, thouſands will flye. 
Buſby. Farewel at once, for once, for all, and ever. 
Green, Well, we may Meet again. 
Baget. I fear me never. [ Excunt, 


ant. 


SCENE III. 


Enter Bullingbroke, and Northumberlard. 


Zulling. How far is it, my Lord, to Barkley now ? 
Noth. Believe me, noble Lord, 
| am Stranger here in Gloſter ſhire, 
Theſe high wild Hills, and rough uneven Ways, 
Draw out our Miles, and make them weariſome : 


Making the hard Way ſweet and delectable. 
Burl bethink me what a weary Way 
From Ravenſpurg to Cott ſhold will be found, 
Nenn Roſs and Willoughby, wanting your Company, 
wa, Which I proteſt hath very much beguil'd 

The Tediouſneſs and Proceſs of my Travel: 

But theirs is ſweetned with the Hope to have 

The preſent Benefit that I poſſeſs : 
And hope to joy, is little leſs in Joy, 
Than Hope enjoy'd: By this, the weary Lords 
Shall make their Way ſeem ſhort, as mine hath done, 
Dy ſight of what I have, your noble Company. 
Balling. Of much leſs Value is my Company, 
han your good Words: But who comes here? 

Enter Percy, 

North, It is my Son, young Harry Percy, 
dent from my Brother Worcefter: Whenceſoever. 
arry, how fares your Uncle? 
Percy. I had thought, my Lord, to have learn'd his 
Health of you. 3 
North, Why, is he not with the Queen? | 
Percy. No, my good Lord, he hath forfook the Court, 
broken his Staff of Office, and diſperſt 
be Houſhold of the King, 
North, What was his Reaſon? 


nnd. 
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And yet our fair Diſcourſe hathbeen as Sugar, 
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He was not ſo -reſolv'd, when we laſt ſpake together. 
Percy, Becauſe your Lordſhip was proclaimed Traitor. N 
But he, my Lord, is gone to Ravenſprrg, 


To offer Service to the Duke of Hereford, Bul 
And fent me over by Barkley, to diſcover And] 
What Power the Duke of York had levy'd there, And 
Then with Direction to repair to Ravenſpurg. Betor 
North. Have you forgot the Duke of Hereford, Boy? Bay 
Percy. No, my good Lord; for that is not forgot 4 f 


Which ne'er I did remember; to my Knowledge, 
T never in my Life did look on him. From 
North, Then learn to know him now; this is the Duke, 


Percy. My gracious Lord, I tender you my Scrvice, 8 
Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young, nd f. 
Which elder Days ſhall ripen, and confirm 
To more appoved Service and Deſert, F Bull 

Bulling. I thank thee, gentle Percy, and be ſure — c 
I count my {elf in nothing elſe fo happy, ker 
As in a Soul remembring my good Friends: * 
And as my Fortune ripens with thy Love, = 
It ſhall be ſtil! thy true Love's Recompence, 4 1 


My Heart this Covenant makes, my Hand thus ſeals it 
| North, How far is it to Barkley ? and what ſtir Why þ 
Keeps good old Nory there with his Men of War? 22. 
Percy. There ſtands the Caſtle by yond Tuft of Trees, 
Mann'd with three hundred Men, as I have heard. 
And in it are the Lords of York, Barkley and Seymour; 


Enter Roſs and Willoughby. 
North. Here comes the Lords of Roſs and Milloug hy, 


Bloody wich ſpurring, fiery red with haſte, And in 
Bulling. Welcome, my Lords; I wot your Love puiſu: Were 
A baniſht Traitor; all my Treaſury ks whe 
Is yet but upfelt Thanks, which more enrich'd, Refcne, 
Shall be vour Love and Labours Recempence. * f. 
Rofs. Your Preſence makes us rich, muſt noble Lord. V1 the 
Nallo. And far ſurmounts our Labour to attain it. Now. p 
Bulling. Evermore Thanks, tht Exchequer of the poct, Mud m: 
Which *a!] my infant-fo: tune comes to Ycars, Bulli, 
Sand for my Bounty. But who comes here? On wh; 
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Euter Barkley. 
North. It is my Lord of Barkley, as I gueſs. ) 
Bark. My Lord of Hereford, my Meſſage is to you. 
Bulling, My Lord, my Anſwer is to Lancaſter, 
And I am come to ſeck that Name in England, 
And I muft find that Title in your Town, 
Before I make reply to ought you ſay. +2 
Bark, Miſtake me not, my Lord, 'tis not my meaning 
To raze one Title of your Honour out, ; 
To you, my Lord, I come, what Lord you will, 
From the moſt glorious of this Land, 
The Duke of York, to know what pricks you on 
To tak: Advantage of the abſent time, 
And fright our native Peace, with ſelf- born Arms. 
Enter Vork. | 
Bulling, I ſhall not need tranſport my Words by you, 
H.re comes his Grace in Perſon, My noble Uncle. | Kneels. N 
Tk, Shew me thy humble Heart, and not thy Knee, | 
Wiof- Duty is d<cervable and falle. I 
Bulling. My gracious Uncle. | 
tori, Tat, tur, Grace me no Grace, nor Uncle me, 
am no Traitor's Uncle; and that Word Grace, 
an ungracious Mouth, is but prophane. 
Why hive theſe baniſh'd, and forbidden Legs, 
Dir d once to touch a Duſt of England's Ground? 
But more then, why, why have they dar'd to march 
o many Miles upon her peaceful Boſom, 
Fighting her palc-fac'd Villages with War, 
Ard Oſtentat ion of deſpiſcd Arms? 
Cm'ſt thou becauſe th* anointed King is hence? 
Why, fooliſh Boy, the King is lett behind, 
* And in my loyal Boſom lyes his Power. 
Dune were 1 but now the Lord of ſuch hot Youth, 
As when brave Gaunt, thy Father, and tny«ſeif 
Kelcued the Black Prince, th:t young Mart of Men, 
| om forth the Ranks of many thouſard French; 
rd. 01 then, how quickly ſhculd this Arm of mine, 
vow. Priſoner to the Palſie, chaſtiſe thee, 
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d miniſter Correction to thy Fault. 
Bulling. My gracious Uncle, let me know my Fault, 
1 V1 what Condition ſtands it, and wherein ? 


Tork, 
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Tork. Even in condition of the worſt degree, 
In groſs Rebellion, and deteſted Treaſon; 
Thou art a baniſh'd Man, and here art come 
Before th* Expiration of thy time, 
In braving Arms againſt thy Soveraign. 

Bulling. As I was baniſh'd, I was baniſh*d Hereford, 
But as I come, I come for Lancaſter. 
And, noble Uncle, I beſeech your Grace, 
Look on my Wrongs with an indifferent Eye: 
You are my Father, for methinks in you 
I ſee old Gaunt alive. Oh then, my Father, 
Will you permit that I ſhall ſtand condemn'd 
A wandcing Vagabond; my Rights and Royalties 
Pluckt from my Arms perforce, and given away 
To upſtart Unthrifts? Wherefore was I born ? 
If that my Couſin King, be King of England, 
Tr muſt be granted I am Duke of Laxcafer. 
You have a Son, Aumerle, my noble Kinſman, 
Had you firſt dy'd, and he been thus trod down, 
He ſhould have found his Uncle Gaunt a Father, 
To rowze his Wrongs, and chaſe them to the Bay. 
I am deny'd to ſue my Livery here, 
And yet my Letters Patents give me leave: 
My Father's Goods are all diſtrain'd and ſold, 
And theſe and all, are.all amiſs imploy'd. 
What would you have me do? I am a Subject, 
And challenge Law : Attorncys are deny'd me, 
And therefore perſonally I lay my Claim 


To mine Inheritance of free Deſcent. Cap, 
6 North. The noble Duke hath been too much abus'd. And he 
6 Roſi. It ſtands your Grace upon to do him right. And ye 

| Willo, Baſe Men by his Endowments are made great. Theref 

Tork. My Lords of England, let me tell you this, Salis, 
I have had feeling of my Couſin's Wronge, The K 
And labour'd all I could to do him right: Cap, 
But in this kind, to come in braving Arms, The B 
Be his own Carver, and cut out his Way, Ard M 
To find out Right with Wronge, it may not be; The pa 
And you that do abet him in this kind, And lea 


Cheriſh Rebellion, and are Rebels all. a 
North. The noble Duke hath ſworn his coming is * 
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Bet for his own; and for the right of that, 
We all have ſtrongly ſworn to give him Aid. 
And let him ne'er ſee Joy that breaks that Oath. 
York, Well, well, I ſee the iſſue of theſe Arms; 
I cannot mend it, I muſt needs confeſs, 
Becauſe my Power is weak, and all ill left: 
But if I could, by him that gave me Life, 
L would attach you all, and make you ſtoop 
Unto the Soveraign Mercy of the King. 
But ſince I cannot, be it known to you, 
I do remain as Neuter. So fare you well, 
Unleſs you pleaſe to enter in the Caſtle, 
And there repoſe you for this Night. 
Bulling. An Offer, Uncle, that we will accept: 
But we muſt win your Grace to go with us 
To Briſtow-Caſtle, which they ſay is held 
By Buſby, Bagor, and their Complices, 
The Caterpillars of the Common-wealth, 
Which I have ſworn to weed, and pluck away. 
Pork. It — be I will go with you, but yet I'll pauſe, 
For I am loath to break our Country's Laws : 
Nor Friends, nor Foes, to me welcome you are, 
Things paſt redreſs, are now with me paſt Care, | Exeuut. 


SCENE IF 


Enter Salisbury, and 4 Captain. 


Cap. My Lord of Salisbury, we have ſtaid ten Days, 
d. And hardly kept your Countrymen together, 
And yet we hear no Tidings from the King; 
t. Therefore we all diſperſe our ſelves: Farewel. 
Salis. Stay yet another Day, thou tiuſty Melchman, 
The Kiog repoſcth all his Truſt in thee, 
Cap. *Tis thought the King is dead, we will rot ſtay, 
The Bay-Trees in our Country are all wither'd, 
And Meteors fright the fixed Stars of Heav'n; 
The pale-fac'd Moon looks bloody on the Earth, 
And lean-look'd Prophets whiſper fearfu] Change; 
Rich Men look ſad, and Ruffians dance and leap; 
is he one in Fear to loſe what they enjoy, 
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Theſe Signs forerun the Death of Kings. 
Farewel ; our Countrymen are gone and fl:d, 


As well aſſur'd, Richard their King is dead. [ Ext, To 
Salis. Ah Richard, with Eyes of heavy Mind, Thi 
I-fee thy Glory like a ſhooting Star, Con 
Fall to the baſe Earth from the Firmament: To. 
Thy Sun ſets weeping in the lowly Weſt, B 
Witne ſſing Storms to come, Wo, and Unreſt: That 
Thy Friends are fled to wait upon thy Foes, { G, 
And croſly to thy good, all Fortune goes. | Exit, _ 
| 4 

wo — — * Unc] 
For I 

SCE EN;E L Tell | 


Enter Bullingbroke, York, Northumberland, Roſs, Percy, Yor 
Willoughby, with Buſhy and Green Priſoners, ä 


Bullns-13 Ring forth the ſe Men: 

Buſhy and Green, I will not vex your Souls, 
Since preſently your Souls muſt part your Bodies, 
Wich too much urging your pernicious Lives, 

For twere no Charity; yet to waſh your Blood 

From off my Hands, here in the View of Men, 

I will unfold ſome Cauſes of your Deaths. | 

You have miſs-led a Prince, a royal King, 

A happy Gentleman in Blood and Lincaments, 

By you unhappy'd, and disfigur'd clean: 

You have in manner with your finful Hours 

Made a Divorce betwixt his Queen and him, 

Broke the Poſſeſſion of a royal Bed, 

And ſtain'd the Beauty of a fair Queen's Checks 

With Tears drawn from her Eyes, with your foul Wrorgs Thoug 


My ſelf a P:ince, by Fortune of my Birth, As a lot 
Near to the King in Blood, and near in Love, Plays fc 
Till you did make him miſ-interpret me, 0 5 | 
Have ſtoopt my Neck under your Iruries, And 4s 
And fig!'d my ZExgliſh Breath in foreign Clouds, Feed no 
Eating the bitter Bread of Baniſhment ; Nor wit 


While you have fed upon my Seigniorier, 
Diſ-paik'd my Park-, and fell'd my Foreſt Woods; 
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From mine own Windows torn my Houſhold Coat, 
Ru d out my Impreſs, leaving me no Sign, 
Save Mens Opinions, and my living Blood, 
To ſhew the World I am a Gentleman. 
This, and much more, much more than twice all this, 
Condemns you to the Death: Shg them deliver'd over 
To Execution, and the Hand of Death. 8 
Buſhy. More welcome is the Stroak of Death to me, 
Than Bullingbroke to England. 
Green. My Comfort is, that Heav'o will take our Souls, 
And plague Injuſtice with the Pains of Hell. 
Bulling. My Lord Northumberland, ſee them diſpatch'd. 
Uncle, you ſay the Queen is at your Houſe; 
For Heav'rs ſake, fairly let her be intreated; 
Tell her I ſend to her my kind Commends; 
Take ſpecial care my Greetings be deliver'd. 
Tork, A Gentleman of mine I have diſpatch'd 
With Letters of your Love to her at large. 
Bulling. Thanks, gentle Uncle: Come Lords away, 
To fight with Glendoure, and his Complices; 
A while to work, and aſter Holiday, | Exennt, 


SCE NEIL 


Flonriſh: Drums, and Colours. 4 
Enter King Richard, Aumerle, Biſhop of Carliſle, and Soldiers. 1 


K. Rich. Barkloughly-Caftle call you this at hand ? 
Aum, Yer, my Lord; how brooks your Grace the Air, 
After your late toſſing on the breaking Seas? 
K. Rich, Needs muſt I like it well; I wgep for Joy 
To ſtand upon my Kingdom once again. 
Dear Eaith, I do ſalute thee with my Hand, 
Though Rebels wound thee with their Horſes Hoofs: 
As a long parted Mother with her Child, 
Plays fondly with her Tears, and ſmiles in meeting; 
weeping, ſmiling, greet I thee my Earth, 
Ard do thee Favour with my Royal Hands. 
Feed not thy Soveraign's Foe, my gentle Earth, 
Nor with thy Sweets comfort his ravenous Senſe: 


But 
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But let thy Spiders that fuck up thy Venom, 
And heavy-gated Toads lye in their way, 
Doing Annoyance to the treacherous Feet, 
Which with uſurping Steps do trample thee. 
Yield ſtinging Nettles to mine Enemies; . 
And when they from thy Boſom pluck a Flower; 
Guard it I prithee with a lurking Adder, 
Whoſe double Tongue may with a mortal touch 
Throw Death upon thy Soveraign's Enemies. 
Mock not my ſenſeleſs Conjuration, Lords; 
This Earth ſhall have a feeling, and theſe Stones 
Prove armed Soldiers, e' er her native King 
Shall falter under foul rebellious Arms. 

Bi ſhop. Fear not, my Lord, that Power that made you King 
- Hath Power to keep you King, in ſpight of all. 

Aum, He means, my Lord, that we are too remiſs 
Whilſt Bullingbroke, through their Security, 
Grows ſtrong and great, in Subſtance and in Friends, 

K. Rich. Diſcomfortable Couſin, know'ſt thou not, 
That when the ſearching Eye of Heav'n is hid, 
Behind the Globe, that lights the lower World, 
Then Thieves and Robbers range abroad unſcen, 
In Murders, and in Outrage bloody here. 
But when from under this terreftrial Ball 
He fires the proud Tops of the Eaſtern Pines, 
And darts his Lightning through ev'ry guilty Hole; 
Then Murders, Treaſons, and deteſted Sins, 
The Cloak of Night being pluck'd from off their Backs, 
Stand bare and naked, trembling at themſelves, 
So when this Thief, this Traitor Bullingbroke, 
Who all this while hath revell'd in the Night, 
Shall ſee us riſing in our Throne, the Eaſt, 
His Treaſons will ſet bluſhing in his Face, 
Not able to endure the Sight of Day 
But ſelf-affrighted, tremble at his Sin. 
Not all the Water in the rough rude Sea 
Can waſh the Balm from an anointed King ; 
The Breath of worldly Men cannot depoſe 
The Deputy elected by the Lord: 
For every Man that Bullingbroke hath preſt, 
To liſt ſhrewd Steel againſt our Golden Crown, 
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Heay'n for his Richard hath in 2 Pay 
IA glorious Angel; then if Angels fight, 
Weak Mcn muſt fall, for Heav'n Rill guards the Right, 
Emer Salisbury. 
Welcome, my Lord, how far off lyes your Power? 
Salis. Nor near, nor farther off, my gracious Lord, 
Than this weak Arm; Diſcomfort guides my Tongue, 
And bids me ſpeak of nothing but Deſpair: | | 
Ode Day too late, I fear, my noble Lord, | 4 
Hah clouded all my happy Days on Earth, i 
Oh call back Yeſterday, bid Time return, 1 
And thou ſhalt have twelve thouſand fighting Men: 
To Day, to Day, unhappy Day too late 1 
O'erthrows thy Joys, Friends, Fortune, and thy State. 
4 
. 


For all the Vel ſomen hearing thou wert dead, 
Are gone to Bullingbroke, diſperſt and fled, 
Aum. Comfort, my Liege; why looks your Grace fo pale? 
K. Rich. But now the Blood of twenty thouſand Men 
Did triumph in my Face, and they are fled, 
And 'till ſo much Blood thither come again, 
Have I not reaſon to look pale, and dead? 
All Souls that will be ſ;fe, fly from my Side, 
For Time hath ſet a Blot upon my Pride, 
Aum. Comfort, my Liege, remember who you are, 
K. Rich, I had forgot my ſelf: Am I not King? 
Awake thou ſluggard Mj«{ty, thou ſlecpeſt: 
Is not the King's Name, forty thouſand Names? 
ck, Am, arm my Name; a put y Subject ſtrikes 
At thy great Glory. Look not to the Ground, 
Ye Favourites of a King; are we not high? 
High be our Thoughts: I know my Uncle Tork 
Hath Power enough to ſerv2 our Turn. 
But who comes here ? 


Enter Scroop, 

Scroop. More Health and Happineſs betide my Liege, 

ban can my care-tun'd Tongue deliver him. | 
X. Rich, Mine Ear is open, and my Heart prepat'd: 

The worft is worldly Loſs, chou canſt unfold: 

Ny, is my Kingdom loſt? Why 'twas my Care: 

And what loſs is it to be rid of Care? 

itives Bullingbroke to be as great as we? 


Henn Greater 
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Greater he ſhall not be; if he ſerve God, | Ha 
We'll ſerve him too, and be his Fellow ſo. W And 
Revolt our Subjects? That we cannot mend; 4 
They break their Faith to God as well as us: K 
Cry Wo, Deſtruction, Ruin, Loſs, Decay; - | 4 
The worſt is Death, and Death will have his Day. K 

Scroop, Glad am 1, that your Highneſs is ſo arm'd Let's 
To bear the Tidings of Calamity. Mak 
Like an unſeaſonable ſtormy Day, Writ 


Which makes the filver Rivers drown their Shores, 
As if the World were all difloly'd to Tears: 
So high above his Limits, ſwells the Rage 
Of Zullingbroke, covering your fearful Land 
With hard bright Steel, and Hearts harder than Steel. 
White Beans have arm'd their thin and hairleſs Sealps 
Againſt thy Majeſty, and Boys with Womens Voices, 
Strive to ſpeak big, and clap their female Joints 
In ſtiff unweildy Arms, againſt thy Crown; 
The very Beadimen learn to bend their Bows 
O double fatal Ewe, againſt thy Stare; 
Yea diſtaff-Women manage ruſty Bills ; 
Againſt thy Seat both young and old rebel, 
And all goes worſe than I have Power to tell. 
K. Rich. Too well, too well thou tell'ſt a Tale fo ill. 
Where is the Eat] of Wilt ſpire? Where is Bage: ? 
What is become of Buſby? Where is Green? 
T hat they have let the dargerous Enemy 
Meaſure our Cor fines with ſuch peaceful Steps? 
1 If we prevail, their Hands ſhall pay for it. 
j I warrant they have made Peace with Bullingbrole. 
WW =. FScroop. Peace they have made with h m, indeed, my Lord. 
R. Rich. Oh Vil ains, Vipers, damn'd without Redemprior, ers th 
Doge, eaſily won to fawn on any Man, | 
Snakes in my Heart- ble od warm'd, that ſting my Heart, th ſo 
Three Judaſſes, each one thrice worſe than Judas, l raditio; 
Would they make Peace? Terrible Hell make War r you 
Upon their ſpotted Souls for this Offence, live wi 
Scroop. Sweet Love, I ice, changing his Property, ite Gr 
Turns to the ſowreſt, ard moſt deadly Hate: W can 
Again uncurſe their Souls; their Peace is made — 
dur preſe 


With Heads, and not with Hands: Thoſe whom you cutſe 
Hare You, 
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Lord. 


ptior 


It, 


cutſe 


Had 


Have felt the worlt of Dcath's deſtroying Hand, 


W 4d lye full low, grav'd in the hollow Ground. 


Aum, Is Buſhy, Green, and the Earl of Wiltſhire dead? 
Scroop. Yea, all of them at Briſtow loſt their Heads, 
Aum, Where is the Duke, my Father, with his Power? 
K. Rich. No matter where, of Comfort no Man ſpeak: 
Let's talk of Graves, of Worms, and Epitaphe, 

Make Duſt our Paper, and with rainy Eyes 

Write Sorrow in the Boſem of the Earth. 

Let's chuſe Executors, and talk of Wills; 

And yet not fo, for what can we bequeath, 

dave our depoſed Bodies to the Ground? 


Our Lands, our Lives, and all are Bullingbroke's, 


And nothing can we call our own ; but Death, = 
And that ſmall Model of the barren Earth, 

Which ſerves as Paſte, and cover to our Bones : 

For Heav'ns ſake let us fit upon the Ground, 

And tell ſad Stories of the Death of Kings: 

How ſame have been depos'd, ſome ſlain in War; 
Some haunted by the Ghoſts they have depos'd, 

dome poiſon'd by their Wives, ſome ſleeping kill'd, 
All murther'd. For within the hollow Crown, 
That rounds the mortal Temples of a King. 

Keeps Death his Court, and there the Antique ſits 
Scoffing his State, and grinning at his Pomp, 

lo ing him a Breath, a little Scene, 

o Monarchize, be fear'd, ard kill with Looks, 
"uſing him with ſelf and vain Conceit, 

5 if this Fleſh, which walls about our Life, 

Vere Braſs impregnable : Ard humour'd thus, 

omes at the laſt, and with a little Pin 

doars through his Caſtle Walls, and farewel King. 
Over your Heads, and mock not Fleſh and Blood 

ith ſolemn Reverence: Throw away Reſpect, 
Tradition, Form, and ceremonious Duty, 

or you have but miſtook me all this while: 

live with Bread like you, feel Want, 

liſte Grief, need Friends; ſubjected thus, 

can you ſay to me, I ama King? 

Carl. My Lord, wiſe Men ne'er wail their preſent Woes, 
"ut preſently prevent the Ways to wail: 
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To fear the Foe, ſince Fear oppreſſeth Strength, 
Gives in your Weakneſs, Strength unto your Foe; 
Fear, and be ſlain, no worſe can come to fight, 
And fight and die, is Death deſtroying Death. 
Where fearing, dy ing, pays Death ſervile Breath. 
My Father hath a Power, enquire of him, 

And learn to make a Body of a Limb. 


EK. Rich, Thou chid'ft me well: Proud Bellivgbroke, I com 
To change Blows with thee, for our Day of Doom; 


This Ague-fit of Fear is over-bl own, 
An eaſie Task it is to win our own, 


Say, Scroop, where lyes our Uncle with his Power? 


Speak ſweetly Man, although thy Looks be ſower. 


Scroop, Men judge by the Complexion of the Sky 


The State and Inclination of the Day ; 
So may you by my dull and heavy Eye: 
My Tongue hath but a heavier Tale to ſay: 
I play the Torturer, by ſmall and ſmall 
To lengthen out the worſt, that muſt be ſpoken, 
Your Uncle Tork is join'd to Bullingbroke, 
And all your northern Caſtles yielded up, 
And all your ſouthern Gentlemen in Arms 
Upon his Faction. 
K. Rich. Thou haſt ſaid enough. 


 Beſhrew thee, Couſin, which didſt lead me forth 


Of that ſweet way I was into Deſpair. 
What ſay you now? what Comfort have we now ? 
By Heav'n I'll hate him everlaſtingly 
That bids me be of comfort any more, 
Go to Flint=Caſtle, there I'll pine away, 
A King, Wo's Slave, ſhall kingly Wo obey : 
That Power I have, diſcharge, and let em go 
To ear the Land, that hath ſome Hope ro grow. 
For I have none, Let no Man ſpeak again 
To alter this, for Counſel is but in vain. 

Aum. My Liege, one Word. 

X. Rich, He does me double Wrong, 


That wounds me with the Flatteries of his Tongue. 


Diſcharge my Followers : let them hence away, 
From Richard's Night, to Bullingbroke's fair Day. 
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Enter with Drum and Colours, Bullingbroke, York, Nor- 
thumberland, and Attendants. | 


Bulling. So that by this Intelligence we learn 

The Welchmen are diſpers'd, and Salisbury 

Is gone to meet the King, who lately landed 

With ſome few private Friends upon this Coaſt. 
North, The News is very fair and good, my Lord, 

Richard not far from hence, hath hid his Head. 

York, It would beſeem the Lord Northumberland, 

To ſay King Richard, Alack the heavy Day, 

When ſuch a ſacred King ſhould hide his Head. 
North. Your Grace miſtakes me; only to be brief, 

Left I his Title out, 

York. The time hath been, 

Would you have been ſo brief with him, he would 

Have been ſo brief with you, to ſhorten you, 

For taking ſo the Head, your whole Head's length. 
Bulling. Miſtake not, Uncle, farther than you ſhould. 
Trk, Take not, good Couſin, farther than you ſhould, 

Leſt you miſtake; the Heav'ns are o'er your Head. 

Bulling, J know it, Uncle, and oppoſe not my felt 

Againſt their Will, Bur who comes here ? 

Enter Percy. 

Welcome Harry; what, will not this Caſtle yield ? 
Percy.. The Caſtle royally is mann'd, my Lord, 

Againſt thy Entrance. 

Bulling. Royally 3 Why, it contains no King? 
Percy, Yes, my good Lord, 

It doth contain a King : King Richard lyes 

Within the Limits of yond Lime and Stone, 

And with him the Lord Aumerle, Lord Salisbury, 

Ar Stephen Croop, beſides a Clergy-man 

Of holy Reverence : who, I cannot learn. 
North, Oh, belike it is the Biſhop of Carliſle. 
Bulling. Noble Lord, 

G9 to the rude Ribs of that ancient Caſtle, 

Through brazen Trumpet ſend the breath of Parle 

Into his ruin'd Ears, and BY deliyer : 
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Henry Bullingbroke upon his Knees doth kiſs Beca 


King Richard's Hund, and ſends Allegiance : K* 
And true Faith of Heart to his Royal Perſon; hither com: Ve 
Even at his Fect, to lay my Arms and Power, * 
Provided, that my Banithment repeal'd, 3 


And Lands reſtor'd again, be freely granted; 
If not, I'll uſe the Advantage of wy Power, 
And lay the Summer's Duſt with Showers of Blood, 
Rain'd from the Wounds of ſlaughter'd Engliſhmen ; 


in g 
Unleſ 
And t 


The which, how far off from the Mind of Bullingbroke ; ng 
It is, ſuch Crimſon Tempeſt ſhould bedrench " 1 


The freſh green Lap of fair King Richard's Land, 
My ſtooping Duty tenderly ſhall ſhew. 

Go fignifie as much, while here we march 

- Upon the graſſie Carpet of this Plain; 

Let's march wichout the Noiſe of threatning Drum, 
That from this Caſtle's tatter'd Battlements 

Our fair Appointments may be well perus'd. 
Methinks King Richard and my ſelf ſhould meet 
With no leſs Terror than the Elements 

Of Fire and Water, when their thundcing Smoak . 
At meeting tears the cloudy Cheeks of Heav'n: = 2 
Be he the Fire, I'll be the yielding Water: hall ill 
The Rage be his, while on the Earth I rain 

My Waters on the Earth, and not on him. 

March on and mark King Richard how he looks. 

Parle without, and Anſwer within; then a Flouriſh. Enter 
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the Walls, King Richard, the Biſhop of Carlifle, Aus are; 
le, Scroop and Salisbury. be ruſh”, 


See, ſee, King Richard doth himſelf appear 
As doth the bluſhing diſcontented Sun, 

From out the fiery Portal of the Eaſt, 

When he perceives the envious Clouds are bent 
To dim his Glory, and to ſtain the Tract 
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nd by tl 


urrents 1 


Of his bright Paſſage to the Occident. od by t 
Tork, Vet looks he like a King; behold his Eye nd bs t 
As bright as is the Eagle's, lightens forth amp: 
Controlling Majeſty; alack, alack, for Wo, 5 Comin 
That any Harm ſhould ſtain ſo fair a Show. an may 
K. Rich. We are amaz'd, and thus long haye we ſtood ifranchiſc 


To watch the fearful bending of thy Kace, [. * 
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Becauſe we thought our ſelf thy lawſul King; 
Wand if we be, how dare thy Joints ſorget 
Tro pay the awful. Duty to our Preſence? 
If we be not, fhew us the Hand of God, 
That hath diſmiſs'd us from our St-wardſhip; 
For well we know, no Hand of Blood and Bone 
in gripe the ſacred Handle of our Scepter, 
Unleſs he do prophane, ſteal or uſurp. 
And though you think, that all, as you have done, 
Have torn their Souls, by turning them from us, 
And we are barren, and bereft of Friends: 

et know, my Maſter, God Omnipo ent, 
I; muſtering in his Clouds on our behalt, 
\rmies of Peſtilence, and they ſhall ſirike 
our Children yet unborn, and unbegor, 
hat lift your Vaſſal Hands againſt my Head, 
ad threat the Glory of my precious Crown, 
ell Ballingbroke, for yond methinks, he is, 
That every Stride he makes upon the Land 
dangerous Treaſon, he is come to ope 
he purple Teſtament of a bleeding War; 
ut &'er tne Crown he looks for, live in Peace, 
Ten thouſand bloody Crowns of Mothers Sons 
ſhall ill become the Flower of England's Face, 
bange the Complexion of her Maid-pale Peace 
Jo Scarlet Indignation, and bedew '1 
er Paſtors Graſs with faithful Engliſh Blood. 
North. The King of Heav'n forbid out Lord the King 
mould ſo with civil and uncivil Arms | 
ge ruſh'd upon: Thy thrice- noble Couſin, 

arry Bullingbroke, doth humbly kiſs thy Hand, 
nd by the honourable Tomb he ſwears | 
at ſtands upon your Royal Grandſire's Bones, 
nd by the Royalties of both your Bloods, 
urents that ſpring from one moſt gracious Head; 
uud by the bury'd Hand of warlik- Gaunt, 
ind by the Worth and Honour of himſelf, 
empriſing all that may be ſworn, cr ſid, 
s coming hither hath ro ſarther Scope, 
han for his lineal Royalties, and to beg 
ifranchiſement immediate on his Knees: 
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Which on thy Royal party granted once, 

His glittering Arms he will commend to Ruſt; 
His barbed Steeds to Stables, and his Heart 
To faithful Service of your Majeſty: 

This ſwears he, as he 1s a Prince, 1s juſt, 

And as I am a Gentleman, 1 credit him. 

X. Rich. Northumberland, ſay thus: The King return, 
His noble Couſin is right welcome hither, 
And all the Number of his fair Demands 
Shall be accompliſh'd without Contradiction; 
With all the gracious Utterance thou haſt, 
Speak to his gentle hearing kind commends. 
We do debaſe our ſelf, Couſin, do we not, [ To Aum, 
To look ſo poorly, and to ſpeak fo fair? 
Shall we call back Northumberland, and ſend 
Defiance to the Traitor, and ſo die? 

Aum, No, good my Lord, let's fight with gentle Words, 
Till time lend Friends, and Friends their hopeful Swords. 

K. Rich. Oh God, oh God that e' er this Tongue of mine, 
That laid the Sentence of dread Baniſhment 
On yond proud Man, ſhould take it off again 
With Words of ſooth; oh that 1 were as great 
As is my Grief, or leſſer than my Name; 

Or that I could forget what I have been, 

Or not remember what I muſt be now. 
Swell'ſt thou, proud Heart? I'll give thee Scope to beat 
Since Foes have Scope to beat both thee and me. 

Aum. Northumberland comes back from Bullingbroke. 

X. Rich. What muſt the King do now? Muſt he ſubmit! 
The King ſhall do it: Muſt he be depos'd? 
The King ſhall be contented: Muſt he lofe 
The Name of King ? o'God's Name let it go. 
I'll give my Jewels for a Set of Beads; 

My gorgeous Pallace, for a Hermitage; 

My gay Apparel, for an Alms-man's Gown ; 
My figur'd Goblets, for a Diſh of Wood ; 
My Scepter, for a Palmer's walking Staff, 
My Subjects, for a Pair of carved Saints, 
And my large Kingdom, for a little Grave, 
A little little Grave, an obſcure Grave. 


arns, 
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Some way of common Trade, where Subjects Feet 


W May. hourly trample on their Soveraign's Head; 


For on my Heart they tread now, whilſt I live; 

And bury'd once, why not upon my Head ? 

Aumerle, thou weep'ſt, my tender hearted Couſin, 
We'll make foul Weather with deſpiſed Tears. 

Our Sighs, and they, ſhall lodge the Summer Corn, 
And make a Dearth in this revolting Land. 

Or ſhall we play the Wantons with our Woes, 

Ard make ſome pretty Match with ſhedding Tears ? 
As thus, to drop them ſtill upon one Place, 

Till they have fretted us a Pair of Graves, 


Wichin the Earth; and therein laid, there lyes 


Two Kinſmen digg'd their Graves with weeping Eyes? 
Would not this il do well ? Well, well, I ſee 
talk but 1dely, and you mock at me. 
Moſt mighty Prince, my Lord Northumberland, 
What ſays King Bullingbroke? Will his Majeſty 
Give Richard leave to live, 'till Richard die? 
You make a, Leg, and Bullingbroke ſays I. 
North. My Lord, in the baſe Court he doth attend 
To ſpeak with you, may it pleaſe you to come down. 
K. Rich, Down, down I come, like gliſt'ring Phaeton, 
Wanting the Manage of unruly Jades. 
In the baſe Court? baſe Court where Kings grow baſe, 
To come at Traitors Calls, and do them Grace. 
In the baſe Court come down; down Court, down King, 
For Night- Owls ſhriek, where mounting Larks ſhould ſing. 
Bulling. What ſays his Majeſty? 
North. Sorrow, and Griet of Heat 
Makes him ſpeak fondly like a frautick Man ; 
Yer he is come. 
Bulling. Stand all apart, 
And ſhew fair Duty to his Majeſty. 
My gracious Lord. 
K. Rich. Fair Couſin, 
You debaſe your Princely Knee, 
To make the baſe Earth proud with kiſſing it. 
Me rather had, my Heart might feel your Love, 
Than my un-pleas'd Eve ſce your Courteſie. 
Up Couſin, up, your Heart is up, 1 know, 
14 b Thu: 
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Thus high at leaſt, although your Knee be low. = | 
Bulling. My gracious Lord, I come but for mine own, 
X. Rich, Your own is yours, and I am yours, and all, But 
Bulling. So far be mine, my moſt redoubted Lord, I 
As my true Service ſhall deſerve your Love, 
X. Rich, Well you delerv'd: Ane 
They well deſerve to have, 
That know the ſtrong'ſt and ſureſt way to get. But 
Uncle, give me your Hand; nay, dry your Eyes, Let' 
Tears chew their Love, but want their Remedies. My 
Couſin, I am too young to be your Father, The 
Though you are old enough to be my Heir, Aga 
What you will have, Ill give, and willing too, G 
For do we muſt, what Force will have us do. Whi 
Set on towards London: Stoo 
Couſin, is it ſo? Give 
Bulling. Yea, my good Lord. Go t 
X. Rich, Thea I muſt not ſay no. | Flouri ſb. Exe, me 
That 
SCENE V. All x 
You 


| Enter Queen, and two Ladies. 
Queen. What Sport ſhall we deviſ here in this Garde! 


To drive away the heavy thought of Care ? 
Lady. Madam, we'll play at Bow's. Keep 
Queen, *Tiil make me think the World is full of Ruff Shew 
And that my Fortune runs agaioſt the Bias. Wher 
Lady. Madam, we'll dance. Is full 
Oncen. My Legs can keep no Meaſure in Delight, Her ! 
When my poor Heart no Meaſure keeps in Grief, Her k 
Therefore no dancing, Girl; ſome other Sport. Swarm 
Lady. Madam, we'll tell Tales. Gar 
Queen, Of Sorrow, or of Grief3 He th 
Lady. Of either, Madam. Hath | 
Queen, Of neither, Girl. The \ 
For if of Joy, being altogether wanting, That { 
It doth remember me the more of Sorrow : Are pt 
Or if of Grief, bcing altogether had, I mean 
It adds more Sorrow to my want of Joy: Sery 
For what I have, I need not to repeat: Gar, 
Ard what I want, it boots not to complain, d. 


Lady. Madam, I'll ſing. 
een, Tis well that thou haſt Cauſe: | 
But thou ſhould'ſt pleaſe me better, would'ſt thou weep. 
Lady. I could weep,. Madam, would it do you good? 


| And never borrow any Tear of thee, 
Enter a Gardiner, and two Servants, 
But ſtay, here comes the Gardiners; 
Ler's ſtep into the Shadow of theſe Trees, 
My Wretchedneſe, unto a row of Pines, 
They'll talk of State; for every one doth fo, 
Againſt a Change; wo is fore-run with wo. | 
Gard. Go bind thou up yond dangling Apricocks, 
Which like unruly Children, make their Syre 
Stoop with oppreſſion of their prodigal weight: 
Give ſome ſupportance to the bending T wigs. 
Go thou, and like an Executioner 
E xtun · Cut off the Heads of too faſt growing ſprays, 
That look too lofty in our Commonwealth: 
All muſt be even in our Government. 
You thus imploy'd, I will go root away 
The noiſom Weeds that without profit ſuck 
Jarde The Soil's fertility from wholſom Flowers. 
| Serv, Why ſhould we in the compaſs of a Pale, 
Keep Law and Form, and due Proportion, 
Rub, Shewing, as in a Model, our firm State? 
When our Sea-walled Garden, the whole Land, 
Is full of Wecds, her faireſt Flowers choakt up, 
ht, Her Fruit-trees all up:un'd, her Hedges ruin'd, 
Her Knots diſorder'd, and her whollom Herbs 
warming with Caterpillers. 
Gard, Hold thy Peace, 
He that hath ſuffer'd this diſorder'd Spring; 
Hath now himſelf met with the fall of Leaf, 
The Weeds that his broad-ſpreading Leaves did ſhelter, 
That ſeem'd in eating him, to hold him up, 
Are pulbd up, Root and all, by Bullingbroke ; 
mean the Eul of Mit ſbire, Buſhy, Green. 
Serv. What, are they dead ? 
Gard, They are, 


And Ballingbroke hath ſeiz'd the waſteful King. 
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Queen, And I could ſing, would weeping do me good, 
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What pity is it, that he had not ti imm'd 
And dreſt his Land, as we this Garden at time of Vear; 
And wound the Bark, the Skin of our Fruit-trees, 

Leſt being over proud with Sap and Blood, 

With too much Riches it confound it ſelf? 

Had he done ſo, to great and growing Men, 

They might have liv'd to bear, and he to taſte 

Their Fruits of Duty, All ſuperfluous Branches 

We lop away, that bearing Boughs may live : 

Had he done ſo, himſelf had born the Crown, 

Which waſte and idle Hours hath quite thrown down. 
Serv. What think you the King ſhall be depos'd ? 
Gard, Depreſt he is already, and depos'd 

"Tis doubted he will be. Letters came laſt Night 

To a dear Friend of the Duke of York, 

That tell black Tidings. 

seen. Oh Tampreſt to Death through want of ſpeaking; 

Thou old Adam's likeneſs, ſet to dreſs this Garden, 

How dares thy harſh Tongue ſound this unpleaſing News! 

What Eve? What Serpent hath ſuggelted thee, 

To make a ſecond fall of curſed Man? 

Why doſt thou ſay, King Richard is depos'd ? 

Dar'ſt thou, thou little better thing than Earth, 

Divine his downfal ? Say, where, when, and how 

Cam'ſt thou by this ill Tidings? Speak, thou Wretch. 
Gard. Pardon me, Madam. Little joy have 1 

To breath theſe News; yet what I ſay is true; 

King Richard, he is in the mighty hold 

Of Bullingbroke, their Fortunes both are weigh'd : 

In your Lord's Scale, is nothing but himſelf, 

And ſome few Vanities that make him light: 

But in the Ballance of great Bullingbroke, 

Beſides himſelf, are all the Engliſh Peers, 

And with that odds he weighs King Richard down. 

Poſt you to Londen, and you'll find it fo; 

I ſpeak no more, than every one doth know. 

_ Nimble Miſchance, that art ſo light of Foot, 

Doth not thy Embaſſage belong to me? 

And am ] laſt that knows it? Oh thou think'it 

Fo ſerve me laſt, that I may longeſt keep 

Thy Sorrow in my Breaſt. Come Ladies, go, 


om 
Nhat, 

Shoul 
Gard'r 

wou! 
Gar, 

I woul 
Here d 
I'll ſet 
Kew £1 
In the 


ner 4 
thum 
Abbo 


; «ling, | 


What tl 
Who w 
he blo: 
Bagot. 
Bullin 
Bagot. 
Scorng te 
n that d 
heard l 
hat rea- 
As far as 
mongſt 
heard 
he offe; 
han By 
How blef 
Aum. 
Vhat anf 
Mall I fo 


of King Richard II. 


ro meet at London, London's King in wo. 
What, was I born to this! That my ſad Look, 
Should grace the Triumph of great Bullingbroke! 
3ard'ner, for telling me theſe News of wo, 
| would the Plants thou greft'ſt may never grow. | Exit. 
Gard. Poor Queen, ſo that thy State might be no worſe 
[ would my Skill were ſubje& to thy Curle. 
Here did ſhe drop a Tear, here in this place 
I'll ſet a Bank of Rew, ſowr Herb of Grace: 
Rew ev'n for Rath, here ſhortly ſhall be ſeen, 
In the remembrance of a weeping Queen. 


[Exit 
— — | 


ACT IV. SCENE TI. 


ner 4s to the Parliament, Bullingbroke, Aumerle, Nor- 
thumberland, Percy, Fitzwater, Surrey, Biſhop of Carliſle, 
Abbot of Weſtminiter, Herald, Officers, and Bagot. 


bu.ling. ALL forth Baget. 
Now Bagor, freely ſpeak thy Mind, 

What thou doſt f noble Glofter's Death; 

Who wrought „ King, ard who perform'd 

he bloody Office of®his timeleſs End. 

Bagot. Then ſet before my Face the Lord Aumerle. 

Bulling. Couſin, ſtand forth, and look upon that Man. 

Bagot. My Lord Aumerle, I know your daring Tongue 

Scorns to unſay, what it hath once deliver d. 

1 that dead time when Gloſter's Death was plotted, 

heard you ſay, Is not my Arm of length, 

tat reacheth from the reſtful Exgliſþ Court 

As far as Calais to my Uncle's Head? 

mongſt much other talk, that very time, 

heard you ſay that you had rather refuſe 

he offer of an hundred thouſand Crowns, 

han Bullingbroke return to England; adding withal, 

bow bleſt this Land would be in this your Couſin's Death. 

Aum. Princes, and noble Lords, 

Nhat anſwer ſhall I make to this baſe Man? 

Mull I ſo much diſhonour my fait Stars, 


ing; 
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On equal terms to give him chaſtiſement? 

Either I muſt, or have mine Honour ſpoil'd 

With the Attainder of his ſland'rous Lips. 

There is my Gage, the manual Seal of Death, 

That marks thee out for Hell. Thou lieſt, 

And Fl maintain what thou haſt ſaid, is falſe, 

In thy Heart Blocd, though being all roo baſe, 

To ſtain the temper of my Knighty Sword, 
Bulling. Bagot forbear, thou ſhalt not take it up, 
Aum. Excepting one, I would he were the beſt 

In all this Preſence that hath moved me ſo. 

Fitzw, If that thy Valour ſtand on Sympathies : 
There is my Gage, Awmerle, in Gage to thine: 
By that fair Sun, that ſhews me where thou ſtand'ſt, 
I heard thee ſay, and vauntingly thou ſpak ſt it, 
That thou wert cauſe of noble Glo fter's Death. 

If thou deny'ſt it, twenty times thou lieſt, 

And I will turn thy falſhood to thy Heart, 

Where it was forged, with my Rapict's point. 
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Aum. Thou dar'ſt not, Coward, live to fee the Day. 
Firzw. Now, by my Soul, I would it were this Hour, 


Aum. Fitzwater, thou art damn'd to Hell for this. 
Percy. Aumerle, thou lieſt; his Honour is as true 
In this Appeal, as thou art all unjuſt: 

And that thou art ſo, there I throw my Gage 
To prove it on thee, to th' extreameſt point 
Of mortal Breathing, Seize it, if thou dzr'ſt. 

Aum. And if I do not may my Hands rot off, 
And never brandiſh more revengeſul Steel, 

Over the glittering Helmet of my Foe. 

Surrey. My Lord Fitzwater 
I do remember well the very time 
Aumerle and you did talk. 

Fitæw. My Lord, 

*Tis very true: You were in Preſence then; 
And you can witneſs with me, this is true. 
Surrey. As falſe, by Heav'n, 

As Heav'n it ſelf is true. 

Fitzw, Surrey, thou lieſt. 

Surrey. Diſhonourable Boy, 

That Lie ſhall lye io heavy on my Sword, 
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FT hat it (hall render Vengeance and Revenge, 
Till thou the Lie-giver, and that Lie, do lye, 
In Earth as quiet, as thy Father's Scull, 
n proof whereof, there is mine Honour's Pawn, 
Engage it to the Trial, if thou dar'ſt. 
Fizw. How fordly do'ſt thou ſpur a forward Horſe? . 
If] dare eat, or drink, or breath, or live, 
date meet Surrey in a Wilderneſs, 
And ſpit upon him, whilſt I ſay he lies, 
And lies, and lies; there is my Bond of Faith, 
To tie thee to my ſtrong Correction. 
AsI intend to thiive in this new World, 0 
Aumerle is guilty of my true Appeal. 
Belides, 1 heard the baniſht Norfolk ſay, 
That thou Aumerle didſt ſend two of thy Men, 
To execute the noble Duke at Calais, 
Aum. Some honeſt Chriſtian truſt me with a Gage, 
That Norfolk lies; here do I throw down this, 
If he may be repeal'd, to try his Hor our. 
Bulling. Theſe Differences ſhall all reſt under Gage, 
Till Norfolk be repeal'd: Repeal'd he ſhall be; 
And though mine Enemy, reſtor'd again 
To all his Lands and Seigniories; when he's return'd, 
Againſt Aumerle we will enforce his Trial. 
Carl, That honourable Day ſhall ne'er be ſeen, 
Many a time hath baniſht Norfolk fought 
For Jcſus Chriſt, in glorious Chiſtian Field 
Streaming the Enſign of the Chriſtian Croſs 
Againſt black Pagans, Turks, and Saracens : 
And toiPd with works of War, retir'd himſelf 
To Iraly, and there at Venice gave 
His Body to that pleaſant Countries Earth, 
And his pure Soul unto his Captain Chriſt, 
Under whoſe Colours he had fought ſo long. 
Bulling. Why, Biſhop, is Norfolk dead? 
Carl. As ſure as I live, my Lord. 
Bolling. Sweet peace conduct his ſweet Soul 
To the Boſom of good old Abraham. 
Lords Appealants, your Differences ſhall all reft under gage 
Till we aſſign you to your Days of Trial. 


Enter 
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Emer York. 
Tork. Great Duke of Laxcafter, I come to th-e 
From plume-pluckt Richard, who with willing Soul 
Adopts thee Heir, and his high Scepter yields 
To the Poſſeſſion of thy Royal Hand. 
Aſcend his Throne, deſcending now from him, 


And long live Henry, of that Name the Fourth. 


Bulling. In God's Name, I'll aſcend the Regal Throne, 


Carl. Marry, Heav'n forbid. 
Worſt in this Royal Prefence may I ſpeak, 
Yet beſt beſeeming me to ſpeak the truth. 
Would God, that any in this noble Preſence 
Where enough noble to be upright Judge 
Of noble Richard, then true Nobleneſs would 
Learn him forbearance from ſo foul a Wrong. 
What Subject can give Sentence on his King 
And who fits here that is not Richard's Subject? 
Thieves are not judg*d, but they are by to hear, 
Although apparent Guilt be ſeen in them: 
And ſhall the Figure of God's Majeſty, 
His Captain, Steward, Deputy elec, - 
Anointed, crown'd and planted many Years, 
Be judg'd by Subject and inferior Breath, 
And he himſelf not preſent ? Oh, forbid it, God, 
That in a Chriſtian Climate, Souls refin'd 
Should ſhew ſo heinous, black, obſcene a deed. 
I ſpeak to Subjects, and a Subject ſpeaks, 
Stirr'd up by Heav'n, thus boldly for his King. 
My Lord of Hereford here, whom you call King, 
Is a foul Traitor to proud Hereford's King. 
And if you crown him, let me propheſie, 
The Blood of Ezgliſb ſhall manure the Ground, 
And future Ages groan for his foul Act. 
Peace ſhall go ſleep with Turks and Infidels, 
And in this Seat of Peace, tumultuous Wars 
Shall Kin with Kin, and kind with kind confound. 
Diſorder, Horror, Fear and Mutiny 
Shall here inhabit, and this Land be call'd 
The Field of Golgotha, and dead Men's Sculls. 
Oh, if you rear this Houſe, againſt this Houſe, 
It will the wofulleſt Diviſion prove, 
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IThat ever fell upon this curſed Earth. 
prevent it, reſiſt it, let it not be ſo, 
Leſt Child, Childs Children cry againſt you, wo. 
North, Well have you argu'd, Sir; and for your Pains, 
Of Capital Treaſon we arreſt you here. 
My Lord of Weſtminſter, be it your Charge, 
To keep him fafely, till his Day of Trial. 
May it pleaſe you, Lords, to grant the Commons Suit? 
Bulling. Fetch hither Richard, that in common View 
He may ſurrender: So we ſhall proceed 
Without Suſpicion. 
Vork. J will be his Conduct. [ Exit, 
Bulling. Lords, you that are her: under our Arreſt, 
Procure your Sureties for your Days of Anſwer: 
Little are we beholding to your Love, 
And little lock'd for at your helping Hands. 
Enter King Richard and York. 
K. Rich. Alack, why am 1 ſent fortoa King, 
before I have ſhook off the regal Thoughts 
Wherewith I reign'd? I hardly yet have learn'd 
To inſinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my Knee. 
Give Sorrow leave a while, to return me 
To this Submiſſion. Yet I will remember 
The favours of theſe Men: Were they not mine? 
Did they not ſometime cry, All hail to me? 
Y Judas did to Chriſt ; But he in twelve, 
Found truth in all, but one; I, in twelve thouſand, none. 
God ſave the King: Will no Man ſay, Amen. 
And I both Prieſt and Clark? Well then, Amen. 
God ſave the King, although I be not he: 
Ard yet Amen, if Heav'n do think him me. 
To do what Service, am I ſent for hither? 
Fork, To do that Office of thine own good Will, 
Which tired Majeſty did make thee offer: 
The Reſignation of thy State and Crown 
To Heury Bullingbroke. : 
K. Rich. Give me the Crown; Here Couſin, ſeizethe Crown. 
Here Coulin, on this fide my Hand, on that fide thine. 
Now is this Golden Crown like a deep Well, 
Tut owes two Buckets, filling one another, 
Ide emptier ever dancing in the Air, 
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The other gown, urſ.en, and full of Water: 
That Bucket down, and full of Tears am I, 


Drinking my Griefs, whilſt you mount up on high, 
Bulling. I thought you had been willing to reſign. 
K. Rich, My Crown J am, but ſtill my Griefs are mine: 


You may my Glories, and my State depoſe, 
But not my Grieſs; till am I King of thoſe. 


Bulling. Part of your Cares you give me with your Crown, 
X. Rich. Your Cares ſet up, do not pluck my Cares dovn, 


My Care, is loſs of Care, by old Care done, 
Your Care, is gain of Care, by new Care won. 
The Cares I give, I have, though given away, 


They tend the Crown, yet ſtill with me they ſlay. - 
Bulling. Are you contented to refign the Crown? 


X. Rich. I no; no l, for I muſt nothing be: 
Therefore no, no, for I reſign to thee. 
Now, mark me how I will undo my ſelf ; 
I give this heavy Weight from off my Head, 
And this unwieldy Scepter from my Hand, 
The pride of Kingly ſway from out my Heart, 
With mine own Tears I waſh away my blame, 
With mine own Hands I give away my Crown, 
With mine own Tongue deny my ſacred State, 
With mine own Breath releaſe all dutious Oaths : 
All Pemp and Majeſty I do forſwear: 
My Manors, Rents, Revenues, I forgo; 
My Acts, Decrees, and Statutes I deny : 
God pardon all Oaths that are broke to me, 
God keep all Vows unbroke are made to thee. 
Make me, that nothing have, with nothing griev'd, 
And thou with all pleas'd, that haſt all atchiev'd; 
Long may'ſt thou live in Richard's Seat to fit, 
And ſoon lye Richard in an Earthy Pit. 
God ſave King Henry, uncking'd Richard ſays, 
And ſend him many Years of Sun-ſhine Days. 
What more remains? 

North. No more; but that you read 
Theſe Accuſations, and theſe grievous Crimes 
Committed by your Perſon, and your Followers, 
Againſt the State and Profit of this Land: 
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hit by confeſſing them, the Souls of Men 

May deem that you are worthily depos'd. 

K. Rich, Muſt I do ſo? And muft I ravel out 

y weav*d-up Follies ? Gentle Northumberland, 
thy Offences were upon Record. | 
Would it not ſhame thee, in ſo fair a Troop, 

To read a Lecture of them? If thou would'ſt, 

here ſhould*ſt thou find one heinous Article, 
ontaining the depoſing of a King, 

Ind cracking the ſtrong Warrant of an Oath, 

ark'd with a blot, damn'd in the Book of Heav'n, 
lay, all of you, that ſtand and look upon me, 

hilſt that my wretchedneſs doth bait my ſelf, 

hough ſome of you, with Pilate waſh your Hands, 
ewing an outward Pity : Yet you Pilates 

we here delivered me to my ſower Croſs, 

nd Water cannot waſh away your Sin. 

North, My Lord, diſpatch, read o'er theſe Articles. 

K. Rich, Mine Eyes are full of Tears, I cannot lee 5 

id yet Salt- water blinds them not ſo much, 

ut they can ſee a ſort of Traitors here. 

2y, if I turn mine Eyes upon my ſelf, 

hnd my ſelf a Traitor with the reſt: 

have given here my Soul's conſent, 

undeck the pompous Body of a King; 

ade Glory baſe; a Soveraign, a Slave; 

ud Majeſty, a Subject; State, a Peaſant, 

North, My Lord. | 

K Rich, No Lord of thine, thou haught-inſulting Man; 
„ nor no Man's Lord: I have no Name, no Title; 

„ not that Name was given me at the Font, 

t 'tis uſurpt. Alack the heavy Day, 

at I have worn ſo many Winters out, 

A know not now, what Name to call my ſelf. 

„that I were a Mockery, King of Snow, 

ding before the Sun of Bulling broke, 

melt my ſelf away in Water-drops. | 

d King, great King, and yet not greatly good, 79 Bulling. 
Lif my word be Sterling yet in England 

it command a Mirror hither ſtreight, 

dit may ſhew me what a Face I have, 

or. III. : | Since 


Th 
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Since it is Bankrupt of his Majeſty. 
Bulling. Go ſome of you, and fetch a Looking-Glaſs, 
North. Read o'er this Paper, while the Glaſs doth cone, 
K. Rich. Fiend, thou torment'ſt me, &er I come to Hell 
Bulling. Urge it no more, my Lord Northumberland, 
North. The Commons will not then be ſatisfy'd. 
K. Rich. They ſhall be ſatisſy'd: I'll read enough, 
When I do ſee the very Book indeed, 
Where all my Sins are writ, and that's my ſelf. 
Enter one with a Glaſs. 
Give me that Glaſs, and therein will I read, 
No deeper wrinkles yet ? Hath Sorrow ſtruck 
So many blows upon this Face of mine, 
And made no deeper Wounds? Oh flatt'ring Glaſs, 
Like to my Followers in Proſperity, 
Thou doſt beguile me, Was this Face, the Face, 
That every Day under his Houſhold-roof 
Did keep ren thouſand Men? Was this the Face; 
That like the Sun did make Beholders wink ? 
Ts this the Face, which fac'd ſo many Follies, 
That was at laſt out-fac'd by Bullingbroke? 


A brittle Glory ſhineth in this Face, ball fee! 
As brittle as the Glory, is the Face, Aum. 
For there it is, crackt in an hundred Shivers. o rid t 
Mark, ſilent King, the Moral of this ſport, | Abbox, 
How ſoon my Sorrow hath deſtroy'd my Face. ou ſha] 
Bulling. The Shadow of your Sorrow hath deſtroy'd bury 
The Shadow of your Face, Vhateve 
K. Rich, Say that again. le you; 
The Shadow of my Sorrow)! ha, let's ſee, our Hea 
"Tis very true, my Grief lyes all within, ome hog 
And theſe external Manners of Laments all ſhew 


Are meerly Shadows to the unſeen Grief, 

Thar ſwells with ſilence in the tortur'd Soul. 
There lycs the Subſtance: And I thank thee, King, 
Fc thy great Bounty, that not only givſt © A 
Me Caufe to wail, but teacheſt me the way 
How to lament the Cauſe. T'i! beg one boon, 
And then be gone, and trouble you no more, 
Shall I obtain 1:3 


— — 
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Bulling. Name it, fair Couſin. : 
K, Rich, Fair Couſin ! I am greater than a King: 
For when I was a King, my Flatterers 
Were then but Subjects; being now a Subject, 
I have a King here to my Flatterer: 
Being ſo great, I have no need to beg, 
Bulling, Yet ask. 
k. Rich, And ſhall I have? 
Bulling, You ſhall. 
K. Rich, Then give me leave to go. 
Bulling. Whither ? 
K. Rich, Whither you will, ſo I were from your ſight. 
Bulling, Go ſome of you, convey him to the Tower, 
X. Rich. Oh good; convey : Conveyers are you all, 
hat riſe thus nimbly by a true King's fall. 
Bulling. On Wedneſday next we ſolemnly ſet down 
Dur Coronation : Lords, prepare your ſelves, 


ne, 


ell. 


Abbot. A woful Pageant have we here beheld. 

Biſhop, The wo's to come, the Children yet unborn, 

"all feel this Day as ſharp to them as Thorn. 

Aum. You holy Clergy-men, is there no Plot 

0 rid the Realm of this pernicious Blot 

Abbot. Before I freely ſpeak my Mind herein, 

ou ſhall not only take the Sacrement, 

4 0 bury mine Intents, but alſo to effect 
Whatever I ſhall happen to deviſe. 

le your Brows are full of Diſcontent, 

our Hearts of Sorrow, and your Eyes of Tears, 


ome home with me to Supper, III lay a Plot 
all ſhew us all a merry Day. | 


[ Exennt, 


—  — 


— * 


. een 


Enter Queen and Ladies. 


rn. THIS way the King will come: This is the way 
To Julius Ceſar's ill- erected Tower, 

whole flint Boſom, my condemned Lord , 

Hint Doron K 2 * , 


— 


— 


i 
9 


Bui. 


Ex. all but Abbot, Biſhop of Carliſle and Aumerle. 
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Is doom'd a Priſoner, by proud Bullingbroke. „ 
Here let us reſt, if this Rebellious Earth 
Have any reſting for her true King's Queen. 
Euter King Richard and Guards. 
But ſoft, but ſee, or rather do not ſee, 
My fair Roſe wither; yet look up; behold, 
That you in pity may diſſolve to Dew, 
And waſh him freſh again with true-love Tears. 
Thou the Model, where old Troy did ſt ind, [ To K. Rich. 
Thou, Map of Honour, thou King Richard's Tomb, 
And not King Richard ; thou moſt beauteous Inn, 
Why ſhould hard-tavour'd Grief be lodg'd in thce, 
When Triumph is become an Ale-houſe Gueſt ? 
K. Rich. Join not with Grief, fair Woman, do not ſo, 
To make my End too ſudden: Learn, good Soul, 
To think our former State a happy Dream, 
From which awak'd, the truth of what we are 
Shews us but this. I am ſworn Brother, Sweet, 
To grim Neceſſity; and he and I 
Will keep a League till death. High thee to France, 
And Cloiſter thee in ſome Religious Houſe; 
O ir holy Lives muſt win a new World's Crown, 
Which our prophane Hours here have ſtricken down, 
Queen. What, is my Richard both in Shape and Mind 
Transform'd and weakened ? Hath Bullingbroke 
Depos'd thine Intellect? Hath he been in thy Heart? 
The Lion dying thruſteth forth his Paw, 
And wounds the Earth, if nothing elſe, with rage 
To be O er- powerd: And wilt thou, Pupil- like, 
Take thy Correction mildly, kiſs the Rod, 
And fawd on Rage with baſe Humility, 
Which art a Lion and a King of Beaſts? 
K. Rich. A King of Beaſts indeed; if ought but Beaſts 
I had been ſtilla happy King of Men. 
Good, ſometime, Queen prepare thee hence for France 3 
Think I am dead, and that even here thou tak'ſt, 
As from my Death-bed, my laſt-living leave. 
In Winters tedious Nights fit by the Fire 
With geod old Folks, and let them tell thee Tales 
Of woful Ages, long ago betide: 
And Cer thou bid gocd-night, to quit their Grief 
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Tell thou the lamentable fall of me, 
And ſend the Hearers weeping to their Beds: 
For why ? The ſenſeleſs Brands will ſympathize 
The heavy accent of thy moving Tongue, 
And in compaſſion weep the Fire out: 4 
And ſome will mourn in Aſhes, ſome coal-black, 1 
For the depoſing of a rightful King. i 
Enter Northumberland. | l 

North, My Lord, the mind of Bullingbroke is chang'd, 
You muſt to Pomfret, not unto the Tower, 
And, Madam, there is order ta'en for you: 
With all ſwift ſpeed, you mult away to France. 

K. Rich. Northumberland, thou Ladder wherewithal 
The mounting Ballingbroke aſcends my Throne, 
The time ſhall not be many Hours of Age, 
More than it is, e'er foul Sin, gathering head, 
Shall break into Corruption; rhou ſhalt think, 
Though he divide the Realm, and give the half, 
lt is too little, helping him to all: 
And he ſhall thick, that thou which know'ſt the way 
To plant unrightful Kings, wilt know agair, 
Being nc'er ſo little urg'd, another way, 
To pluck tim headlong from th'uſurped Throne. 
The Love of wicked Friends converts to Fear; 
That Fear to Hate; and Hate turns one, or both, 
To worthy Danger, and deſerved Death. 

North, My Guilt be on my Head, and there's an end. 
Tike leave, and part, for you muſt part forthwith, 

K. Rich. Do>ubly divorc'd? Bad Men, ye violate 
A two-fold Marriage; 'twixt my Crown and me: 
And then betwixt me and my married Wife. 
et me unkiſs the Oath, *twixt thee and me: ¶ Tothe Queen. 
ind yet not fo, for with a kiſs *twas made. 
Fart us, Nrthumberland: I, towards the North, 
Vhere ſhive ing Cold and Sickneſs pines the Clime : 
ly Queen to Fraxce; from whence, ſet farth in Pomp, 
phe came adorned hither like ſwect May, 
nt back like Ho/lowmaſ;, or ſhorteſt Day. 

Queen. And muſt we be divided? Muſt we part? 

KR ich. Ay, Hand from Hand, my Love, and Heart from 
Queen, Baniſh us both, and ſend the King with me. | Heart, 
& 2 North, 


Nich, 


nd 


eaſty 


ict; 
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North. That were ſome Love, but little Policy. 

Queen. Then whither he goes, thither let me go. 

K. Rich, So two together weeping, make one wo. 
Weep thou for me in France; I for thee here: 
Better far off than near, be ne er the near. 


Go, count thy way with Sighs, I mine with Groans, 


Queen. So longeſt way, ſhall have the longeſt Moans, 
K. Rich. Twice for one ſtep T'll groan, the way being ſhort, 


And piece the way out with a heavy Heart. 
Come, come, in wooing Sorrow let's be brief, 
Since wedding it, there is ſuch length in Grief: 
One Kiſs ſhall top our Mouths, and dumbly part; 


Thus give 1 mine, and thus take I thy Heart. | They kiſ, 
Queen. Give me mine own gain; *twere no good Part, 


To take on me to keep, and kill thy Heart. 


So, now have mine own again, be gone, [ Kiſs again, 


Thar I may ſtrive to kill it with a Gro-n, 


K. Rich. We make W. wanton with this fond delay: 
Once more adieu; the reſt let Sorrow ſay. [Exeunt, 


SCENE HI. 
Enter York and his Dutcheſs. 


Dutch. My Lord, you told me you would tell the rel, 


When weeping made you break the Story off, 
Of our two Couſins coming into London. 
Tork. Where did 1 leave} 
Dutch. At that ſad ſtop, my Lord, 


Where rude miſs-govern'd Hands, from Windows tops, 


Threw Duſt and Rubbiſh on King Richard's Head. 


Tors. Then, as I ſaid, the Duke, great Bullingbrole, 


Mounted upon a hot and fiery Steed, 
Which his aſpiring Rider ſeem'd to know, 
With flow, but ſtately Pace, kept on his Courſe : 


While all Tongues cry'd, God fave thee, Bullingbroks. 


You would have thought the very Windows ſpake, 
So many greedy Looks of young and old, 
Through Caſements darred their deſiring Eyes 
Upon his Viſage; and that all the Walls 
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With painted Imagery had ſaid at once, 
Jeſu preſerve thee, welcome Bullingbroke. 
Whilſt he, from one fide to the other turning, 
Bare-headed lower than his proud Steed's Neck, 
Beſpoke them thus; I thank you, Country-menz 
And thus ſtill doing, thus he paſt along. | 
Dutch. Alas! poor Richard, where rides he that whilſt ? 
Tork, As in a Theatre, the Eyes of Men, 
After a well-grac'd Actor leaves the Stage, 
Are idlely bent on him that enters next, 
Thinking his prattle to be tedious : 
Even ſo, or with much more contempt, Mens Eyes, 
Did ſcowle on Richard; no Man cry'd, God fave him: 
No joyful Tongue gave him his welcome home, 
But Duſt was thrown upon his Sacred Head, 
Which with ſuch gentle Sorrow he ſhock off, 
His Face ſtill combating with Tears and Smiles, 
The Badges of his Grief and Patience, 
That had not God, for ſome ſtrong purpoſe, ſteel'd 
The Hearts of Men, they muſt perforce have melted, 
And Barbariſm it ſelf have pitied him. | 
But Hcav'n hath a Hand in theſe Events, 
To whoſe high Will we bound our calm Contents. 
To Bullingbroke are we ſworn Subjects now, 
Whoſe State, and Honour, I for aye allow. 
Enter Aumerle. 
Dutch, Here comes my Son Aumerle. 
Tork. Aumerle that was, 
But that is loſt, for being Richard's Friend. 
And, Madam, you muſt call him Rutland now: 
| am in Parliament pledge for his Truth, 
And laſting Fealty in the new-made King. : 
Dutch. Welcome my Son; who are the Violcts now, , 
That ſtrew the green Lap of the new-come Spring? 
Aum. Madam, I know not, nor I greatly care, 
| God knows I had as lief be none, 28 one. 
Pork, Well, bear you well in this new- ſpring of time, 
Leaſt you be cropt before you come to prime. 
What News from Oxford? Hold thoſe Jufts ard Triumphs? 
Aum, For ought I know, my. Lord, they do. 
Win 77% You will be there I know. a 
. K 4 Aum, 
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Hum, If God prevent me not, I purpoſe ſo, 


Tork, What Seal is that that hangs without thy Boſom! 


Yea, look'ſt thou pale? Let me ſee the Writing. 
Aum. My Lord, *cis nothing. 
Tork, No matter then who ſees it. 
I will be ſatisfied, let me ſee the Writing. 
Aan. I do beſeech your Grace to pardon me, 
Ir is a matter of {mall Conſequence, 
Which for ſome Reaſons I would not have ſeen, 
Tork, Which for ſome Reaſons, Sir, I mean to ſee; 
I fear, I fear, 
Dutch. What ſhould you fear? 
Tis nothing but ſome Bond, that he is enter'd into 
For gay Apparel, againſt the Triumph. 
Tork. Bound to himſelf; What doth he with a Bond 
That he is bound to? Wife, thou art a Fool. 
Boy, let me ſee the Writing. | 
Aum. | do beſeech you pardon me, I may not ſhew it. 
Tork, J will be ſatisfied, let me ſee it, I ſay. 
[ Snatches it, and read. 
Treaſon! foul Treaſon! Villain, Traitor, Slave. 
Dutch. What's the matter, my Lord ? 
Tork. Hoa, who's within there? Saddle my Horle, 
Heav'n for his Mercy; what Treachery is here? 
Dutch. Why, what is't, my Lord? 
York, Give me my Boots | ſay ; ſaddle my Horſe 
Now by my Honour, my Life, my Troth, 
I will appeach the Villain. 
Dutch. What is the matter? 
York. Peace, fooliſh Woman. a 
Durch. I will not peace: What is the matter, Son? 
Aum. Good Mother be content, it is no more 
Than my poor Life muſt anſwer. 
Dutch. Thy Life anſwer ! - 
Enter Servant with Boots. 
Tork, Bring my Boots, I will unto the King, | 
Dach. Strike him, Aumerle. Poor Boy, thou art amiz'& 
Hence Villain, never more come in my Sight. 
Dork, Give me my Boots, I ſay. 
Dutch. Why, York, what wilt thou do? 
Wilt thou not hide the Treſpaſs of thine own? 


Have we more Sons? Or are we like to have? [ 
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Is not my teeming date drunk up with Time? 
And wilt thou pluck my fair Son from mine Age, 
And rob me of a happy Mother's Name? 
Is he not like thee? Is he not thine own? 
rk. Thou fond mad Woman, 
Wilt thou conceal this dark Conſpiracy 3 
A dozen of them here have ta'en the Sacrament, 
And interchangeably have ſet their Hands 
To kill the King at Oxford. 
Dutch. He ſhall be none: 
We'll keep him here; then what is that to him? 
York, Away fond Woman, were he twenty times my 
Son, 1 would appeach him. | 
Dutch. Hadſt thou groan'd for him as I have done, 
Thou wouldſt be more pitiful : 
But now I know thy Mird; thou doſt ſuſpect 
That J have been diſloyal to thy Bed, 
And that he is a Baſtard, not thy Son: 
Sweet Tork, ſweet Husband, be not of that mind: 
He 1s as like thee, as a Man may be, 
Nor like to me, nor any of my Kin, 
And yet I love him. 
York, Make way, unruly Woman. [ Exit, 
Dutch. After, Aumerle. Mount thee upon his Horſe, 
Pur poſt, and get before him to the King, | 
And beg thy Pardon, e'er he do accuſe thee. 
Ii not be long behind; though I be old, 
doubt not but to ride as faſt as Tork: 
And never will I riſe up from the Ground, 


Till Bullingbroke have pardon'd thee, Away, be gone. [ Exe, 
SCENE MM 


Enter Bullingbroke, Percy, and other Lords. 


Bulling, Can no Man tell of my unthrifty Son? 
Tis full three Months ſince I did ſee him laſt. 

f any Plague hang over us, tis he: 

would to Heav'n, my Lords, he might be found. 
knquire at London, mongſt the Taverns there: 


, 
' 
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For there, they ſay, he daily doth frequent, 
With unreſtrained looſe Companions | 
Even ſuch, they ſay, as ſtand in narrow Lanes, 
And rob our Watch, and beat our Paſſengers, 
Which he, young, wanton, and effeminate Boy, 
Takes on the point of Honour, to ſupport 

So diſſolute a Crew, 


Percy. My Lord, ſome two Days ſince I faw the Prirct 


And told him of theſe Triumphs held at Oxford. 
Bulling. And what ſaid the Gallant? 
Percy, His Anſwer was; he would untothe Stews, 
And from the common'ſt Creature pluck a Glove 
And wear it as a Favour, and with that 
He would unhorſe the luſtieſt Challenger. 
Bulling. As diſſolute as deſp'rate, yet through both 
I ſee ſome ſparks of better hope; which elder Days 
May happily bring forth. But who comes here ? 
Enter Aumerle. 
Aum. Where is the King? 
Bulling. What means our Couſin, that he ſtares 
And looks fo wildly? 
Aum. God fave your Grace. I do beſeech your Majefty 
To have ſome conference with your Grace alone. 
Bulling. Withdraw your ſelves, and leave us here alone: 


What is the matter with our Couſin now? 


Aum. For ever may my Knees grow tothe Earth, | Null. 
My Tongue cleave to my Roof within my Mouth, 
Unleſs a Pardon, &er I riſe or ſpeak. | 

Bulling. Intended or committed was this Fault ? 

If on the firſt, how heinous Cer it be, 


To win thy after-love I parden thee, 


 Aum, Then give me leave that I may turn the Key, 
That no Man enter 'till the Tale be done. 
Bulling. Have thy defire, | 
Tork, My Liege beware, look to thy ſelf, 
Thou haſt a Traitor in thy Preſence there, 
Bulling. Villain, I'll make thee ſafe. | 
Aum. Stay thy revengeful Hand, thou haſt no cauſe to feu. 
York. Open the Door, ſecure fool-hardy King: 


[York within. 


Shall I for love ſpeak Treaſon to thy Face? 


Open the Door, or I will break it open. 
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| Enter York. 
Bulling. What is the matter, Uncle, ſpeak, recover breath, 
Tell us how near is danger, 
That we may arm us to encounter it. | 
rz. Peruſe this Writing here, and thou ſhalt know 
The reaſon that my haſte forbids me ſhow, 
Aum. Remember as thou read'ſt, thy Promiſe paſt ; 
ce Ido repent me, read not my Name there, 
u Heart is not confederate with my Hand. | 
Tork, It was, Villain, &er thy Hand did ſet it down. 
| tore it from the Traitor's Boſom, King. 
Fear, and not Love, begets his Penitence; 
Forget to pity him, leſt thy Pity prove 
A Serpent, that will ſting thee to the Heart. | 
Julling. Oh heinous, ſtrong, and bold Conſpiracy 4 
O loyal Father of a treacherous Son: 
Thou ſheer, immaculate, and Silver Fountain, 
From whence this Stream, through muddy Paſlages 
Hath had his Current, and defil'd himſelf. 
Thy overflow of good, converts to bad, 
And thine abundant goodneſs ſhall excuſe 
This deadly blot, in thy digreſſing Son. 
Tork. So ſhall my Virtue be his Vice's Bawd, 
And he ſhall ſpend mine Honour with his Shame 3 
As thriftleſs Sons their ſcraping Father's Gold. 
Mine Honour lives when his Diſhonour dies, 
Or my ſham'd Life in his Diſhonour lyes: 
Thou kill'ſt me in his Life, giving him breath, 
The Traitor lives, the true Man's put to Death. 
[Datcheſs within. 
Dutch. What ho, my Liege! for Heav'ns ſake let me in. 
Bulling. What ſhrill-voic'd Suppliant makes this eager cry? 
Dutch. A Woman, and thine Aunt, great King, tis I. 
chin peak with me, pity me, open the Door, | 
A Beggar begs, that never begg'd beſore. 
Bulling, Our Scene is alter'd from a ſerious thing, 
And now chang'd to the Beggar, and the King: 
0 feu. My dangerous Couſin, let your Mother io, 
know ſhe's come to pray for your foul Sin. 
Fork, If thou do pardon, wh ſoever pray, 
ore Sins for this forgiveneſs, proſper may, 
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This feſtzr'd Joint cut off the reſt reſts ſound, 
This let alone, will all the reſt confound, 
Enter Dutcheſs. 
Dutch. O King, believe not this hard-hearted Man, 
Love, loving not it (elf, none other can, 


Tork. Thou frantick Woman, what doſt thou do here} Bu 
Shall thy old Dugs once more a Traitor rear? D. 
Dutch. Sweet York be patient; hear me gentle Liege. K», WY Pard: 
Bu 


Bulling. Riſe up, good Aunt. 


Dutch. Not yet, I thee beſeech; D. 
For ever will I knee] upon my Knees, Yer : 
And never ſee Day that the happy ſces, 3 

ut r 


Till thou give Joy, until thou bid me Joy, 
By pardoning Rutland, my tranſgreſſing Boy. Bu 
Aum. Unto my Mother's Prayers, L bend my Knee. | Ke, WF DI 
Tork. Againſt them both, my true Joints bended be. Knee WF BY: 


Dutch. Pleads he in earneſt? Look upon his Face; With 
His Eyes do drop no Tears, his Prayers are in jeſt; _ Deſtr 
His Words come from his Mouth, ours from our Breaſts: God 
He prays but faintly, and would be deny'd; To O 
We pray with Heart and Soul, and all beſide. They 
His weary Joints would gladly riſe, I know; | But [ 
Our Knees ſhall knee], 'till to the Ground they grow. Uncle 
His Prayers are full of falſe Hypocriſie, Your 
Ours of true Zeal, and deep Integrity: Dui 


Our Prayers do out- pray his, then let them have 
That Mercy, which true Prayers ought to have. 


Bulling. Good Aunt ſtand up. Ext 
Dutch. Nay, do not ſay ſtand up, Have | 
Bur pardon firſt, ard afterwards ſtand up. Was it 
And if I were thy Nurſe, thy Tongue to teach, Ser: 
Pardon ſhould be the firſt Word of thy Speech. Ext 
I never long'd to hear a Word 'till now: And u 
Say pardon, King, let pity teach thee how. Serv 
The Word is ſhort, but not ſo ſhort as ſweet, Ext 
No Word like Pardon, for Kings Mouths ſo meet. As wh 
York, Speak it in French, King, ſay Pardon'ne moy. That v 
Dutch. Doſt thou teach Pardon, Pardon to deſtroy ? Meani: 
Ah my ſowre Husband, my bard-hearted Lord, I am ti 


That ſet'ſt the Word it ſelf, againſt the Word. 
Speak Pardon as tis currant in aur Land, 
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he chopping French we do not underſtand. 
Thine Eye begins ro ſpeak, ſet thy Tongue there: 
Or in thy piteous Heart, plant thou thine Ear, 
That hearing how our Plaints and Prayers do piercc, 
Pity may move thee, Pardon to rehearſe. 

Bulling. Good Aunt ſtand up. 

Dutch. 1 do not ſue to ſtand, 
Pardon is all the Suit I have in hand. 

Bulling. I pardon him, as Heav'n ſhall pardon me, 


Dutch. O 7 Vantage of a kneeling Knee; 
Yer am I ſick for Fear; ſpeak it again, 


Twice ſaying Pardon, doth not pardon twain, 
But makes one Pardon ſtrong. 


Bullizg. I pardon him with all my Heart. 

Dutch, A God on Earth thou art, 

Bulling, But for our truſty Brother-in-law, the Abbot, 
With all the reſt of that conſorted Crew, 
Deſtruction ſtreight ſhall dog them at the Heels. 
Good Uncle help to order ſeveral Powers 
To Oxford, or where - e er theſe Traitors are: 
They ſhall not live within this World, I ſwear, 
But I will bave them once know where, 
Uncle farewel, and Couſin adieu; 
Your Mother well hath pray'd, and prove you true. 

Dutch. Come my old Son, I pray Heav'n make thee new. 

| | Exemnt. 
Enter Exton and 4 Servant. 

Exton, Didſt thou not mark the King what Words he ſpake? 
Have 1 no Friend will rid me of this living Fear. 
Was it not fo? 

Serv, Thoſe were his very Words. 

Exton, Have I no Friend? quoth he; he ſpake it twice, 
And urg'd it twice together; did he not? 

Serv, He did, 

Exton, And ſpeaking it, he wiſtly look d on me, 
As who ſhall ſay, I would thou wert the Man 
That would divorce this Terror from my Heart; 
Mcaning the King at Pomfret. Come, let's go, 
I am the King's Friend, and will rid his Foe, 
9 ü ZExeunt. 
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SCENE IV. A Priſon. 


Emer King Richard. 


R. Rich. J have been ſtudying, how to compare 
This Priſon where I live, unto the World; 
And for becauſe the World is populous, 
And here is not a Creature but my ſelf, 
I cannot do it; yet I'll hammer't out. | 
My Brain, I'll prove the Female to my Soul, 
My Soul, the Father; and theſe two beget 
A Generation of ſtill breeding Thoughts ; 
And theſe ſame Thoughts people this little World 
In Humours, like the People of this World, 
For no Thought is contented. The better Sort, 
As Thoughts of things divine, are intermixt 
With Scruples, and do ſet the Faith it ſelf 


Againſt the Faith; as thus; come little ones; and then again, 


It is as hard to come, as for a Camel 

To thread the Poſtern of a Needle's Eye, 
Thoughts tending to Ambition they do plot 
Unlikely Wonders; how theſe vain weak Nails 
May tear a Paſſage through the flinty Ribs 

Of this hard World, my ragged Priſon Walls: 
And for they cannot, die in their own Pride. 
Thoughts tending to Content, flatter themſelves; 
That they are not the firſt of Fortune's Saves, 
Nor ſhall not be the laſt, Like filly Beggars, 
Who fitting in the Stocks, refuſe their Shame 
That many have, and others muſt fit there; 
And in this Thought, they find a kind of Eaſe, 
Bearing their own Misfortune on the Back 

Of ſuch as have before endur'd the like, 

Thus play I in one Priſon, many People, 
And none contented. Sometimes am I King, : 
Then Treaſon makes me wiſh my ſelf a Beggar, 
And fo I am, Then cruſhing Penury 
Perſuades me, I was better when a King; 

Then am I king'd again; and by and by, 

Think that I am unkiog'd by Ballingbroke, 
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nd freight am nothing. But what · e er I am, [Mufick; 
Nor I, nor any Man, that but Man is, | 
With nothing ſhall be pleas'd, till ke be est d 
With being nothing, Muſick do I heat? 
Hs, ha; keep time: How ſower ſweet Muſick is, 
When time is broke, and no Proportion kept? 
Pois it in the Muſick of Mens Lives; 
And here have I the Daintineſs of Ear, 
To hear time broke in a diſorder d String; 
But for the Concord of my State and Time, 
Had not an Ear to hear my true time broke. 
I waſted Time, and now doth Time waſte me. 
For now hath Time made me his numbring Clock: 
My Thoughts are Minutes; and with Sighs they jars 
Their Watches tomine Eyes, the outward Warch, 
Whereto my Finger, like a Dial's Point, 
Is pointing ſtill, in clean ſing them from Tears, 
Now, Sir, the Sound that tells what Hour it is, 
Are clamorous Groans, that ſtrike upon my Heart, 
Which is the Bell; fo Sighs, and Tears, and Groans, 
Shew Minutes, Hours, and Times: O but my Time 
Runs poſting on, in Bullingbrobe's proud Joy, 
While I ſtand fooling here, his Jack o'th* Clock. 
This Muſick mads me, let it ſound no more; 
For though it have holp mad Men to their Wits, 
In me it ſcems, it will make wife Men mad. 
Yet bleſſiing,en his Heart that gives it me, 
For *ris a Sign of Love; and Love to Richard, 
Is 2 ſtrange Brooch, in this all-hating World. 
| Enter Groom, 
Groom, Hail, royal Prince. 
K. Rech. Thanks, noble Peer. 
The cheapeſt of us, is ten Groats too dear. 
What art thou? and how com'ſt thou hither, 
Where no Man ever comes, but that ſad Dog 
That brings me Food, to make Misfortune live? 
Groom, I waa poor Greom of thy Stable, King, 
When thou wert King, whotravelling towards Tork 
With much ado, ar length have gotten Leave, ' 
o look upon my, ſometimes Royal, Mafter's Face. 
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o how it yearn'd my Heart, when I beheld 
In London Streets, that Coronation Day ; 
When Bullingbrobę rode on roan Barbary ; 
That Horſe, that thou ſo often haſt beſtride; 
That Horſe, that I ſo carefully have dreſs'd. 
K. Rich. Rode he on Barbary? Tell me, gentle Friend, 
How went he under him? 
Groom. So proudly, as if he had diſdain'd the Ground, 
K. Rich. So proud, that Bullingbroke was on his Back; 
That Jade hath eat Bread from my royal Hand. 
This Hand hath made him proud with clapping him. 
Would he not ſtumble? Would he not fall down, 
Since Pride muſt have a fall, and break the Neck 
Of that proud Man, that did uſurp his Back ? 
Forgiveneſs, Horſe; why do I rail on thee, 
Since thou, created to be aw'd by Man, 
Waſt born to bear? I was not made a Horſe, 
And yer I bear a Burthen like an Aſs, 
Spur-gall'd, and tyr'd by jauncing Bullingbroke. 
Euter Keeper with a Diſh. 
Keep. Fellow, give Place, here is no longer ſtay. 
[ To the Groom, 
X. Rich, If thou love me, tis time thou wert away. 
Groom. What my Tongue dares not, that my Heart ſhall ſay. 
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Keep. My Lord, will't pleaſe you to fall to? 

K. Rich. Taſte of it firſt, as thou wert wont to do, 

Keep. My Lord, I dare not; Sir Pierce of Exton, 
Who lately came from th' King, commands the contrary, 

K. Kich, The Devil take Henry of Lancaſter, and thee; 
Patience is ſtale, and I am weary of it. | Beats the Keeper, 

Keep. Help, help, help. 
Enter Exton and Servants. 

. Rich How now? What means Death in this rude A ſſaull 
Villain, thine own Hand yields thy Deaths Inſtrument; 
Go thou and fill another Room in Hell, 

| . [ Exton ſtrikes him down. 
That Hand ſhall burn in never-quenching Fire, 
That ſtaggers thus my Perſon. Exton, thy fierce Hand, 
Hach with the King's Blood ſtain'd the King's own Land. 
Mount, mount my Soul, thy Seat is vp on high, Whit 
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niit my groſs Fleſh ſinks downward here to die. | Dies. 
Exton. As full of Valour as of Royal Blood, 

och have I ſpilt: Oh would the Deed were good; 

2 now the Devil that told me I did well, 

ys, that this Deed is chronicled in Hell. 

his dead King to the living King I'll bear, 

ke hence the reſt, and give them burial here, | E xeuni. 


SCENE V. 
wriſp Enter Bullingbroke, York, with other Lords and 
Attendants, 


Zulling. Uncle Tork, the lateſt News we hear, 
that the Rebels have conſum'd with Fire 
Jur Town of Gceſter in Glouceſter ſhire; 
ut whether they be ta'en or ſlain, we hear not. 
Enter Northumberland. 
elcome my Lord: What is the News? 
North, Firſt to thy ſacred State wiſh I all Happineſs ; 
he next News is, I have to Londes ſent _ 
he Heads of Salisbury, Spencer, Blunt and Kent, 
he manner of their taking may appear 
t large diſcourſed in this Paper here. | Preſenting 4 Paper. 
Bulling, We thank thee, gentle Percy, for thy Pains, 
nd to thy Worth will add right worthy Gains. 
| Enter Fitz-water. 
Fitz, My Lord, I have from Oxford ſent to Londen 
he Heads of Broccas, and Sir Bennet Seely ; 
vo of the dangerous conſorted Traitors, 
hat ſought at Oxford thy dire Overthrow. 
Bulling, Thy Pains, Fitz-water, ſhall not be forgot, 
iht noble is thy Merit, well I wort. 
Enter Percy and the Biſhop of Carliſle, #7 
Percy. The grand Conſpirator Abbot of Meſtminſter, 
ich clog of Conſcience, and ſbur Melancholly, 
th yielded up! his Body to the Grave; 
t here is Carh/le, living to abide 
ly kingly Doom, and. Sentence of his Pride. 
bulling, Carliſle, this is your Doom: 
uſe out ſome ſecret Plate, ſome reverend Room 
Po * Bs: | More 
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More than thou haſt, and with it joy thy ſelf: 
So as thou liv'ſt in Peace, die free from Strife. 
For though mine Enemy thou haſt ever been, 
High Sparks of Honour in thee I have ſeen. 
' Emter Exton with a Co 
_ Exton,” Great King, within this Cotha I preſent 
Thy bury'd Fear. Herein all breathleſs lyes 
The mightieſt of thy greateſt Enemies, 
Richard of Bourdeaux by me hither brought. 
Bulling. Exton I thank thee not, for thou haſt wrougt 
A. Deed of Slaughter with thy fatal Hand, 
Upon my Head, and all this famous Land. 
Exton, From your own Mouth, my Lord, did I this Det 
Bulling. They love not Poiſon, that do Poiſon need; 
Nor do [I thee, though I did wiſh him dead; 
| I hate the Murtherer, love him murthered, 
The Guilt of Conſcience take thou for thy Labour, 
But neither my good Word, nor princely Fayour. 
With Cain go wander through the Shades of Night, 
And never ſhew thy Head by Day, nor Light. 
Lords, I proteſt my Soul is full of Wo, 
That Blood ſhould ſpinkle me, and make me grow. 
| Come mourn with me, for that I do lament, 
| And put on ſullen Black incontinent : 
I'll make a Voyage to the Holy-Land, 
To waſh this Blood off from my guilty Hand. 
March ſadly after, grace my. Mourning here, 
In weeping after this untimely: Bier. Excunt omi 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


ING Henry the Fourth. 


Henry, Prince of Wales 
Prince John of Lancaſter, ; } vor 1 the Kin 


Worceſter, 
Northumberland, 
Hot-ſpur, 
Mortimer, | | 
Arehbiſhop of York, Enemies to the King. 
Dowglaſs, | 
Owen Glendower, 
Hr Richard Vernon, 

Hir Michell, 3 


Weſtmorland yl 
Sir Walter Blunt, þ of the King s Party. 


Tords attending the King. 
Vir John Falſtaff. 
Poins. 
Gads- hill. 
Peto. 
Bardolph. 


Lady Percy, Wife to Hot. ſpur. 17 
Lady Mortimer, Daughter to Glendower, and Il. il — 
to Mortimer. 


Hoſteſs 


Sberiff, Vintner, Chamberlain, Drawers, 2 Ci 
riers, Travellers, and Attendants. 
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| ACTI SCENE I 


Enter King Henry, Lord John of Lancaſter, Ear! 
of Weitmorland, and others, 1 


0 ſhaken as we are, ſo wan with Cre, 
PFiod we a time for frighted Peace to pant, 
And breathe ſhort winded accents of new 
| Broils 

= To be commenc'd in Stronds afar remote: 
Mil. No more the thirſty Entrails of this Soil 
Mall damb her Lips with her own Childrens Blood: 
o more (hall trenching War channel her Fields, 
or bruiſe her Flowrets with the armed Hoof; 
{Hoſtile Paces. Thoſe oppoſed Eyes, 
Vhich like the Meteors of a troubled Heav'n, 
Hof one Nature, of one Subſtance bred, 
did lately meet in the inteſtine ſhock, | 
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And furious cloſe of civil Butchery, 

Shall now in mutual well-beſeeming Ranks 

March all one way, and be no more oppos'd 
Againſt Acquaintance, Kindred, and Allies ; 

The edge of War, like an ill-ſheathed Knife, 

No more ſhall cut his Maſter. Therefore, Friends, 
As far as to the Sepulchre of Chriſt, 

Whoſe Soldier now, under whoſe bleſſed Croſs 

We are impreſſed, and engag'd to fight, 
Forthwith a Power of Exgliſh ſhall we levy, 


Whoſe Arms were moulded in their Mother's Womb Sir U. 
To chaſe theſe Pagans in thoſe holy Fields, Stain 
Over whoſe Acres walk'd thoſe bleſſed Feet Betw 
Which fourteen hundred Years ago were nail'd And 
For our Advantage on the bitter Croſs. The 
But this our purpoſe is a Twelvemonth old, Ten 
And bootleſs tis to tell you we will go: Balk 
Therefore we meet not now. Then let me hear On F 
Of you my gentle Couſin Meſtmorland, | Mord 
What yeſternight our Council did decree, To b 
In forwarding this dear Expedience. Of A 
Weſt. My Liege, this haſte was hot in queſtion, And 
And many limits of the Charge ſet down A gal 
But yeſternight: When all athwart there came We) 
A Poſt from Wales, loaden with heavy News; K. 
Whole worſt was, that the noble Mortimer, In en 
Leading the Men of Hereford ſbire to fight Shoul 
Gk the im ent and wild Glendower, A Sor 
Was by the rude Hands of that Vel ſbman taken, Amor 
And x thouſand of his People butchered; Who 
Upon whoſe dead Corps there vas ſuch miſuſe, Whilf 
Such beaſtly, ſhameleſs Transformation, dee R 
By thoſe Nel ſoomen done, as may not be, Of m 
Without much ſhame, re- told or ſpoken of. bat! 
X. Henry. It ſeems then, that the tidings of this Broil In Cr 
Brake off our Buſineſs for the Holy Land, And c 
Weſt. This, matcht with other like; my gracious Lord, Then 
Far more uneven and unwelcome News But le 
Came from the North, and thus it did report: Of thi 
On Holy-rood Day, the gallant Hor: pur there, Whict 
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Young Harry Percy, and brave Archibald, 

That ever-valiant and approved Scot, 

At Holmedon met, where they did ſpend 

Aſad and bloody Hour: 

As by diſcharge of their Artillery 

And ſhape of likelihood the News was told : 

For he that brought them, in the very Heart 

And pride of their Contention, did take Horle, 

Uncertain of the Iſſue any way. | | 
K. Henry. Here is a dear and true induſtrious Friend, 

Sir Walter Blunt, new lighted from his Horſe, 

Stain'd with the variation of each Soil, 

Betwixt the Holmedon, and this Seat of ours: | 

And he hath brought us ſmooth and welcome News. 

The Earl of Douglas is diſcomfited, | 

Ten thouſand bold Scots, two and twenty Knights 

Balk'd in their own Blood did Sir Walker ſee 

On Holmedon's Plains. Of Priſorers, Hot. ſpar took 

Mordake Earl of Fife, and eldeſt Son | 

To beaten Douglas, and the Earl of Athol, 

Of Murry, Argus, and Menteith, 

And is not this an Honourable Spoil? 

A gallant Prize? Ha, Couſin, is it not? In faith it is. 
Weſt. A Conqueſt for 2 Prince to, boaſt of. 
K Henry, Yea, there thou mak'ſt me (ad, and,mak'ſt me bn, 

In envy, that my Lord Northumberland 

Should be the Father of ſo bleſt a Son; 1 

A Son, who is the Theam of Honour's Tongue: 

Amongſt a Grove, the very ſtreighteſt Plant, 

Who is ſweet Fortune's Minion, and her Pride : 

Whilſt I by looking on the Praiſe of him, 

dee Riot ard Diſhonour ſtain the Brow 

Of my young Harry. O that it could be prov'd, 

That ſome Night-tripping Fairy had exchang d, 

In Cradle Cloaths, our Children where they lay, | 

And call'd mine Percy, his Plantagenet; 

Then would I have his Harry, and he mine: 

But let him from my Thoughts. What think you Coz, 

Of this young Percy*s Pride? The Priſoners, | 

Which he i1 this Adventure hath ſurpriz'd, 
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To his own uſe he keeps, and ſends me Word 
I ſhall have none bur Mordabe Earl of Fife. 
Weſt, This is his Uncle's teaching, this is Worceſter, 
Malevolent to you in all Aſpeas; 
Which makes him prune himſelf, and briſtle up 
The creſt of Youth againſt your Dignity. 
X. Henry. But I have ſent for him to anſwer this; 
And for this Cauſe a while we muſt neglect 


verne 
Moon 


Our holy Purpoſe to Jeruſalem. Fi 

Couſin, on Wedneſday next, our Council we will hold : wy 

At Windſor, ſo inform the Lords, f 75 

But come your ſelf with Speed to us again; a 2 
For more is to be ſaid, and to be done, 1 

Than out of Anger can be uttered. 5 * 

Meß. I will, my Liege. [ Exeunt, as a 

Fal. 

8 C E N E II. the T. 

F.1 

Enter Henry Prince of Wales, and Sir John Falſtaff, ind is 

Fal. Now Hal, what time of Day is it, Lad? Fal. 


P. Henry. Thou art fo fat - witted with drinking of odd Quips 
Sack and unbuttoning thee after Supper, and ſleeping up- vitha 
on Benches in the Afternoon, that thou hiſt forgotten to 24 
demand that truly, which thou wouldſt truly know. What ſteſs of 
a Devil haſt thou to do with the time of the Day? unleſs . F. 
Hours were Cups of Sack, and Minutes Capons, and ume at 
Clocks the Tongues of Bawds, and Dials the Signs of P. B 
Leaping-Houſes, and the bleſſed Sun himſelf a fair hot Fal. 
Wench in Flame-colour'd Taffats, I ſee no Reaſon why thou P. H 
ſhouldſt be fo ſuperfluous, to demand the time of the Day. ſrerch, 

Fal. Indeed you come near me now, Hal. For we that Fal. 
take Purſes, go by the Mcon and ſeven Stars, and nat that the 
by Phaebas, he, r wandring Knight ſo fair. And! ſhall th 
pray thee, ſweet Wag, when thou art King, as God fave King? | 
thy Grace, Majeſty I ſhould ſay, for Grace thou wilt curd of 
have none. ö ; thou art 

P. Henry. What ! none? P. H. 

Fal. No, not ſo much as will ſerve to be Prologue to 20 Fal. 
Egg and Butter. P, H. 
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Pi. Henry, Well, how then ? Come roundly, roundly. 

Fal. Marry then, ſweet Wag, when thou art King, let 
not us that are Squires of the Night's Body, be call'd 
Thieves of the Day's Beauty, Let us be Diana's Foreſters, 
Gentlemen of the Shade, Minions of the Moon; and 
let Men ſay, we be Men of good Government, being go- 
verned as the Sea is, by our noble and chaſt Miſtreſs the 
Moon, under whoſe Countenance we ſteal. 

P. Henry, Thou ſay'ſt well, and it holds well too; for the 
Fortune of us that are the Moon's Men, doth ebb and flow 
like the Sca, being govern'd as the Sea is, by the Moon, 
Asfor Proof, now: A Purſe of Gold moſt reſolutely ſratch'd 
on Monday Nighr, and moſt difſolutely ſpent on Tueſday 
Morning; got with ſwearing, Laid by ; and ſpent with cry- 
ing, Bring in: Now in as low an Ebb, as the Foot of the Lad- 
der; and by and by in as high a flow as the ride of the Gallows, 

Fal. Thou ſay'ſt true, Lad: And is not my Hoſteſs of 
the Tavern a moſt ſweet Wench ? 

P. Henry. As is the Honey, my old Lad of the Caſtle 
and is not a Buff-Jerkin a moſt ſweet Robe of durance 

Fal. How, how? How now mad Wag? What in thy 
Quips and thy Quiddities? What a plague have I to do 
witha Buff-Jerkin ? 

P. Henry. Why, what a Pox have I to do with my Ho- 
ſteſs of the Tavern? | 

Fal. Well, thou haſt call'd her to a reckoning many a 
time and oft. | 

P, Henry, Did I ever call thee to pay thy Part? 

Fal. No, I'll give thee thy due, thou haſt paid all there: 

P. Henry. Yea, and elſewhere, ſo far as my Coin would 
ſtretch, and where it would not, 1 have us'd my Credit. 

Fal. Yea, and ſo us'd it, that were it here apparent, 
that thou art Heir apparent — But I prithee ſweet Wag, 
ſhall there be Gallows ſtanding in England when thou art 
King? and Reſolution thus fobb'd as it is, with the ruſty 
curd of old Father Antick the Law? Do not thou when 
thou art a King, hang a Thief. 

P. Henry, No, thou ſhalt, 
to u T. Sha!lT? O rare! I'll be a brave Judge. 

P, Henry. Thou judgeſt falſe already; I mean thou ws 
| ave 
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have the hanging of the Thieves, and ſo becomd a rare Hingmun, R 

Fal. Well, Hal, well; and in ſome fort it jumps with H. 
my Humour, as well as waiting in the Court, I can tell you, fol 
P. Henry. For obtaining of Suits? 

Fal. Yea, for obtaining of Suits, whereof the Hang, 
min hath no lean Wardrobe, I am as melancholy as 
Gyb-Cat, or a lugg'd Bear, 

P. Henry, Or an old Lion, or a Lover's Lute. 

Fal. Yea, or the Drone of a Lincoln ſhire Bagpipe. 

P. Henry, What ſay'ſt thou to a Hare, or the Melanche- 
ly of Moor-Ditch? 

Fal. Thou haſt the moſt unſavoury Similes, and art indeed 
the moſt comparative raſcalieſt ſweet young Prince, Bu, 
Hal, I prithee trouble me no more with Vanity; I would 
thou and I knew, where a Commodity of good Names were 
to be bought: An old Lord of the Council rated me th: 
other Day in the Street about you, Sir; but I mark'd hin 
not, and yet he talk'd very wiſcly, and in the Street too, 

P. Henry. Thou didſt well; for no Man regards it. 

Fal. O, thou haſt damnable Iteration, and art indeed - 
ble to corrupt a Saint, Thou haſt done much harm unto 
me, Hal, God forgive thee for it, Before I knew thee, Ha, 
I knew nothing; and now I am, if a Man ſhould ſpeak truly, 
little better than one of the Wicked. I muſt give over thi 
Life, and I will give it over; and I do not, I am a Villan, 
Fl be damned for never a King's Son in Chriſtendom. 
P. Henry, Where ſhall we take a Purſe to Morrow, Jack! 

Fal. Where thou wilt, Lad, I'll make one; and 1 d 
not, call me Villain, and baffle me. * 

P. Henry. I ſee a good Amendment of Life in thee, fron 
Praying to Purſe- taking. pee 
Fal. Why, Hal, tis my Vocation, Hal. *Tis no fin fot 

a Man to labour in his Vocation. 
| Enter Poins. 

Poins. Now ſhall we know if Gade. hill have ſet a Watch. 
O, if Men were to be ſaved by Merit; what Hole in Hl 
were hot enough for him? This is the moſt omnipote® 
Villain, that ever cry'd, Stand, to a true Man. 
P. Henry. Good morrow, Ned. 


Poins, Good morrow, ſweet Hal. What ſays Monbiur 
| £ Remork:! 
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Remorſe ? What ſays Sir John Sack and Sugar? Jack! 
How agrees the Devil and thee about thy Soul, that thou 
ſoldeſt him on Goed-Friday laſt, for a Cup of Madera, 
and a cold Capon's Leg? 

P. Henry. Sir Fohn.ſtands to his Word, the Devibſhall have 
f his Bargain, for he was never yet à breaker of Proverbs; 

He will give the Devil his due. 
Poins. Then art thou .damn'd for keeping thy Word with 
the Devil. 

La P. Henry, Elſe he had been damn'd for cozening the Devil. 

Poins. But, my Lads, my Lads, to morrow Morning, by 
four a Clock early at Gads- Hill, there are Pilgrims going ro 
Canterbury with rich Offerings, and Traders riding to 
London with fat Purſes. I have Vizards for you all; you 
have Horſes for your ſelves; GadieHill lyes to Night in Ro- 
cheſter, | have beſpoke Supper to morrow in Eaſt- cheap; we 
way do it as ſecure as ſleep: If you will go, I will ſtuff 
your Purſes full of Crowns; if you will not, tarry at home 
and be hang d. 

Fal. Hear ye Yedward, if I tarry at home, and go not, 
Il hang you for going. 

Poins, You will, Chops. 4 

Fal. Hal, wilt thou make one? 

P. Henry. Who, I rob? I a Thief? not I. 

Fal. There's neither Honeſty, Manhood, nor good Fellow- 
hk hip in thee, nor thou cam'ſt not of the Blood Royal, if 
7 ack? thou dar'ſt not ſtand for ten Shillings. 
"1 (fl F. Henry. Well then, once in my Days I' be a mad-cap, 

Fal. Why, that's well ſaid. 

P. * Well, come what will, I'll carry at home. 
Fal. Fit be a Traitor then, when thou art King. 
P. Henry. I care not. 
Point. Sir Fohn, I prithee leave the Prince and me alone, 
| will lay him down ſuch Reaſons for this Adventure, that 
be ſhall go. | | 

Fal. Well, may'ſt thou have the Spirit of Perſuaſion, and 
he the Ears of p.ohting; that what thou ſpeak'ſt may 
move, and what he hears may be believ'd; that the true 
3 may, for Recreation ſake, prove a falſe Thief; for 


onſieut de poor Abuſcs of the time, want Countenance. Farewel, 
os all find me in Eaft-cheap. 


P, Henry. 
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P. Henry. Farewel the latter Spring. Farewel allholſown 
Summer. | Exit Fil. 

Poins. Now, my good ſweet hony Lord, ride with us to 
morrow. I have a Jeſt to execute, that I cannot manage 2. An 
lone. Falſtaff, Harvey, Roſſil, and Gads-Hill, ſhall rob $0 | 
thoſe Men that we have already way-laid ; your ſelf and I Anc 
will not be there; and when they have the Booty,. if By 
you and I do not rob them, cut this Head from my Shoulders, WWF By | 

* 1 But how ſhall we part with them in ſetting forth} 

Poing. Why, we will ſet forth before or after them, and 
appoint them a Place of meeting, wherein it is at our plez- 
ſure to fail ; and'then will they venture upon the Exploit 
themſelves, which they have no ſooner atchiev'd, but we'll 
ſet upon them. 

P. Henry. Ay but tis like that they will know us by our Hor- 
ſes, by our Habits, and by every other Appointment to be our 
ſelves. | 
Points. Tut, Air Horſes they ſhall not ſee, I'll tye them 

in the Wood ; our Vizards we will change after we leave 
them ; and Sirrah, I have Caſes of Buckram for the ronce 
to immask our noted outward Garmerts. 

P. Henry. But I doubt they will be too hard for us. 

Points. Well, for two of them, I know them to be as true 
bred Cowards as ever turn'd back; and for the third, it 
he fight longer than he ſees Reaſon, I'll forſwear Arms. 
The virtue of this Jeſt will be, the incomprehepſible Lies 
that this fat Rogue will tell us, when we meer at Supper; 
how thirty at leaſt he fought with, what Words, what 
Blows, what Extremities he endured; and in the Reproot 
of this, lyes the eſt. 

P, Henry, Well, I'll go with thee, provide us all things 
neceſſary, and meet me to morrow Night in Eaft- cheap, there 
I'll ſup. Farewel. 

Point. Faiewel, my Lord. [Exit Poins. 

P. Henry. I know you all, and will a u hile uphold 
The unyoak'd Humour of your Idleneſs; 

Yet herein will I imitate the Sun, 

Who doth permit the baſe contagious Clouds 

To ſmother up his Beauty from the World; 

That when he pleaſe again to be himſelf. 

Being wanted, be may be more wondred at, 

By breaki«g through the foul and ug'y Miſts of 


of 
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If all the Year were playing Holidays, 


To ſport would be as tedious as to work; 3 
Bnt when they ſeldom come, they wiſht-for come, 

And nothing pleaſeth but rare Accidents. 

So when this looſe Behaviour I throw off, 

And pay the Debt I never promiſed; | 
By how much better than my Word I am, 

By ſo much ſhall I falſiſie Mens Hopes; 

And like bright Metal on a ſullen Ground 

My Reformation glittering o'er my Fault 

Shall ſhew more goodly, and attract more Eyes, 
Than that which hath no Soil to ſer it off, 

I'll ſo offend, to make Offence a Skill, 


Redeeming time, when Men think leaſt I will. | [ Exit. 


SCENE IL 


Enter King Henry, Northumberland, Worceſter, Hot-ſpur, 
Sir Walter Blunt, aud others, 


K. Henry: My Blood hath been too cold and temperate, 
Uaipt to ſtir at theſe Indignities, 1 | 
And you have found me; for accordingly, 

You tread upon my Patience: But be ſure, 

[ will from henceforth rather be my ſelf, 

Mighty, and to be fear'd, then my Condition, 

Which hath been ſmooth as Oil, ſoft as young Down, 
And therefore loſt the Title of Reſpect, 

Which the proud never pays, but to the proud. 

Wor. Our Houſe, my Soveraign Liege, little deſerves 
The Scourge of Greatneſs to be uſed on it, £ 
And that ſame Greatneſs too, which our own Hands, 

Have holp to make ſo portly. 

North, My Lord. 

K. Henry. Morceſter get thee gone, for I do ſee 

ger and Diſobedience in thine Eye. 

dir, your Preſence is too bold and peremptory, 

And Majeſty might never yet endure 


The moody Frontier of « Servant Brow, 
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You have good Leave to leave us. When we need 
Your Uſeand Counſel,we ſhall ſend for you. Exit Worceſter, 
You were about to ſpeak. [To Northumberland. 
North. Yes, my good Lord, 4 
Thoſe Priſoners in your Highneſs Name demarded, 
Which Harry Percy here at Holmedon took, 
Were, as he ſays, not with ſuch Strength deny'd 
As was deliver'd to your Majeſty ; 
Who either through Envy, or Miſprifion, 
Was guilty of this Fault, and not my Son. 
Hot. My Liege, I did deny no Prifoners. 
But, I remember when the Fight was done, 
When I was dry with Rage, and extredm Toil, 
Breathleſs, and faint, leaning upon my Sword, 
Came there a certain Lord, neat and trimly drefs'd ; 
Freſh as a Bridegroom, and his Chin new reap'd, 
Shew'd like a Stubble Land at Harveſt home. 
He was perfumed like a Milliner, 
And'twixt his Finger and his Thumb, he held 
A Pouncet Box, which ever and anon | 
He gave his Noſe, and rook't away again; 
Who therewith angry, when it next-came there, 
Took it in Snuff, And ſtill he ſmil'd and talk'd; 
And as the Soldiers bate dead Bodies by, 
He call'd them untaught Knaves, unmannerly, 
To bring a ſlovenly, unhandſome Coarſe 
Betwixt the Wind, and his Nobility, 
With many Holiday and Lady Terms 
He queſtion'd me: Amonꝑ the reft, demanded 
My Priſoners, in your Majeſty's behalf. 
T then, all-ſmarting with my Wounds, being cold, 
To be ſo peſtered with a Popingay, 
Out of my-Grief, and my Impatience, 
Anſwer'd, neglectingly, I know not what, 
He ſhould or ſhould not; for he made me mad, 
To ſee him ſhine ſo brisk, and ſmell ſo ſweet, 
And talk ſo like a waiting-Gentlewoman, 
Of Guns, and Drums, and Wounds; God ſave the Mark; 
And telling me, the Soveraign'ſt thing on Earth 
Was Parmacity, ſor an inward Bruiſe; 
And that it was great Pity, fo it was, | That 


_ 


| ark; 


hat 
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W The villainous Salt-peter ſhould be digg d 
Out of the Bowels of the harmleſs Earth, 
Which many a good tall Fellow had: deſtroy'd 
do cowardly. And but far theſe vile Guns, 
| He would himſelf have been a Soldier. 
| This bald, unjointed Chat of his, my Lord, 
Made me to anſwer indirectly, as I ſaid, 

And I beſeech you, let not this Report 
Come currant for an Accuſation, 

Betwixt my Love and you high Majeſty. 

Blunt. The Circum 

What ever Harry Percy then had ſaid, 

To ſuch a-Perſon, and-in ſuch a Place, 
At ſuch a Time, with all the reſt retold, 
May reaſonably die, avd never riſe 
To do him wrong, or any way impeach 
What then he ſaid, ſo he — it now. 
K. Henry. Why yet he doth deny his Priſoners, 
But with Proviſo and Exception, 
That we at our own Charge, ſhall ranſom ſtreight 
His Brother - in- Law, the fooliſh Mortimer, 
Who, in my Soul, hath wilfully betray'd 
The Lives of thoſe, that he did lead to fight, 
Againſt the great Magician, damn'd Glendower, 
Whoſe Daughter, as we hear, the Earl of March 
Hath lately marry'd. Shall our Coffers then 
Be empty'd, to redeem a Traitor home ? 
hall we buy Treaſon? and indent with Fears, 
" hen they have loſt and forfeited themſelves ? 
No; on the barren Mountains let him ſtarve ; 
For I ſhall never hold that Man my Friend, 

hoſe Tongue ſhall ask me for one Penny Colt 
o ranſom home revolted Adortimer. 

Hot. Revolted Mortimer? 
e never did fall off, my Soveraign Liege, 
put by the Chance of War; to prove that true, 
Needs no more but one Tongue, for all thoſe Wounds, 
noſe mouthed Wourds, which valiantly he took, 
'hen on the gentle Severn's Sedgie Bank, - 
\ ſingle E r. Hand to Hand 4 

did confound the beſt part of an Hour 


ance conſider'd, good my Lord, 
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Three times they breath'd, and three times did they drink 


— <2 


The Firft Part 
In changing Hardiment with great Glendower: 


Upon agreement of ſwift Severn's Flood; 


Who then affrighted with their bloody Looks, } 
Ran fearfully among the trembling Reeds, By 
And hid his criſped Head in a hollow Bank, Ei 
Blood-ſtained with theſe valiant Combatants. And 
Never did baſe, and rotten Policy (Wt 
Colour her working with ſuch deadly Wounds ; Upo 
Nor ever could the noble Mortimer Fon 
Receive ſo many, and all willingly; To | 
Then let him not be flander'd with Revolt. W 
K. Henry. Thou doſt belie him, Percy, thou doſt belic him; ive 
He never did encounter with Glendower; Ho 
I tell thee, he durſt as well have met the Devil alone, Procl, 
As Owen Glendower for an Enemy. Heir 
Art thou not aſham'd ? But, Sirrah, henceforth Not 
Let me not hear you ſpeak of Mortimer. Ho 
Send me your Priſoners with the ſpeedieſt Means, Ll hat 
Or you ſhall hear in ſuch a kind from me But (1 
As will diſpleaſe ye. My Lord Northumberland Upon 
Welicenſe your Departure with your Son, nd fc 
Send us your Priſoners, or you'll hear of it; Exit K. Henry, f my 
Hot, And if the Devil come and roar for them, That) 
I will not ſend them. I will after ſtreight - jeing 
And tell him ſo; for I will esſe my Heart, he C. 
Although it be with hazard of my Head. | ) pard, 
North, What, drunk with Choler ? ſtay and pauſe a while, Lo ſhe\ 
Here comes your Uncle. Enter Worceſter, herei, 
Hot. Speak of Mortimer ? aul it 
Yes, I will ſpeak of him, and let my Soul Ur fill 
Want Mercy, if I do not join with him. hat Me 
In his behalf, 1'll empty all thoſe Veins, Vid pag 
And ſhed my dear Blood Drop by Drop i th* Duſt, Is both 
But I will lift the downfall'n Mortimer o pur e 
As high i'th Air as this unthankful King, 7 2 
a 


As this ingrate and cankred Bullingbroke. |; 
North. Brother, the King hath made your Nephew mad. .“ you 

| 7 Worceſter % bim, 

Wor. A ho ſtrook this Heat up aſter I was gore? 5 Jet 
Hot. He will, forſooth, have all my Priſoners: v 
And when I urg'd the Ranſom once again on YE 
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of my Wife's Brother, then his Cheek look'd pale, 
And on my Face he turn'd an Eye of Death, 
Trembling even at the Name of Mortimer. 
Mor. I cannot blame him; was he not proclaim'd 
By Richard that dead is, the next of Blood ? 
North. He was : I heard the Proclamation, 
And then it was, when the unhappy Kin 
(Whoſe Wrongs in us, God pardon) did ſet forth 
Upon his /riſþ Expedition; | 
hom whence, he intercepted, did return 
To be depos'd, and ſhortly murthered. | 
Wor. And for whoſe Death, wein the World's wide Mouth | 
Live ſo ſcandaliz'd, and foully ſpoken of. | 
Hor. But ſoft, I pray you; did King Richard then 0 
Proclaim my Brother Mortimer 1 
Heir to the Crown? n 
North. He did; my ſelf did hear it. 
Hor. Nay, then I cannot blame his Couſin King, 
[That wiſh'd him on the barren Mountains ſtarv'd. 
Bur ſhall it be, that you that ſet the Crown 
Upon the Head of this forgetful Man, 
nd for his ſake wore the deteſted Blot 
f murtherous Subornations ? Shall ir be, 
That you a World of Curſes undergo, 
zeing the Agents, or baſe ſecond Means, — 
he Cords, the Ladder, or the Hangman rather ? 
0 pardon, if that I deſcend fo low, 
chile, No ſhew the Line, and the Predicament 
eſter. berein you range under this ſubtle King. 
: all it for Shame, be ſpoken in theſe Days, 
Dr fill up Chronicles in time to co 
hat Men of your Nobility and Power, 
bid gage them both in an unjuſt behalf, 
ls both of you, God Pardon it, have done, 
o put down Richard, that ſweet lovely Roſe, 
nd plant this Thorn, this Canker Bulling broke 8 
nd ſhall it in more Shame be further ſpoken, 
mid. bat you are food, diſcarded and ſhook off 
"ceſter. “ bim, for whom theſe Shames ye underwent ? 
2, yet Time ſerves, wherein you may redeem 


dur baniſh'd Honours, and reſtore your ſelves 
Ol Yo L, III. M 5 
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| Into the good Thoughts of the World again. 
| Revenge the jeering and diſdain'd CONT | 
| | Of this proud King, who ſtudies Day and Night 
Y To anſwer all the Debt he owes unto you, 
9 Even with the bloody Payments of your Deaths? 
} Therefore I ſay ——— 
f Wor, Peace, Coulin, ſay no more. 
3 And now I will unclaſp a ſ:cret Book, 
And to your quick conveying Diſcontents, 
I I' read you Matter, deep and dangerous, 
As full of Peril and adventurous Spirit, 
| 


As to o'er-walk a Current, roaring loud, 
On the urſtedfaſt footing of a Spear. 

Hot. If he fall in, good Night, or fink or ſwim : 

Send danger from the Eaſt unto the Weſt, 
So Honour croſs it from the North to South. 
And let them grapple: The Blood more ſtirs 

To rowze a Lion, than to ſtart a Hare. 

North. Imagination of ſome great Exploit, 
Drives him beyond the Bounds of Patience. 

Hot. By Heav'n, methinks it were an eaſie Leap, 
To pluck bright Honour from the pale-fac'd Moon, 
Or dive into the Bottom of the Deep, 

Where Fadom-line could rever touch the Ground, 
And pluck up drowned Honour by the Locks : 
do he that doth redeem her thence, might wear 
Without Coerival, all her Dignities; f 

But out upon this half-fac'd Fellowſhip, 

or. He apprehends a world of Figures hers, 
But not the Form of what he ſhould attend. 
Good Couſin give me Audience for a while, 
And liſt to me. 

Hot. I cry you Mercy. 

Wor. Thoſe ſame noble Scors 
That are your Priſonerg=— 

Hot, III keep them all. 

By Heav'n, he ſhall not have a Scet of them: 
No, if a Scot would fave his Soul, he ſhall not. 
F'il keep them, by this Hand. 

Wor, You ſtirt away, | 

And lend no Ear unto my Purpoſes. 


| 


Hl 
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Thoſe Priſoners you ſhall keep, 
Hot, Nay, 1 will; that's flat: 
He ſaid he would not ranſom Mortimer: 
| Forbad my Tongue to ſpeak of Mortimer: 
| But I will find him when he lyes aſleep, 
And in his Ear III holla, Mortimer. | 
8 Nay, I'll have a Starling ſhall be taught to ſpeak 
Nothing but Mortimer, and give it him, 
To keep his Anger ſtill in Motion. 
Mor. Hear you, Coufin : A Word. 
Hot. All Studies here I ſolemnly defie, 
| Sve how to gall and pinch this Bullingbroke : 
And that ſame Sword and Buckler, Prince of Wales, 
But that I think his Father loves him not, 
And would be glad he met with ſome Miſchance, 
I would have poiſon'd him with a Pot of Ale. 
Wor. Farewel, Kinſman z I'll talk to you 
When you are better temper'd to attend. 
North. Why what a waſp-tongu'd and impatient Fool 
Ait thou, to break into this Woman's Mood, 
Tying thine Ear to no Tongue but thine own? 
Hot. Why look you, I am whipt and ſcourg'd with Rods, 
Nettled, and ſtung with Piſmires, when I hear 
Of this vile Politician Ballingbroke : 
In Richard's time what d'ye call the Place? 
A Plague upon't——it is in Gloceſter ſpire 
Tvas where the Madcap Duke his Uncle kept. 
His Uncle r“ — here I firſt bow'd my Knee 
Unto this King of Smiles, this Bullingbroke: 
When you and he came back from Ravenſpurg. 
North, At Barkley Caſtle, 
Hot, You fay true: 
hy what a gaudy deal of Courteſie 
his fawning Greyhound then did proffer me! 
ock when his infant Fortune came to Age. 
ind gentle Harry Percy and kind Couſin 
), the Devil take ſuch Cozeners God forgive me- 
od Uncle tell your Tale, for I have done. 
War. Nay, if you have not, to't again, 
ell ſtay your Leiſure. 
Hot, I have done, inſooth. 
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mor. Then once more to your Scottiſh Priſoners, 
Deliver them up without their Ranſom ſtreight, 
And make the Dowplaſs Son your only Mean 
For Powers in Scotland; which for divers Reaſons 
Which I ſhall ſend you written, be aſſur'd 
Will eaſily be granted you, my Lord. 
Your Son in Scotland being thus employ'd, 
Shall ſecretly into the Boſom creep 1 
Of that ſame noble Prelate, well bclov'd, | — 
The Arch-Biſhop. 
Hot. Of Tork, is't not? 
Wor. True, who bears hard 
His Brother's Death at Briſtow, the Lord Scroop. 
I ſpeak not this in Eſtimation, 
As what I think might be, but what I know 
Is ruminated, plotted, and ſet down, 
And cnly ſtays but to behold the Face 
Of that Occaſion that ſhall bring it on. 
Hot. I ſmell it. 
Upon my Life, it will do wondrous well, 
North. Before the Game's a Foot, thou ſtill lett'ſt (lp 
Hot. Why, it cannot chuſe but be a noble Plot, 
And then the Power of Scotland, and of York 
To join with Mortimer; ha! 
Mor. And ſo they ſhall. 
Hit. In faith it is exceedingly well aim'd. 
Mor. And *cis no little Reaſon bids us ſpeed, 
To fave our Heads, by raifing of a Head: 
For, bear our ſelves as even as we can, 
The King will always think him in our Debt, 
And think we think our ſelves unſatisfy'd, Ve 


Tull he hath ſound a time to p.y us home. * 

And ſee already, how he doth begin * 2 

To make us Strangers to his Looks of Love. * * 
Hot. He does, he does; we'll be reveng'd on him. S Fle 


Mor. Coulin, farewel, No further go in this, 
Than I by Letters ſhall direct your Courſe ; 
When time is ripe, which will be ſuddenly, 

II Real to Glendower, and Lord Mortimer, 
Where you, and Dowglaſs, and our Powers at once, 
As I will faſhion it, tha!l happily meet, 
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To bear our Fortunes in our own ſtrong Arms, 
Which now hold at much uncertainty, 
North, Farewel, good Brother, we ſhall thrive, I cruſt, 
| Hot. Uncle, adieu: O let the Hours be ſhorr, 
Till Fields, and Blews, and Groans applaud our Sport. 
[ Exemm . 


"2 


—— 


ACT IL SCENES: L 


Exter a Carrier with a Lanthorn in his Hand. 


1 Car, Eigh ho, an't be not four by the Day I'll 

be hang'd. Charles wain is over the new 
Chimney, and yct our Horſe not packt. What, Oſtler? 
| Off, Anon, anon. 
r Car, I prithee Tom, beat Cuts Saddle, put a ſew 
Flocks in the Point: The poor Jade is wrung in the Wi- 
ners, out of all ceſs. 

Enter another Carrier. 

2 Car. Peaſe and Beans are as dank here as a Dog, and 
his is the next way to give poor Jades the Bots : This 
Houſe is turn'd upſide down, fince Robin the Oſtler dy'd. 

Car. Poor Fellow never joy'd fince the Price of Oats 
ole, it was the Death of him. 

2 Car, I think this is the moſt villainous Houſe in all 
London Road for Fleas : I am ſtung like a Tench. 

Car. Like a Tench ? There's ne'er a King in Chriſten» 
*. could be better bit, than I have been ſince the fiſt 
ock, | 
2 Car, Why, you will allow us ne%r 2 Jourden, and 
nen we leak in your Chimney : And your Chamberlye 
needs Fleas like a Loach. 

Car. What Oſtler, come away, and be hang'd, come 
way. 

2 Gar, I have a Gammon of Bacon, and two Rezes of 
Inger, to be deliver'd as far as Charing-Croſi. 

1 Car, The Turkies in my Panniers are quite flarv'd. 
bat Oſtler ? A Plague on thee, haſt thou never an Eye 
thy Herd? Canſt not hear? And twere not as good a 
M ; Deed 
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Deed as drink, to break the Pate of thee, Iam a very Vil. 
| lain, Come and be hang'd, haſt no Faith in thee? 
Enter Gads-Hill. 

Gad. Good Morrow, Carriers. What's a Clock ? 

Car. I think it be two a Clock. 
| Gads. I prithee lend me thy Lanthorn, to ſee my Geld. 
ing in the Stable. | : 

1 Car, Nay, foft I pray ye, I know a Trick worth two 
of that. 

Gad. I prithee lend me thine, 

2 Car. Ay, when, canſt tell? Lend me thy Lanthor:, 
quoth a | marry I'll ſee thee hang'd firſt, 

Gads. Sirrah, Cartier, what time do you mean to com: 
to London ? : 

2 Car. Time enough to go to Bed with a Candle, 
warrant thee, Come Neighbour Aſuzges, we'll call up the 
Gentlemen, they will along with Company, for they har: 
great Charge, [ Ex. Carrier. 


Enter Chamberlain. 

Gade. What ho, Chamberlain? 

Chamb. At hand, quoth Pick-Purſe. 

Gads, That's even as fair, as at hand, quoth the Char. 
berlain; for thou varieſt no more from picking of Purlcs 
than giving Direction doth from labouriog, Thou liyl 
the Plot, how. 

Chamb. Good morrow Maſter Gads-hill, it holds cui 
rant that I cold you yeſlernight, There's a Franklia in thi 
wild of Kent, hath brought three hundied Marks with 
him in Gold; I heard him tell it to one of his Compam) 
laſt Night at Supper; a kind of Auditor, one that hit 
abundance of Charge too, God knows what; they arc !? 
already, and call for Eggs and Butter. They will a## 
preſently, 

Gads. Sirrah, if they meet not with S. Nicholas Clarkh 

I'll give thee this Neck. 

Camb. No, I'll none of it: I prithee keep that for th 
Hangman, for I know thou worſhipp'ſt S. Nicholas 
truly as a Man of Falſhood may. | 

Gads, Whit talk'ſt thou to me of the Hangman? l 
hang I'll make a fat Pair of Gallows. For if 1 hang 


old Sir John bangs with me, and thou know'ſt hes 
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. WE Starveling, Tut, there are other Trajans that thou 
. drcam'ſt not of, the which, for Sport ſake, are content to 
do the Profeſlion ſome Grace; that would, if Matters 
| ſhou'd be look'd into, for their own Credit ſake, mike 
all whole. I am join'd with no Foot-Land-Rakers, no 
Long -Staff fix Penny Strikers, none of thoſe mad Muſta- 
IG | chio-purple-hu'd- Malt-worms, but with Nobility and Tran- 
quility 3 Burgomaſtere, and great Oneyers, fuch as can hold 
in, ſuch as will ſtrike ſooner than ſpeak ;, and ſpeak ſooner 
than drink, and drink ſooner than pray; and yer I lye, for 
they pray continually unto their Saint the Common-wealth ; 
or rather, not pray to her, but prey on her; for they 
[ride up and down on her, and make her their Boots. 
Camb, What, the Common-wealth their Boots ? Will 
ſhe hold out Water in foul Way? 
Gads. She will, ſhe will; Juſtice hath liquor'd her. 
We ſteal, as in a Caſtle, Cock-ſure; we have the Receipt of 
Fern-leed, we walk inviſible. 
Chamb. Nay, I think rather, you are more beholding 
to the Night, than the Fern-ſeed, for your walking inviſible, 
Gaas, Give me thy Hand. 
Thou ſhalt have a Share in our Purpoſe, 
Lam a true Man. 
Chamb. Nay, rather I t me have it, as you are a falſe Thief. 


lay Gags, Go to, Homo is a commom Name to all Men, 
id the Oſtler bring the Gelding out of the Stable. 
| 2 Farewel, ye muddy Knave. | Exennt, 


wit! 

1 SCE NB N 

hit : 

rc p Enter Prince Henry, Poins and Peto. 
auen. Come, Shelter, Shelter, I have removed Falffaf”s 


Horſe, and he frets like a gumm'd Velvet. 


I . Henry. Stand cloſe. 
Enter Falſtaff. 
for th Fal. Poins, Poins, and be hang'd Poins, 
“. Henry. peace ye fat · kiduey'd Raſcal, what a bawling doſt 


ou keep? 


Fal, What Poins, Halt 
M 4 7 rince. 
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Prince. He is walk'd up to the Top of the Hill. I'll po 
ſeek him. 

Fal. I am accurſt to rob in that Thief's Company: That 
Raſcal hath remov'd my Horſe, and ty'd him I know not 


Where. If I travel but four Foot by the Square further 
afoot, I ſhall break my Wind. Well, I doubt not bur to 
die a fair Death for all this, if I *ſcape hanging for killing 
that Rogue. I have forſworn his Company hourly any 
time this two and twenty Yezr, and yet I am bewitcht with 
the Rogue's Company. If the Raſcal have ret given me 
Medicines to make me love him, I'll be hang'd, it could 
not be elſe ; I have drunk Medicines. Poins, Hal, 1 
Plague upon you both. Bardolph, Peto; Vil ſtarve Cer | 
rob a Foot further. And 'twere not as good a Deed as to 
drink, to turn True-man, and to leave theſe Rogues, I am 
the varieſt Varlet that ever chew'd with a Tooth. Eight 
Yards of uneyen Ground, is three ſcore and ten Miles afoot 
with me; and the ſtony hearted Villains know it wel 
enough. A plague upon'c, when Thieves cannot be tiue 
one to another, [They whiſtle, 
Whew, a Plague light upon you all. Give me my Horte; 
you Rogues, give me my Horſ', and be hang d. 

P. Henry. Peace ye ſat Guts, lye down, lay thine Ear cloſe to 
the Ground, and liſt if you can hear the Tread of Travellers 

Fal. Have you any Leavers to lift me up again being 
down ? I'll not bear mive own Fleſh ſo far afoot agall, 
for all the Coin in thy Father's Exchequer. What a Plague 
mean ye to colt me thus? 

P. Henry. Thou lieſt, thou art not colted, thou art uncoltec, 

Fal. | prithee, good Prince Hal, help me to my Hot 
good King's Son. | | 

P. Henry, Out you Rogue, ſball I be your Oſtler? 

Fal. Go hang thy ſelf in thy own Heir-apparent Garten; 
if I be ta'en, 1'l peach for this; and I have not Balla 
made on you all, ard ſung to filthy Tunes, let a Cup of Sack 
be my Poiſen; when a Jeſt is ſo forward, and afoot tea 


I hate it, 
| Enter Gads · hill and Bardolph. 
Gaas. Stand. 
Fal. So I do againſt my Will. 
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Points. O tis our Setter, I know his Voice: 
Bardolph, what News? 
Bard, Caſe ye, caſe ye; on with your Vizards, there's 
Mony of the King's coming down the Hill, tis going to 
| the King's Exchequer. ; 
Fal. You lie, you Rogue, tis going to the King's Tavern. 
Gad. There's enough to make us all, 
5 Fal. To be hang'd. 
by P, Henry. You tour ſhall front them in the narrow Lane: 
Ned and 1 will walk lower; if they ſcape from your en- 


a7 counter, then they light on us. 
n Peto. But how many be of them? 
Gad. Some eight or ten. 


Fal. Will they not rob us? 
P. Henry. What, a Coward, Sir Jobs Paunch? 


iry Fal. Indeed I am not John of Gaunt, your Grandfather; 
” but yet no Coward, Hal. 


P. Henry. We'll leave that to the Proof. 


wel Prins. Sirrah, Fack, thy Horſe ſtands behind the Hedge, 
ue Wl when thou necd*it him, there ſhalt thou find him; farewel, 
W. 0d fund faſt. 
orlez Fal. Now cannot I ſtrike him if I ſhould be hang'd. 

P. Henry. Ned, where are our Diſguiſes? 
leto Poins, Here hard by: Stand cloſe. 
* Fal. Now my Maſters, happy Man be his dole ſay I; 
bel" every Man to his Buſineſs. 
= : Enter Travellers, 
5 Trav. Come, Neighbour; the Boy ſhall lead our Horſes 
Fr down the Hill: We'll a foot awhile, and eaſe our Legs. 


1 Thieves. Stay. 
Holte Trav. Jeſu bleſs us. 
Fal. Strike; down with them, cut the Villains Thros's; 


7 | ih! whorſon Caterpillars; Bacon-fed Knaves, they hate us 
* Youth; down with them, fleece them. 

* Trav. O, we are undone, both we and ours for ever. 
e Fal. Hang ye gorbellied Kraves, are you undone? No 


Je Fat Chuffs. I would your ſtore were here. On Bacons 
on, what ye Knaves? Young Men muſt live, you are Grand 
[uors} We'll jure ye i faith. 

Here they rob them and bind them. 


Enter 
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Enter Prince Henry and Poins: 

P. Henry. The Thieves have bound the True - men: Now 
could thou and I rob the Thieves and go merrily to London, 
it would be Argumenr for a Week, Laughter for a Month, 
and a good Jeſt for ever, 

Poins. Stand cloſe, I hear them coming, 

Enter Thieves again. * 

Fal. Come my Maſters, let us ſhare, and then to Horſe 
before Day; and. the Prince and Poins be not two arrant 
Cowards, there's no equity ſtirring, There's no more Va- 
jour in that Poins, than in a wild Duck, 

P. Henry. Your Mony. 

Poins, Villains. 

| As they are ſharing, the Prince and Poins ſet upon them, 

They all run away, leaving the Booty behind them, 

P. Henry. Got with much caſe. Now merrily to Horſ:: 
The Thieves are ſcattered, and poſſeſt with fear ſo ſtrongly, 
that they dare not meet each other; each takes his Fellow 
for an Officer. Away good Ned, Falſtaff ſweats ro Death, 
and Lards the lean Earth as he walks along; wer't not for 
laughing, I ſhould pity him; 

Point. How the Rogue roar d. 


SCENTS i 


Euter Hot · pur ſolus, reading a Letter. 


But for mine own Part, my Lord, I could be well conter- 
ted to be there, in reſpect of the love I bear your Howſe, tic 
could be contented : Why is he not then? In reſpect of the 
love he bears our Houſe He ſhews in this, he loves his 
own Barn better than he loves our Houſe, Let me ſce ſome 
more. The purpoſe you undertake is dangerous. Why that's 
certain: *Tis dangerous to take a cold, to ſleep, to drink; 
but I tell you, my Lord Fool, out of this Nettle, Danger; 
we pluck this Flower, Safety. The purpoſe you undertake ii 
dangerous, the Friends you have named uncertain, the time i 
ſelf unſorted, and your whole Plot too light, for the counter: 
poize of ſo great an Oppoſition. Sa you ſo, ſay you ſo? | 
ſay unto you again, you are a ſhallow cowardly Hind, and 


you lie, What a lack- brain is this? I proteſt, our Plot i 
3 
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25 good a Plot as ever was laid; our Friends true and con- 
ſlant: A good Plot, good Friends, and full of Expectation; 
An excellent Plot, very good Friends. What a Froſty-ſpi- 
rited Rogue is this? Why, my Lord of York commends 
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By this 
Hand, if I were row by this Raſcal, I could brain him 
with his Lady's Fan, Is there not my Father, my Uncle, 
and my ſelf, Lord Edmond Mortimer, my Lord of Tork, 
and Owen Glendower? Is there not beſides, the Dowylaſs? 
Have I not all their Letters, to meet me in Arms by the 
ninth of the next Moth? And are there not ſome of 
them ſet forward already? What a Pagan Raſcal is this? 
And Infidel, Ha! you ſhall ſee now in very ſincerity of Fear 
and cold Heart, will he to the King, and lay open all our 
proceedings. O, I could divide my ſelf, and go to buffers, 
for moving ſuch a Diſh of Skim'd-Milk with ſo honourable 
n Action. Hang him, let him tell the King we are prepa- 
red, I will ſet forwards to Night. 

Enter Lady Percy. 
How now, Kate! J muſt leave you within theſe two Hours. 

Lady. O my good Lord, why are you thus alone} 

For what Offence have I this Fortnight been 
A baniſh'd Woman from my Harry's Bed? 
Tell me, ſwest Lord, what is't that takes from thee 
Thy Stomach, Pleaſure, and thy golden Sleep? 
Why doſt thou bend thy Eyes upon the Earth? 
And ſtare fo often when thou ſitt'ſt alone? 
Why haſt thou loſt the freſh Blood in thy Cheeks? 
And given my Treaſures and my Rights of thee, 
To thick-ey'd Muſing, and curft Melancholly ? 
in thy faint Slumbers, I by thee have wucht, 
And heard thee murmur Tales of Iron Wars: 
peak terms of manage to thy bounding Steed, 
Cry Courage to the Field, And tho! haſt ralk'd 
Of Sallies, and Retires; Trenches, Tents, 
Of Palifadoes, Frontiers, Parapets; 
Of Baſilisks, of Cannon, Culverin, 
Of Priſoners Ranſom, and of Soldiers ſlain, 
And all the current of a heady fighr. 
Thy Spirit within thee hath beer ſo at War, 
Ang thus hath ſo beſtirr'd thee in thy Sleep, 2 

at 


. 
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The Beds of Sweat have ſtood upon thy Brow, 
Like Bubbles in a late diſturbed Stream; 
And in thy Face ſtrange motions have appear'd, 
Such as we ſee when Men reſtrain their Breath, 
On ſome great ſudden haſte, O what Portents are theſe} 
Some heavy Buſineſs hath my Lord in Hand, 
And I muſt know it; elle he loves me not. 
Hot, What ho; is Gilliams with the Packet gone? 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. He is, my Lord, an Hour agone. 

Hot. Hath Butler brought thoſe Horſes from the Sheriff? 

Serv, One Horſe, my Lord, he brought even now. 

Hot. What Horſe? A Roan, a Crop-ear, is it not? 

Serv. It is, my Lord. 

Hor. That Roan ſhall be my Throne. Well, I will back Wh 
him ſtreight. Eſperance, bid Butler lead him forth into the T6 
Park. Wil 

Lady. But hear you, my Lord. L 

Hot. What ſay'ſt thou, my Lady? 

Lady. What is it that carries you away? 

Hot. Why, my Horſe, my Love, my Horſe. 

Lady. Out you mad-headed Ape, a Weazel hath not ſuch 


2 deal of Spleen, as you are toſt with. In ſooth III know F. 
your Buſineſs, Harry, that I will. I fear my Brother Mor- lend 
timer doth ſtir about his Title, and hath ſent for you to Ps 
line his Enterprize, But if you go P. 
Hot. So far afoot, I ſhall be weary, Love. or fo 
Lady. Come, come, you Paraquito, anſwer me directly ſtring 


unto this Queſtion, that I ſhall ask. Indeed I'Il break thy of D 

little Finger; if thou wilt not tell me true. | 
Hot. Away, away, you Trifler : Love! I love thee not, 

I care not for thee, Kate; this is no World 

To play with Mammets, and to tilt with Lips. 

We muſt have bloody Noſts, and crack'd Crowns, 

Ard paſs them currant too Gods me, my Horſe, 

What fay'ſt thou, Kate? What would'ſt thou have with me? 
Lady. Do ye not love me? Do you not indeed? 

Well, do not then. For ſince you love me not, 

J will nat love my ſelf. Do you not love me? 

Nay, tell me if thou ſpeakeſt in Jeſt or no. 
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Hot. Come, wilt thou ſee me ride ? 
And when I am a Horſe-back, I will ſwear 
[ love thee infinitely, Bur hark you, Kate, 
I muſt not have you henceforth queſtion me, 
Whither I go; nor reaſon where about. 
Whither I muſt, I muſt; and to conclude, 
This Evening muſt I leave thee, gentle Kare. 
I know you wiſe, but yet no further wiſe 
Then Harry Percy's Wife. Conftant you ate, 
But yet a Woman; and for Secrefie, 
No Lady cloſer: For I will believe, 
Thou wilt not utter what thou doſt not know, 
And fo far will I truſt thee, gentle Kare. 
Lady. How ſo far? | 
Hor. Not an Inch further. But hark you Kate, 
Whither I go, thither ſhall you go too: 
To Day will I ſet forth, to morrow you. 
Will this content you Kare? 
Lady, It muſt of force, 


$S C& N-E IV; 


Enter Prince Henry and Poins. 


P. Henry. Ned, prethee come out of that fat room, and 
lend me thy Hand to laugh a little, | 

Poins, Where haſt been, Hal? 

P. Henry, With three or four Loggerheads, amongſt three 
or fourſcore Hogſheads. I have ſounded the very bale 
ſtring of Humility, Sirrah, I am ſworn Brother toa Leaſh 
of Drawers, and can call them by their Names, 2s Tom, 
Dick, and Francis, They take it already upon their Con- 
tidence, that though I be but Prince of ales, yet I am the 
King of Curteſie; telling me flatly, I am not proud like 
Jack Falftaff, but a Corinthian, a Lad of mettle, a good 
Boy, and when I am King of England, I ſhall command 
all the good Eads in Eaft-cheap. They call drinking deep, 
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| Exennt, 


dying Scarlet; and when you break in your watring, then 


they cry Pem, and bid you play it off. To conclude, I 
im ſo good a Proficient in one quarter of an Hour, that I 


Gan drink with any Tinker in his own Language curing my 
e. 
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Life, I tell thee Ned, thou haſt Joſt much Honour, thi þ 
thou wert not with me in this Action; but ſweet Ned, to 
ſweeten which Name of Wed, I give thee this Penny worth 
of Sugar, clapt even now into my Hand by an under Skinker 
one that never ſpake other Engliſh in his Life, then Eigh: 
Shillings and Six Pence, and, Tou are welcome Sir: With thi 
ſhrill Addition, Aron Sir, Anon Sir, Score a Pint of By 
ſtard in the Half Moon, or ſo. But Ned, to drive 2 
time till Falſtaf come, I ptithee do thou ſtand in ſome by 
Room, while 1 queſtion my puny Drawer, to what end he 
ave me the Sugar, and do never leave calling Frauci, 
that his Tale to me may be nothing but, Avon: Step afid;, 
and I'll ſhew ther a Preſident. 
Poins, Francis. 
P. Henry. Thou art perfect, 
Poins, Francis, 
Enter Francis and the Drawer, 
Fran, Anon, anon Sir; look down into the Pomgtare, 
Ralph. 
P. Henry, Come hither, Francis. 
Fran, My Lord. 


P. Henry. Jo long haſt thou to ſerve, Francis? Vi 
Fran, Forſooth five Years, and as much as to Look 
Poins, Francis, with 
Fran. Anon, anon Sir, | them 


P. Henry, Five Years; Berlady, along Leaſe for the clink R. 
ing of Pewter, But Francis, dareſt thou be ſo valiant, Doing, 
to play the Coward with thy Indenture, and ſhew it a flit 


pair of Heels, and run from it? Poi 
Fran, O Lord, Sir, I'll be (worn upon all the Books in P. 1 
England, | could find in my Hear. at the 
Poins, Frantis. Poi: 
Fran. Anon, anon Sir. what 
P. Henry. How old art thov, Francis? Drawe 
Francis. Let me ſee, about Michaelmas next I ſhallbe— P. F 
Poins, Francis. ſelves | 
Fran. Anon Sir; pray you ſtay alittle, my Lord. the Pu 
P. Henry. Nay, but hark you Francis, for the Sugar thou What' 
gaveſt me, twas a Penny worth, was't not? Fran 
Fran, O Lord, Sir, I would it had been two. J. B 
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P. Henry. I will give thee for it a thouſand Pound: ask me 
when thou wilt, and thou ſhalt have it. 

Pains, Francis, 

Fran. Anon, anon. 

P. Henry. Anon, Francis? No, Francis, but to morrow 
Francis; or Francis, on Thurſday, or indeed Francis, when 


Ba thou wilt, But Francis, 
way Fran, My Lord. 
» by P. Henry, Wilt thou rob this leathern Jerkin, Chriſtal But- 


ton, Not-pated, Apga-tring, Puke-ſtocking, Caddice- Gatter, 
Spaniſh Pouch. 

Fran. O Lord, Sir, who do you mean? 

P. Henry, Why then your brown Baſtard is your only 
Drink; for look you, Francis, your white Canvas Doublet 
will ſfully, In Barbary, Sir, it cannot come to ſo much. 

Fran, What, Sir? 

Poins, Francis. 

P, Henry. Away you Rogue, doſt thou hear them call? 

Here they both call, the Drawer ſtands amazed, not 
knowing which way to go. 
Enter Vintner. 

Vint, What ſtand'ſt thou ſtill, and hear'ſt ſuch a calling? 
Look to the Gueſt within: My Lord, old Sir obs 
with half a Dozen more are at the Door; ſhall I let 
them in? 

g P. Henry, Let them alone a while, and then open the Door. 
bins, 


anet, 


Enter Poins, 

Poins. Anon, anon, Sir. 

P. Henry, Sirrah, Falſtaff and the reſt of the Thieves are 
at the Door; ſhall we be merry? 
Poins, As merry as Crickets my Lad. But hark ye, 
what cunning Match have you made with this Jeſt of the 

Drawer? Come, what's the Iſſue ? 

P. Henry. Tamnow of all Humours, that have ſhew'd them- 
ſelves Humours, ſince the old Days of Goodman Adam, to 
the Pupil Age ef this preſent twelve à Clock at Midnight, 
What's a Clock, Francis? 

Fran, Anon, anon, Sir. 

P. Henry. That ever this Fellow ſhould have fewer Words 
than a Parrot, and yet the Son of a Woman. His 2 
ary 


thou 
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ſtry is up Stairs and down Stairs; his Eloquence the par- 
cell of a Reckoning. I am not yer of Percys Mind, the 
Hot-ſpur of the North; he that kills me ſome fix or ſe- 
ven Dozen of Scots at a Breakfaſt, waſhes his Hands and 
fays to his Wife, Fie upon this quiet Life, I want Work, 
O my ſweet Harry, ſays ſhe, how many haſt thou kill 
to Day? Give my roan Horſe a Drench, ſays he, and an- 
ſwers, ſome fourteer, an Hour after; a Trifle, a Trifle, 
I prithee call in Falſtaff, III play Percy, and that damn'd 
Brawn ſho!! play Dame Mortimer his Wife. Rive, fays 
the Drurkad, Call in Ribs, call in Tallow. 

Enter Falſtaff. 

Poins, Welcome Fack, wheie haſt thou been? | 

Fal. A plague of all Cowards, I ſay, and a Vengeance 
too, merry and Amen. Give me a Cup of Sack, Boy. Et 
T lead this Life long, I'll fow nether Socks, and ment 
them too. A plague of all Cowards. Give me a Cup of 
Sack, Rogue. Is there no Virtu+ extant ? 

p. Henry. Didſt thou never ſee Titan kiſs a Diſh of Butter, 
pitiful hearted Titan, that melted at the ſweet Tale of th: 
Sun ? If thou didſt, then behold that Compound. 

Fal. You Rogue, here's Lime in this Sack tho; there 
is nothing but Roguery to be found in villainous Man; yet 
a Coward is worſe than a Cup of Sack with Lime. A 
villainous Coward---go thy ways old Fack, die when tho! 
wilt, if Minhood, good Manhood be not forgot upon the 
Face of the Earth, then am I a ſhotten Herring: Therelives 
not three good Men unhang'd in England, and one of them 
is fat, and grows old, God help the while, à bad W orldl 
ſiy. I would I were a Weaver, I could fing all manner of 
Songs. A plague of all Cowarde, I ſay ſtill. 

P. Heary, How now Woolſack, what mutter you? 

Fal. A King's Son? If 1 do not beat thee out of thy 
Kingdom with a Dagger of Lath, and drive all thy Sub- 
jects afore thee like a Flock of wild Geeſe, I'll never wel 
Hair on my Face more. You Prince of Wales? 

P. Henry. Why you horſon round Man! What's the Matter! 

Fal. Are you not a Coward? Anſwer me to that, and 
Poins there ? 

P. Henry. Ye fat Paunch, and ye call me Coward, Tl 
ſtab thee. | | * 
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Fal. I call thee Coward ! I'll ſee thee damn'd Cer I call 
thee Coward ; but I would give a thouſand Pound I could 
run as faſt as thou canſt, You are ſtreight enough in the 
Shoulders, you care not who ſees your Back: Call you 
chat backing of your Friends ? a plague upon ſuch backing; 
give me them that will face me. Give me a Cup of Sack, 
I am a Rogue if I drunk to Day. 

P. Henry. O Villain, thy Lips as ſcarce wip'd ſince thou 
drunk'ſt laſt. 

Fal. All's one for that. 

A plague on all Cowards, ſtil}, ſay I. 
P. Henry. What's the Matter? 
Fal. What's the Matter | here be four of us, have ta'en 

2 thouſand Pound this Morning. | 
P. Henry, Where is it Fack? Where is it? 

Fal. Where is it? taken from us, it is; a hundred upon 
poor four of us. 

P. Henry. What, a hundred, Man ? 

Fal. T am a Rogue, if I were not at half Sword with 
Dozen of them two Hours together. I have eſcap'd by 
Miracle. I am eight times thruſt through the Doubler, 
four through the Hoſe, my Buckler cut through and 
through, my Sword hack'd like a Hand-ſaw, ccce ſignum. 
| never dealt better ſince I was a Man; all would not do. 
A Plague on all Cowards——let them ſpeak ; if they ſpeak 
more or leſs than Truth, they are Villains and the Sons of 
Darkneſs, 

P. Henry. Speak Sirs, how was it? 

Gads, We four ſet upon ſome Dozen. 

Fal. Sixteen, at leaſt, my Lord. 

Gads, And bound them. 

Peto, No, no, they were not bound. 

al. You Rogue they were bound, every Man of them, 
ram 2 Few elſe, an Ebrew Few. 

Gads, As we were ſharing, ſome fix or ſeven freſh Men 
lt upon us. 

Fal. And unbound the reſt, and then came in the other, 

P. Henry, What, fought ye with them all? | 

Fal. All? I know not what ye call All; but if I foughe 
dot with fifty of them, I am a Bunch of Radiſh; if there 

Yor. III. N were 


| He drinks, 


— — a ee. 


en Knaves, in Kendal Green, came at my Back, and let 
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were not two or three and fifty upon poor old Fack, then 
am I no two-legg'd Creature. 
Poins. Pray Heav'n, you have not murthered ſome of them, 
Fal. Nay, that's paſt praying for. I have pepper'd two 
of them; two I am ſure I have pay'd, two Rogues in Buck. 
ram Suits, I tell thee what, Hal, if I tell thee a Lie, 
ſpit in my Eace, call me Horſe ; thou know'ſt my old 
Word; here I lay, and thus I bore my Point; four Rogues 
in Buckram let drive at me. 
P. Henry, What, four? thou ſaidſt but two, even nov. 
Fal. Four Hal, I told thee four, 
Point. Ay, Ay, he ſaid four. | 
Fal. Theſe four came all a-front, and mainly thruſt u 
me; I made no more ado, but took all their ſeven Points 
in my Target, thus. 
P. Henry, Seven ? why there were but four, even now. 
Fal. In Buckram. 
Points. Ay, four, in Buckram Suits. 
Fal. Seven, by theſe Hilts, or I am a Villain elſe. 
P. Henry. Prithee let him alone, we ſhall have more anon, 
Fil. Doſt thou hear me, Hal? 
P. Henry. Ay, and mark thee too, Fack. | 
Fal. Do ſo, for it is worth the liſtning too: Theſe nine 
in Buckram, that I told thee of ——- 
P. Henry. So, two more already. 
Fal. Their Points being broken 
Poins. Down fell his Hoſe, 3 
Fal. Began to give me Ground; I but follow'd me cloſe 
came in Foot and Hand; and with a Thought ſeven of the 
eleven I pay'd. | 
P. Henry, O monſtrous! Eleven Buckram Men grown out 


of two! | 
Fal. But as the Devil would have it, three miſ-begot- 


drive at me; for it was ſo dark, Hal, that thou couldſt not 
ſce thy Hand, | 

P. Henry, Theſe Lies are like the Father that begets them, 
groſs as a Mountain, open, palpable Why thou Clay 
brain'd Guts, thou Knotty-pated Fool, thou Horſon obſcete 
gteaſie Tallo Catch. of 


jon, 


nine 


Joſe, 
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n out 
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Fal. W hat, art thou mad? Art thou mad? Is not the 
Truth, the Truth? 

P. Henry. Why, how could'ſt thou know theſe Men in 
Kendal Green, when it was fo dark, thou could'ſt not ſee 
1 Come tell us your Reaſon: What ſuy'lt thou 
to this? 

Poins, Come, your Reaſon, Jack, your Reaſor. F 

Fal. What, upon compulſion? No; were I at the Strap- 
pado, or all the Racks in the World, I would not tell you 
on Compulſion. Give you a Reaſon on cmpulſion I If 
Reaſons were as plenty as Black- Berries, I would give no 
Man a Reaſon upon Compulſion, I. : 

P. Henry. I'll be no longer guilty of this Sin. This 
ſanguine Coward, this Bed-prefler, this Horſeback- breaker, 
this huge Hill of Fleſh. _ 

Fal. Away you Starveling, you Elf.-skip, you dry'd 
Neats-Torgue, Bull's-piſſel, you Stock-fiſh : O for Breath 
to utter. What is like thee ? You Tailor's Yard, you Sheath, 


| you Bow-Caſe, you vile ſtanding Tuck. 


P. Henry, Well, breath a while, and then to't again; and 
when thou haſt tyr'd thy ſelf in bale Compariſons, hear me 
ſpeak but thus. 

Point. Mark Jack. 

P. Henry, We two ſaw you four ſet on four and bound 
them, and were Maſters of their Wealth: Mark now, how 
a plain Tale ſhall put you down. Then did we two ſer 
ou you four, and with a Word, outfac'd you from your 
Prize, and have it, yea, and can ſhew it you in the Houſe, 
And Falftaff, you carrry'd your Guts away as nimbly, with 
35 quick Dexterity, and roar'd for Mercy, and till ran 
and roar'd, as ever 1 heard Bull-Calf. What a Slave art 
thou, to hack thy Sword as thou haſt dore, ard then 
ſay it was in fight. What Trick ? What Device? What 
ſtating Hole canſt thou now find out, to hide thee from 
this open and apparent Shame ? | 

Point. Come, let's hear Jack: What Trick haſt thou now? 
Fal. I knew ye, as well as he that made ye. Why hear 
ye my Maſters, was it for me to kill the Heir apparent? 
Should I turn upon the true Prince? Why, thou knoweſt 
am as valiant as Hercules; but beware Inſtinct, the Lion 
vill not touch the true Prince: Iuſtinct is a great 1 

2 
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I was a Coward on InflinQ: I ſhall think the better of my 
ſelf, and thee, during my Life; I, for a valiant Lion, and 
thou for a true Prince, But Lads, I am glad you have the 
Mony, Hoſteſs, clap to the Doors ; watch to Night, pray 
to Morrow. Gallants, Lads, Boys, Hearts of Gold, 40 
the good Titles of Fellowſhip come to you. What, ſhall 
we be merry ? Shall we have a Play extempore? 

P. Henry. Content, and the Argument ſhall be, thy 
running away. 

Fal. Ah! no more of that, Hal, if thou loveſt me. 
Enter Hoſteſs. 

Hoſt. My Lord the Prince! 

P. Henry. How now, my Lady the Hoſteſs, what fay'lt 
thou to me? | 

Hoſt, Marry, my Lord, there is a Nobleman of the 
Court at Door would ſpezk with you; he ſays he come 
from your Father, 

P. Henry. Give him as much as will make him a royal Man, 
and fend him back again to my Mother. 

Fal. What manner of Man is he? 


, | Hoſt. An old Min. 
ö Fal. What doth Gravity out of his Bed at Midnight? 
Shal! I give him his anſwer ? 


P. Henry. Prithee do, Zack, 
Fal. Faith and I'll ſend him packing. [ Exit, 
P. Henry. Now Sirs, you fought fair; ſo did you Pen, 
ſo did you Bardolph; you are Lions too, you ran away up- 
on Inſtinct; you will not touch the true Prince, no, fie. 
| Bard. Faith, I ran when I faw others run. 
| P. Henry, Tell me now in earneſt ; how came Falſfaf's 
| Sword ſo hackt? 

Peto. Why, he hackt it with his Degger, and ſaid, he 
would ſwear Truth out of all England; but he would make 
you believe it was done in fight, and perſuaded us to do 
the like, 

Bard, Yea, and tickle our Noſes with Spear-grafs, to 
make them bleed, and then beſlubber our Garments with 
it, and ſwear it was the Blood of true Men. I did that 
I did not theſe ſeven Years before, I bluſh'd to hear his 


monſſrous Devices. 
P. Herr). 
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P. Henry, O Villain, thou ſtolleſt a Cup of Sack eighteen 
Years ago, and wert taken with the Manner, and ever 
ſince thou haſt bluſh'd extempore; thou hadſt Fire and 
Sword on thy Side, ard yet thou ranneſt away : What la- 
ſtinct hadſt thou for it? 

Bard. My Lord, do you ſee theſe M:teors ? do you be- 
hold theſe Exhalations? 

P, Henry. I do. 

Bard, W hat think you they portend ? 

P. Henry. Hot Livers, and cold Purſes. 

Bard, Choler, my Lord, if rightly taken, 

P. Henry. No, if rightly taken, Halter. 

Enter Falſtaff, 
Here comes lean Jack, here comes Bare-bone. How 
now my ſweet Creature of Bombaſt, how long is't ago, 
Zack, fince thou ſaw'ſt thine own Knee? 

Fal. My own Knee? When I was about thy Years, 
Hal, I was not an Eagle's Talon in the Waſte, I could 
have crept into 'any Alderman's Thumb-Ring : A plague 
of Sighing and Grief, it blows a Man up like a Bladder. 
There's villainous News abroad: Here was Sir John Braby 
from your Father; you mult go to the Court in the 
Morning. That ſame mad Fellow of the North, Percy 
and he of Wales, that gave Amamon the Baltinado, and 
made Lucifer Cuckold, and ſwore the Devil his true Liege- 
_ upon the Croſs of a Wel/þ-hook : What a plague call you 

im? 

Points. O, Glendower. 

Fal. Owen, Owen; the ſame, and his Sor-in-law Morti- 
mer, and old Northamberland, and the ſprightly Scot of 
— Dowglaſ;, that runs a Horſeback up a Hill perpendi- 
cular, 

. Henry, He that rides at high ſpeed, and with a Piſtol 
kills a Sparrow flying. 

Fal. You have hit it, 


* 


F. Henry. So did he never the Sparrow. 


Fal. Well, that Raſcal hath good Metal in him, he will 


not run. 


P. Henry, Why, what a Raſcal art thou then, to praiſe 
lim ſo for running? 


N 3 Fal. 
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Fal. A Horſeback, ye Cuckow, but afoot he will rot 


budge a foot, | | 
P. Henry, Ves, Fack, upon Inſtinct. 


Fal. I grant ye, upon Inſtinct: Well, he is there too, H. 
and one Mordabe, and a theuland blew-Caps more. Wer. tin 
ceſter is ſtoll'n away by Night : Thy Father's Beard is the 
turn'd white with the News: You may buy Land now u yet 
Cheap as ſtinking Mackerel. 2 Th 

P. Henry, Then 'tis like, if there come a hot Sun, and this par 
civil buffeting hold, we ſhall buy Maidenheads as they buy thi 
Hob-nails, by the Hundred. dot 

Fal. By the Maſs, Lad, thou ſay'ſt true, it is like we the 


ſhall have good trading that Way. But tell me, Hal, an at ? 
not thou horribly afeard ? thou being Heir apparent, could ear 
the World pick thee out three ſuch Enemies again 3s that Son 
Fiend Dowglaſs, that Spirit Percy, and that Dcvil Glendow- to b 
er ? Art thou not horribly afraid ? Doth not thy Blood olte. 


thrill at it? by t 
P. Henry. Not a whit: I lack ſome of thy Inſtinct. repo 
Fal. Well, thou wilt be horribly chid to morrow, when for 

thou com'ſt to thy Father: If thou do love me, practiſe Tea. 

an Anſwer. but i 


P. Henry. Do thou ſtand for my Father, and examine me I hay 
upon the Particulars of my Life. 


Fal. Shall 1? content: This Chair ſhall be my State, "of 
this Dagger my Scepter, and this Cuſhion my Crown. Fa 
P. Henry. Thy State is taken for a joint-Stool, hy gol- chear 
den Scepter ſor a leaden Dagger, and thy precious rich age, 
Crown for a pitiful bald Crown, clinin 
Fal. Well, and the Fire of Grace be not quite out of is E. 
th:e, now ſhalt thou be mov'd. Give me a Cup of Sack ceives 
to make mine Eyes look red, that it may be thought 1 the 7 
have wept, for I muſt ſpeak in paſſion, and I will do it 1 the T. 
King Chambiſes Vein. that E 
P. Henry. Well, here is my Liege ee nw, 
Fal. And here is my Speech; ſtand aſide Nobility. this 
Hoft. This is excellent Sport, i faith. 2. 
Fal. Weep not, ſweet Queen, for trickling Tears 2 or me 
vain. Fal. 
Heft. O the Father, how he holds his Countenance? jeſtical 
Tal. For God's fake, Lords, convey my triſtful Queer, Wi Heels 


for Tears do ſtop the Flood-gates of her Eyes. Hol. 
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Heſt. O rare, he doth it as like one of theſe harlotry 
Players, as ever I ſee. 

Fal. Peace good Pint-pot, peace good Tickle-brain. 
Harry, I do not only marvel, whece thou ſpendeſt thy 
timez but alſo, how thou art accompany'd : For though 
the Camomil, the more it is trodden, the faſter it grows; 
yet Youth, the more it is waſted, the ſooner it wears. 
Thou art my Son; I have partly thy Mother's Word, 
partly my Opinion; but chiefly, a villainous Trick of 
thine Eye, and a fooliſh hanging of thy nether Lip, that 
doth warrant me. If then thou be Son to me, here lyeth 
the Point; why, being Son to me, art thou ſo pointed 
at? Shall the bleſſed Son of Heav'n prove a Micher, and 
eit Black- berries? a Queſtion not to be ask'd. Shall the 
Son of England prove a Thief, and take Purſes ? a Queſtion 
to be asd. There is a thing, Harry, which thou haſt 
often heard of, and it is known to many in cur Land, 
by the Name of Pitch: This Pitch, as ancient Writers do 
reporf, doth defile; ſo doth the Company thou keep'ſt; 
for Harry, now I do not ſpeak to thee in Drink, but in 
Tears; not in Plcaſute, but in Paſſion; not in Words only, 
but in Waes alſo; and yer there is a virtuous Man, whom 
- have often noted in thy Company, but I know not his 

ame, _ 

P. Henry. What manner of Man, and it like your Majeſty? 

Fal. A goodly portly Man ifaith, and corpulent, of a 
chearful Look, a pleaſing Eye, and a moit noble Carri- 
ape, and as I think, his Age ſome fifty, or, by rlady, in- 
clining to threeſcore; and now I remember me, his Name 
is Falftaff; If that Man ſhould be lewdly given, he de- 
ceives me; for Harry, 1 ſee Virtue in his Looks, If then 
the Tree may be known by the Fruit, as the Fruit by 
the Tree, then peremptorily I ſpeak ir, there is Virtue in 
that Falſtaff; him keep with, the reſt baniſh. And tell me 
now, thou naughty Varlet, tell me, where haſt thou been 
| this Month ? 

P. Henry. Doſt thou ſpeak like a King? Do thou ſtand 
for me, and I'll play my Father. . 

Fal. Depoſe me! if thou doſt it half fo gravely, ſor ma- 
jeltically, both in Word and Matter, hang me up by the 


Heels for a Rabbet-ſucker, or a Poulterers Hare. 
N 4 P, Henry. 
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P. Henry. Well, here I am ſet. 

Fal. And here I ſtand ; judge, my Maſters. 

P. Henry. Now Harry, whence come you? 

Fal. My noble Lord, flom Eaſt- cheap. 

P. Henry. The Complaints I hear of thee are grievous, 

Fal. V'tach, my Lord, they are falſe. Nay, I'll tickle ye 
for a young Prince. 

P. Henry, Sweareſt thou, ungracious Boy ? Henceforth 
ne'er look on me; thou art violently carry'd away from 
Grace; there's a Devil haunts thee, in the likeneſs of: 
fat old Man: a Tun ef Man is thy Companion: Why 
doſt thou converſe with that Trunk of Humouns, tha 
Boulting-Hutch of Beaſtlineſs, that ſwoln Parcel of Drop 
fies, that huge Bombard of Sack, that ſtuft Cloak-bag o 
Guts, that roſted Manning-Tree Ox with the Pudding; 
in his Belly, that reverend Vice, that grey Iniquity, that 
Father Rufhar, that Vanity in Years; wherein is he good, 
but to taſte Sack and drink it? Wherein neat and cleanly, bu 
to carve a Capon and eat it? Wherein cunning, bur in 
Craft? Wherein crafcy but in Villany? wherein villainous, 
but in all things ? wheicin worthy, but in fiothing? 

Fal. I would your Grace would take me with you: 
What means your Grace? 

P. Henry, That vil'ainous abominable Miſ-leader cf Youth 
Falſtaff, that old white-hearded Sathan. 

Ful. My Lord, the Man I know, 

P. Henry. I know thou doſt. | 

Fal. Bur to fay,. I know more harm in him than in 
my ſelf, were to ſay more than I know. That he is «1 
the more's the pity, his White Hairs do witneſs it; But thi 
he ie, ſaving your Reverence, a Whore-maſter, that I ut 
rerly deny. If Sack and Sugar be a Fault, Heav'n help thc 
Wicked : If to be old and merry, be a Sin, then many 4 
Hoſt that I know is damn'd : If to be far, be to be hated, then 
Pharoal/'s lean Kine are to be loved. No, my good Loi 
baniſh Pero, baniſh Bardolph, baniſh Poins; but for ſwee! 
Fack, Falſtaff, kind Fack FaiſtsF, true Fack Falſtaff, val 
ant Jack. Falſtaff, and therefore more valiant, being 28 he Þ 
old Jack Falſtaff, baniſh nat him thy Harry's Compaf ], 
baviſh not him thy Harry's Company; baniſh plu3? 
Zack, ard bariſh all the World, 
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g. Henry. I do, I will. | 
Enter Bardolph running. 

Bard, O, my Lord, my Lord, the Sheriff with a moſt 
monſtrous Watch, is at the Door, 

Fal. Out ary Rogue, play out the Play: I have much 
thay in the ehalf of that Falſtaff. 
Enter the Hoſteſs. 

Hoſt, O, my Lord, my Lord, 

Fal. Heigh, heigh, the Devil rides upon a Fiddle-ſtick : 
What's the Matter? 

Hoſt. The Sheriff and all the Watch are at the Door: 
they are come to ſearch the Houſe, ſhall I let them in? 

Fal. Doſt thou hear, Hal? never call a true Piece of 
Gold a Counterfeit: Thou art eſſentially mad, without 
ſcerming fo, 

P. Henry. And thou a natural Coward, without Inſtinct. 

Fal. I deny your Major; if you will deny the Sheriff, 
ſo; if nor, let him enter. If I become not a Cart as 
well as another Man, a plague on my bringing up; I hope 
I ſhall as on be ſtrangled with a Halter, as another. 
P. Henry. Go hide thee behind the Arras, the reſt walk 


above, Now my Malters, for a true Face and good Con- 
ſcience, 


Fal. Both which I have had; bur their Date is out, and 
therefore I'll hide me. 
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Exeunt Fa'ſtaff, Bardolph, &c. 
P. Henry, Call in the Sheriff. 
Enrer Sheriff and the Carrier. 
P. Henry. Now Maſter Sheriff, what is your Will with me? 
Sher, Furſt, pardon me, my Lord. A Hue and Cry hath 
follow'd certain Men unto this Houſc. 
P. Henry. What Men? 
Sher, One of them is well knowr, my gracious Lord, a 
erols fat Man, 
Car, As fat as Butter. 
T. Henry, The Men, I do aſſure you is not here, 
For I my ſelf at this time have imploy'd him; 
And, Sheriff, I will engage my Word to thee, 
That I will, by to Morrow Dinner time, 
dend him to an{wer thee, or any Man, 


For 
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For any thing he ſhall be charg'd withal: 
And ſo let me intreat you leave the Houſe. 
Sher, I will, my Lord; there are two Gentlemen 
Have in this Robbery loſt three hundred Marks. 
P. Henry, It may beſo; if he have robb'd theſe Men, 
He ſhall be anſwerable; and fo farewel. 
Sher. Good Night, my noble Lord. 


P. Henry. I think it is good Morrow, is it not? 2 
Sher. Indeed, my Lord, I think it be two a Clock, | Ex, H 
H. Henry. This oily Raſcal is known as well as Pauls; $0 Val 
call him forth. it 
Peto. Falſtaff? Faſt aſleep behind the Arras, and ſnoititg i 
like a Horſe. | = ; 
P. Henry, Hark, how hard he fetches his Breath: ſearch hi " 8 
Pocket's. | He ſearcheth his Pockets, and Audeth certain P * ; 
P. Henry, What haſt thou found ? 5 C 
Peto. Nothing but Papers, my Lord. | He wil 
P. Henry, Let's ſce, what be they? read them. Bat 
Peto. Item, a Capon, 2 5. 2d. boke bo 
Item, Sawce, 4d. | Gleng 
Item, Sack, two Gallons, 5 5. 4 d. | be fro 
Item, Anchoves and Sack after Supper, 2 5. 6 d. Df burn 
Item, Bread, ob. The fr 
P, Henry. O monſtrous, but one half Penny-werth d JE 40 
Bread to this intolerable deal of Sack? What there is e Hot | 
keep cloſe, we'll read it at more advantage; there let hin = M 
ſleep *till Day. I'll to the Court in the Morning: We mul * * 
all to the Wars, and thy Place ſhall be honourable, I Gley 7 
procure this fair Rogue a Charge of Foot, and [ knowh ts 
Death will be a March of Twelveſcore, The Mony (hu f you l 
be paid back again with Advantage. Be with me b:tin 6% 
in the Morning; and fo good Morrow, Peto. Hot, « 
Pero. Good morrow, good my Lord. LExeu- 10 ſee th 
nd not 
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Enter Hot - ſpur, Worceſter, ' Lord Mortimer, and Owen 
Glendower. 


Heſe Promiſes are fair, the Parties ſure, 
And our Induction full of proſperous hope. 
Hot. Lord Mortimer, and Couſin Glendower, 

Vill you ſit down? 

nd Uncle Worceſter — A plague upon it, 

I have forgot the Map. 

Glend, No, here it is; 

dit Couſin Percy, fit good Couſin Hotſpur : 

For by that Name, as oft as Lancaſter doth ſpeak of you, 

5 Cheeks look pale, and with a riſing ſigh, 

He wiſheth you in Heav'n. 

3 you in Hell, as oft as he hears Owen Glendower 

poke of, 

Glend, I cannot blame him; at my Nativity, 

be front of Heav'n was full of fiery Shapes, 

Of burning Creſſets; and at my Birth, 

The fram and foundation of the Earth 

diak'd like a Coward. 

Hot, Why ſo it would have done at the ſame Seaſon, if 

your Mother's Cat had but kitten'd, though your ſelf had 

ever been born, 
Glend, I ſay the Earth did ſhake when I was born. 
Hot, And I ſay the Earth was not of my Mind; 

{ you ſuppoſe, as fearing you, it ſhook. 

Glend, The Heavens were all on fire, the Earth did tremble, 
Hot. Oh, then the Earth ſhook 

Lo ſee the Heavens on fire, 

dd not in fear of your Nativity. 

vieaſed Nature ofcentimes breaks forth 

d ſtrange Eruptions; and the teeming Earth 

with a kind of Cholick pinch'd and vext, 

by the impriſoning of unruly Wind 
"thin her Womb; which for enlargement ſtriving, 

Wits the old Beldam Earth, and tumbles down 


n 
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Steeples, and moſs-grown Towers. At your Birth, 
Our Grandam Earth, having this Diſtemperature, 
In paſſion ſhook. 

Glend. Couſin; of many Men 
I do not bear theſe Croſſings: Give me leave 
To tell you once again, that at my Birth 
The front of Heav'n was full of fiery Shapes, 
The Goats ran from the Mountains, and the Herds 
Were ſtrangely clamorous to the frighted Fields: 
Theſe Signs have mark'd me extraordinary, 
And all the Courſes of my Life do ſhew, 
T am not it the Roll of common Men. 
Where is the Living, clipt in with the Sea, 
That chides the Banks of Erplana, Scotland and Wales, 
Which calls me Pupil, or hath read to me? 
And bring him out, that is but Woman's Son, 
Can trace me in the tedious ways of Art, 


is ap 
ly Fat 


(or ſha] 


And hold me pace in deep Experiments, Vithin 
* Hor. I think there's no Man ſpeaks better Welſh, Your Te 
I'll to dinner. Glend, 
Mort. Peace, Couſin Percy, you will make him mad, id in x 
Glend, I can call Spirits from the vaſty Deep: om wh 
Hot. Why, ſo can I, or ſo can any Man: or there 
But will they come, when you do call for them? pon thy 
Glend. Why, I can teach thee, Couſin, to command the Hor,” þ 
Devil, MM quanti; 
Hot. And I can teach thee, Couſin, to ſhame the Dev! We, how 
By telling Truth, Te! Truth, and ſhame the Devil. nd cuts 
If thou have Power to raiſe him, bring him hither, huge h. 
And I'll be ſworn, I have Power to ſhame him hence. | have « 
Oh, while you live, tell Truth, ard ſhame the Devil. ad here 
Mort. Come, come, no more of this unprofitable Chat. Wh new. 
Glend, Three times hath Henry Byllingbroke made head Bi Hal oo 
Agaidſt my Power; thrice from the Banks of Wye, fob m 
And Sandy=bottom'd Severn, have I ſent him, Glend, | 
Bootleſs home, and Weather-beaten back. Mort. 
Hot. Home, without Boots, 'd runs 
And in foul Weather too, | ding th 
How ſczpes he Agues in the Devil's Name? 5 00 the 


Glend. Come, here's the Map: 
Shail we divide our Right, 
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cccording to our three fold order ta'en ? 
Mort, The Arch- Deacon hath divided it 
to three Limits, very equally: 
gland, from Trent, and Severn hitherto, 
y South and Eaſt, is to my part aſſhgn'd: 
|| Weſtward, Wales, beyond the Severn ſhore, 
nd all the fertile Land within that bound, 
To Owen Glendower ; and dear Couſin to you 
The remnant Northward, lying off from Trent. 
And our Indentures Tripartite are drawn: 
(hich being ſealed enterchangeably, 
\ Buſineſs that this Night may execute, 
o morrow, Couſin Percy, you and J, 
ud my good Lord of Worceſter, will ſet forth, 
Io meet your Father, and the Scorrifſh Power, 
5 is appointed us at Shrewsbary. 
ly Father Glendower is not ready yet, 
Or ſhall we need his help theſe fourteen Days: 
Vithin that ſpace, you may have drawn together 
Hur Tenants, Friends, and neighbouring Gentlemen. 
Glend, A ſhorter time ſhall ſend me to you, Lords: 
Vd in my Conduct ſhall your Ladies come, 
rom whom you now muſt ſteal, and take no leave, 
or there will be a World of Water ſhed, 
pon the parting of your Wives and you. 
Hot,” Methinks my Moiety, North from Burton here, 
1 quantity equals not one of yours: 
e, how this River comes me cranking in, 
nd cuts me from the beſt of all my Land. 
| huge half Moon, a monſtrous Cantle out. 4 
| have the Current in this place damm'd up: 
id here the ſnug, and Silver Trent Thall run 7 


Chat. new Channel, fair and evenly : 
ad WF Gall not wind with ſuch a deep Iudent, 


rob me of ſo rich a bottom here. 

Glend, Not wind? It ſhall, it muſt, you fe it doth. 

Mort, Yea, but mark how he bends his Courſe, 

Ne runs me up, with like advantage on the other fide, 

ding the oppoſing Continent as much, 

500 the other fide it takes from you. ou 
or. 


cor 
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mor. Yea, but a little Charge will trench him here, MA cl 
And on this North-fide win this Cape of Land, A co 
And then he runs ſtraight and even. And 


Hot. I'Il have it fo, a little Charge will do it. 
Glend, I'll not have it alter'd, 
Hot, Will not you ? 
Glend. No, nor you ſhall not. 
Hot. Who ſhall ſay me nay ? 
Glend. Why, that will I. 
Hot Let me not underſtand you then, ſpeak it in }/:{, 
Glend, | can ſpeak Engliſh, Lord, as well as you, 
For I was train'd up in the Engliſh Court: 
Where, being but young, I framed to the Harp 
Many an E»gliſh Ditty, lovely well, 
And gave the Tongue a helpful Ornament; 


As pt 
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cry" 
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Worſe 
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A Virtue that was never ſeen in you. Exceed 
Hot, Marry, and I am glad of it with all my Heart. . ſtran 
J had rather be a Kitten, and cry mew, iliant 


nd as 
dhall T | 
e hold 
nd cur 
hen Ve 
Warran 
ght C 
Vithour 
ut do n 
Wor, 1 


Than one of theſe ſame Meeter-ballad-mongers, 
I had rather hear a Brazen Candleſtick tun'd, 
Or a diy Wheel grate on the Axel-tree, 
And that would ſet my Teeth on Edge, 
Nothing ſo much as mincing Poetry; 
"Tis like the forc'd Gate of a ſhuffling Nag. 
Glend. Come, you ſhall have Trent turn'd, 
Hot, I do not care; I'll give thrice ſo much Land 
To any well-deſerving Friend; | 
But in the way of Bargain, mark ye me, 


T'll cavil on the ninth part of a Hair. nd ſince 
Are the Indentures drawn? Shall we be gone? | 0 put h 

Glend. The Moon ſhines fair, ou muſt 
You may away by Night: hough f 
III haſte the Writer; and withal, id that's 
Break with your Wives, of your departure hence : often 
And I am afraid my Daughter will run mad. ect of 
So much ſhe doteth on her Mortimer. Fah ee, . 

Mort. Fie, Couſin Percy, how you croſs my Father» ee leaſt c 

Het. I cannot chuſe; ſometime he angers me, Meth Me 
With telling me of the Moldwarp and the Ant, Pon the 
Of the Dreamer Merlin, and his Prophecies; Pulling t 


And of a Dragon, and a finleſs Fiſh, 
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A clip-wing'd Griffin, and a moulten Raven 

A couching Lion, and a ramping Cat, 

And ſuch a deal of skimble-skamble Stuff, 

As puts me from my Faith, I tell you what, 

He held me laſt Night, at leaſt nine Hours, 

I reckning up the ſeveral Devils Names, 

That were his Lackeys: 

cry'd hum, and well, go too, 

Bur mark'd him not a word. O, he is as tedious 

As a tired Horſe, a railing Wife, 

Worſe than a ſmoaky Houſe, I had rather live 

With Cheeſe and Garlick in a Windmil far, 

Than feed on Cates, and have him talk to me, 

2 any Summer-houſe in Chriſteadam. 

Mort, In faith he was a worthy Gentleman; 
Exceeding well read, and profited, ; 

In ſtrange Concealments: 

aliant as a Lion, and wondrous affable, 

nd as bountiful as Mines of India. 

Shall I tell you, Couſin, 

e holds your temper in a high reſpect, 

nd curbs himſelf, even of his natural Scope, 

hen you do croſs his Humour; faith he does. 

warrant you, that Man is not alive, 

ight ſo have tempred him, as you have done, 

Vithout the taſte of danger, and reproof: 

but do not uſe it oft, let me intreat you. 8 
Hor, In faith, my Lord, you are too wilful blame, 
id fince your coming hither, have done enough, 
0 put him quite beſides his Patience: 

du muſt needs learn, Lord, to amend this fault; | 
hough ſometimes it ſhews Greatneſs, Courage, Blood, 
d that's the deareft grace it renders you: 

ct oftentimes it doth preſent harſh Rage, 

et of Manners, want of Government, 

de, Haughtineſs, Opinion, and Diſdain: 

de leaſt of which, hunting a Nobleman, 

oleth Mens Hearts, and leaves behind a Stain 

on the Beauty of all parts beſides, 

pulling them of Commendation. 
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Hot. Well, I am ſchool'd: 


Good - manners be your ſpeed; | 
Here come our Wives, and let us take our leave. 


Enter Glendower, with the Ladies. And 

Mort. This is the deadly ſpight that angers me, Han 
My Wife can ſpeak no Engliſh, I no Welſh. Yet. 
Glend. My Daughter weeps, ſh&il not part with you, 7 
She'll be a Soldier too, ſhe'Il to the Wars. Pom 
Mort. Good Father tell her, that ſhe and my Aunt Per 14 
Shall follow in your Conduct ſpeedily, Ho 
[Glendower ſpeaks to her in Welſh, and ſhe anſwers him i And 
the ſame. 2 By'rla 


Glend. She is deſperate here: 
A peeviſh ſelf-will'd Harlotry, 
One that Perſwaſion can do no good upon. 
[ The Lady ſpeaks in Wellh, 
Aort. I underſtand thy Looks; that pretty Welſh, 
Which thou powr'ſt down from theſe ſwelling Heav'ns, 
T am too perfect in: And but for ſhame, 
In ſuch a Parly ſhould I anſwer these 
[ The Lady again in Welſh, 
Mort. I underſtand thy Kiſſes, and t nine, 
And that's a feeble Diſputation: hs 
But J will never be a Truant, Love, 
Till I have learn'd thy Language: For thy Tongue 
Makes Welſh as ſweet as Dirties highly penn'd, 
Sung by a fair Queen in a Summer's Bower, 
Wirth 1aviſhing Diviſion to her Lute, 
Glend. Nay, if thou melt, then will ſhe run mad. 
[ The Lady ſpeaks again in Wella, 
Mort. O, I am igrorance it ſelf in this. 
Glend. She bids you, | 
On the wanton Ruſhes lay you down, 
And reſt your gentle Head upon her Lap, 
And ſhe will ſing the Song that pleaſeth you, 
And on your Eye-lids Crown the God of Sleep, 
Charming your Blood with pleaſing heavineſs; 
Making ſuch difference betwixt Wake and Sleep, 
As is the difference betwixt Day and Night, 
The Hour before the Heav'nly harneſs'd Teem 
Begins his golden Progreſs in the Eaſt, al 
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Mort. With all my Heart I'll fie, and hear her ſing: 
By that time will our Book, I think, be drawn. 
Glend, Do To: x 
And thoſe Muſicians that ſhall play to you, 
Hing in the Air a thouſand Leagues from hence; 
Yet ſtraight they ſhall be here: Sit, and attend, 
Hot. Come, Kate, thou art perfect in lying down: 
Come, quick, quick, that I may lay my Head in thy Lap, 
Lady. Go, ye giddy Gooſe, [The Muſick plays. 
Hot. Now I perceive the Devil undecſtands Welſh, 
And 'tis no marvel he is ſo humorous : 
By'rlady he's a good Muſician. | 
Lady. Then would you be nothing but Muſical, 
For you are altogether governed by Humours: 
Lie ſtill ye Thief, and hear the Lady ſing in Welſh, 
Hot. I had rather hear, Lady my Brach, howl in 7riſþ. 
Lady. Would'ſt have thy Head broken 
Hot. No, 
Lady. Then be ſtill. 
Hot. Neither, tis a Woman's Fault. 
Lady. Now God help thee. 
Hot. To the Welſb Lady's Bed. 
Lady. What's that? 
Hot, Peace, ſhe'fings. ¶ Here the Lady ſings a Welſh Song, 
Come, III have your Song too. 
Lady. Not mine, in good ſooth. 
Hot. Not yours, in good ſooth | 
You ſwear like a Comfit-maker's Wife, 
Not you, in good ſooth; and, as true as I live; 
nd, as God ſhall mend me; and as, ſure as Day: 
nd giveſt ſuch Sarcenet ſurety for thy Oaths, 
if thou never walk'ſt further than Finsbary. 
pear me, Kate, like a Lady, as thou art, 
| good mouth-filling Oath, and leave Inſooth, 
nd ſuch proteſt of Pepper-Ginger-Bread, 
5 and Sunday- Citizens. 
vine, ung, 
Lady. I will not ling. 
Het, Tis the next way to turn Tailor, or be Red- 
reaſt Teacher 3 And the Indentures be drawn, 1'll away 
You, III. Et wo within 


elſh. 


Merl. 
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within theſe two Hours: And ſo come in, when ye will 
| Exit 
| Glend, Come, come, Lord Mortimer, you are as floy, 
As hot Lord Percy is on fire to go, 
By this our Book is drawn: We'll but ſeal, 
Ard then to Horſe immediately. 
Mort. With all my Heart, Extun 


S OE. Ns: 1, 


Enter King Henry, Prince of Wales, Lords and others, 


K, Henry. Lords, give us leave: 

The Prince of Hales, and J. 

Muſt have ſome private Conference. 

But be near at Hand, 

For we ſhall preſently have need of you. Exeunt Lord, 

T know not whether Heav'n will have it ſo, 

For {cme diſpleaſing Service I have done; 
That in his ſecret Doom, out of my Blood, 
ll breed Revengement, and a Scourge for me: 
But, thou doſt in thy Paſſages of Life, 

Mike me believe, that thou art only mark'd 
For the hot Vengeance, and the Rod of Heav'n Others 
To puniſh my Miſs-treadings. Tell me elſe, 
Could ſuch inordinate and low Deſires, 

Such poor, ſuch haſe, ſuch lewd, ſuch mean Attempts, Tbzt I. 
Such barren Pleaſures, rude Society, 

As thou art match'd witbal, and grafted to, 
Accompany the Greatneſs of thy Blood, 

And hold their level with thy Princely Heart? 

P. Henry. So pleaſe your Majeſty, I would I could 

Quit all Offences with as clear excuſe, 

As well as I am doubtleſs I can purge 

My ſelf of many I am charg'd withal: 

Yet ſuch extenuation let me beg, 

As in reproof of many Tales devis'd, 


— 


Which oft the Ear of Greatneſs needs muſt hear, lnpled | 
By ſmiling Pick-thanks, and baſe News-mongers ; kd his g 
; I may for ſome things true, wherein my Youth id gave 
Hath faulty wandred, and irregular, 0 laugh 
Find pardon on my true Submiſſion, every 
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K. Henry. Heav'n pardon thee : 

Yet let me wonder, Harry, 

t thy Affections. which do hold a Wing 

Quite from the flight of all thy Anceſtors, 

by place in Council thou haſt rudely loſt, 

hich by thy younger Brother is ſupply'd; 

id art almoſt an Alien to the Hearts 

Of all the Court and Princes of my Blood, 

he Hope and Expectation of thy time 

Is ruin'd, and the Soul of every Man 

rophetically does fore-think thy Fall. 

id I ſo laviſh of my Preſence been, 

$ common hackney'd in the ways of Men, 

do ſtale and cheap to vulgar Company; 

Opinion, that did help me to the Crown, 

ad ſtill kept loyal to Poſſeſſion, 

nd left me in reputeleſs Baniſhment, 

Fellow of no mark, nor likelihood, 

y being ſeldom ſeen, I could not ſtir, 

But like a Comet, I was wondred at ; 

hat Men would tell their Children, This is he. 

Others would ſay, Where ? Which is Bullingbroke ? 

\nd then I ſtole all Courteſie from Heav'n, 

| ud dreſt my ſelf in ſuch Humility, 

05 [cat I did pluck Allegiance from Mens Hearts, 
oud Shouts and Salutation, from their Mouths, 
ven 1n the Preſence of the crowned King. 
hus I did keep my Perſon freſh and new, 
iy Preſence like a Robe Pontifical, 

11d cer ſeen, but wondred at; and ſo my State, 

dom but ſumptuous, ſhewed like a Feaſt, 

nd won by rareneſs ſuch Solemnity. 

be kipping King he ambled up and down, 

th ſhallow Jeſters, and raſh Bavin Wits, 

n kindled, and ſoon burnt, carded his State, 

lineled his Royalty with carping Fools, | 

kd his great Name prophaned with their Scorns; 

d gave his Countenance, againſt his Name, 

0 laugh at gybing Boys, and ſtand the puſh 

[ every beardleſs vain comparative: 

© a Companion to the common Streets, - 

—_ Eu- 


cn. 


Js 


Lordi 


, Him): 


1172 The Firſt Part 


Enfcoff'd himſelf to Popularity: 
That being daily ſwallowed by Mens Eyes, 
They ſurfeited with Honey, and began to loath 
The taſte of ſweetneſs, whereof a little 
More than a little, is by much too much; 
So when he had occaſion to be ſcen, 
He was but as the Cuckow is in June, 
Heard, not regarded; ſeen, but with ſuch Eyes, 
As ſick and blunted with community, 
Afford no extraordinary gaze, 
Such as is bent on Sun-hke Majeſty, 
When it ſhines ſeldom in admiring Eyes: 
But rather drowz'd, and hung their Eye-lids down, 
Slept in his Face, and rendred ſuch aſpect 
As cloudy Men uſe to their Adverſaries, 
Being with his Preſence glutted, gorg'd, and full, 
And in that very Line, Harry, ſtandeft thou; 
For thou haſt loſt thy Princely Privilege, 
With vile Participation, Not an Eye 
But is a-weary of thy common fight, 
Save mine, which hath d. ſii'd to ſee thee more: 
Which now doth, that I would not have it do. 
Make blind it ſelf with fooliſh Tenderneſs. 

P. Henry. I ſhall hereafter, my thrice gracious Lord, 
Be more my ſelf. 

K. Henry, For all the World, 
As thou art to this hour, was Richard then, 
When I from France ſet forth at Ravenſpurg; 
And even as I was then, is Percy now : 
Now by my Scepter, and my Soul to boot, 
He hath more worchy Intcreſt to the State 
Than thou the Shadow of Succeſſion; 
For of no Right, nor Colour like to Right, 
He doth fill Fields with Harneſs in the Realm, 
Turns Head againſt the Lion's armed Jaws; 
And being no more in debt to Years than thou, 
Leads ancient Lords, znd reverend Biſheps on 
To alcody Battels, and to bruifing Arms. 
What never-dying Honour hath he got, 
Aeainſt renowned Dowglaſ;, whoſe high Deeds, 
Whoſe hot Incurſions, and great Name ia Arms, 


Hou 
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Holds from all Soldiers chief Majority, 
And Military Title Capital, 
hrough all the Kingdoms that acknowledge Chriſt. 
Thrice hath the Hot. ſpur Adars, in ſwathing Cloaths, 
This Infant Warrior, in his Enterpriſecs, 
EDiſcomfited great Dowglaſs, ta'en him once, 
Enlarged him, and made a Friend of him, 
To fill the Mouth of deep Defiance up, 
And ſhake the Peace and Safety of our Throne, 
And what ſay you to this? Percy, Northumberland, 
he Arch-Biſhop's Grace of Tork, Dowglaſs, and Mortimer, 
Cipitulate againſt us, and are up. 
But wherefore do I tell this News to thee? 
Why, Harry, do I tell thee of my Foes, 
Which art my near'ſt and deareſt Enemy ? 
Thou art like enough, through Vaſll Fear, 
Baſe Inclination, and the ſtart of Spleen, 
To fight againſt me under Percy's Pay, 
To dog his Heels, and courtific at his Frowns, 
To ſhew how much thou art degenerate, 
P. Henry, Do not think ſo, you ſhall not find it ſo: 
And Heav'n forgive them, that ſo much haye ſway'd 
Your Majeſty's good Thoughts away from me: 
| will redeem all this on Percy's Head, 
And in the cloſing of ſome gracious Day, 
Be bold to tell you, that 1 am your Son, 
When I will wear a Garment all of Blood, 
Aud ſtain my Favours in a Bloc dy Mask: 
Which wafht away, ſhall ſcowre my ſhame with it. 
And that ſhall be the Day, when cer it lights, 
That this ſame Child of Honour and Renown, 
This gallant Hor-/pwr, this all-praiſed Koight, 
Ard your unthought-of Harry, chance to meet: 
for every Honour fitting on his Helm, 11 
Would they were multitudes, and on my Head | 
My Shames redoubled. For the time will come, 
That I hall make this Northern Youth exchange | 
His glorious Deeds for my Indignities: 
**7cy 18 but my Factor, good my Lord, | 
To engroſs up glorious deeds on my behalf: | 
And I will call him to ſo ſtrict account, | 
O 3 Tha 
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That he ſhall render every Glory up, 


Yea, even the ſlighteſt Worſhip of his Time, or 
Or I will tear the Reckoning from his Heart. Tepe 
This, in the Name of Heav'n, I promiſe here: Chu 
The which, if I perform, and do ſurvive, the 
I do beſeech your Majeſty, may ſalve hath 
The long-grown Wounds of my Intemperature; 2 
If not, the end of Life cancels all Bonds, Fa 
And J will die a hundred thouſand Deaths, es 
E'er break the ſmalleſt Parcel of this Vow. be; 
P. Henry. A hundred thouſand Rebels die in this: . 
Thou ſhalt have Charge, and Soveraign truſt herein. ns 
Enter Blunt. four 
How now, good Blunt? Thy looks are full of ſpeed. * 
+ Blunt. So hath the Buſineſs that I come to ſpeak of. Be 
Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath ſent word, | needs 
That Dewglaſs and the Engliſb Rebels met Sir J 
The eleventh of this Month, at Shrewsbwry: Fal 
A mighty and a fearful Head they are, Thou 
Tf promiſes be kept on every Hand, Toop, 
As ever offered foul play in a State. the by 
K. Henry. The Earl of Weſtmorland ſet forth to Day: 2 
With him my Son, Lord John of Lancaſter, . 
For this Advertiſcment is five Days old. Py 
On Wedneſday next, Harry, thou ſhalt ſet forward: lere 
On Thurſday, we our ſelves will march. E 
Our mecting is Bridgenorth: And Harry, you ſhall march i tho 
Through Gloceſter ſhire: By which account, 1 F. 
Our Buſineſs valued, ſome twelve Days hence, 98. pu 
Our general Forces at Bridgenorth ſhall meet. 2 toy 
Our Hands are full of Buſineſs : Let's away, an it 
Advantage feeds them fat, while We delay. \ Exeunt, ob 
S\C'E' NE. II. * pe 
| at fa 
Enter Falſtaff and Bardolph. rn 
Fal. Bardolph, am I not fal'n away vilely, fince this WT avern 
laſt Action ? Do I not bate? Do 1 not dwindle ? WI ede 
my Skin hangs about me like an old Lady's looſe Gown: ein 
I am withered like an old Apple John. Well III repen h Fi 
and ſuddenly, while 1 am in ſome liking : I ſhall be >: 
| 3 0 Vera. 
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cut of Heart ſhortly, and then I ſhall have ne Strength to 
repent. And I have not forgotten what the inſide of a 
Church is made of, I am a Pepper Corn, a Brewers Horſe ; 
the inſide of a Church! Company, villainous Company 
hath been the ſpoil of me. 

Bard. Sir John, you are ſo fretfal, you cannot live long. 

Fal. Why there is it; come ſing me a bawdy Song, to make 
me merry: I was as vircuoully given, as a Gentleman need to 
be; virtuous enough; {wore little, dic'd not above ſeven 
times a Week, went to a Bawdy-houle not above once in 
2 Quarter of an Hour, paid Mony that I borrow'd three or 
four times; liv'd well, and in good Compals; and now I 
live out of all order, out of Compaſs. 

Bard, Why, you are ſo fat, Sir John, that you muſt 
needs be out of all Compaſs, out of all reaſonable C:mpaſs, 
dir John. l 

Fal. Do thou amend thy Face, and i'll amend my Life, 
Thou art our Admiral, thou beareſt the Lanthorn in the 
Poop, but *tis in the Noſe of thee; thou art the Knight of 
the burning Lamp. 

Bard, Why, Sir John, my Face does you no harm, 

Fal. No, I'll be ſworn; I mike as good uſe of i as 
many a Man doth of a Death's Head, or a Mem nto Mori. 
| never ſee thy Face, but I think upon Hell Fire, and Dives 
that liv'd in Purple; for there he is in his Robcs burning. 
lf thou wert any way. given to Virtue, I would (wear by 
ty Face; my Oath ſhould be, By this Fire: But thou art 
together given over; and wert indecd, but for the Light 
n thy Face, the Sun of utter Darkneſs, When thou 
ann'ſt up Gads-hill in the Night to catch my Horſe, if 
| did not think thou hidſt been an ignis fatuns, or a Ball 
of Wild-fire, there's no Purchaſe in Mony. O, thou 
it a perpetual Triumph, an everlaſting Bonfire Light; thou 
halt ſaved me a thouſ.nd Marks in Links and Torches, 
viking with thee in the Night betwixt Tavern and 
Twern; but the Sack that thou chaſt drunk me, would 

we bought me light as good cheap, at the deareſt Chand- 

eis in Europe. I have maintain'd that Salamander of yours 
th Fire, any time this two and thirty Years, Hcav'a 16+ | 
vnd me for it. 

Berd. I yould my Face were in you Belly, 

: O 7 Ful. 
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Fal. So ſhould I be ſure to be heart-burn'd. 
Enter Hoſteſs. 
How now, Dame Partlet the Hen, have you enquit'd yet 


who pick'd my Pocket? | thy 
Hoſt, Why, Sir John, what do you think, Sir Fohy? H 
Do you think I keep Thieves in my Houſe? I have ſearch's, J. 
I have enquird, ſo has my Husband. Man by Ma, P. 
Boy by Boy, Servant by Servant: The tight of a Hiir F, 
was never loft in my Houle before. ras, 
Fal. Ye lie, Hoſtels; Bardolph was ſhav'd, and loſt mz. dy-t 
ny a Hair; and I'll be ſworn my Pocket was pick'd; go to, P. 
you ate a Woman, go. Fa 
Hoſt. Who 1? I defie thee; I was never call'd ſo in mine WF of fo 
own Houſe before. fathe 
Fal. Go to, I know you well cnough. P, 
Hoſt. No, Sir John: You do not know me, Sir John; H. 
I know you, Sir John: You owe me Mony, Sir John, ind your 
now you a pick a Quariel to beguile me of it; I bought you of yo 
a Dozen of Shirts to your Back. cudge 
Fal. Do wlas, filthy Dowlas: I have given them away to P. 
Bakers Wives, and they have made Boulters of them. Ho 
Hoſt. Now as I am a true Woman, Holland of eight in me 


Shilli:gs an Ell: You owe Mony here belides, Sir John, for Fal 
your Diet, and by-Drinkings, and Mony lent you, four Prune 


and twenty Pounds, and fc 
Fal. He had his part of it, let him pay. ties W 
Hoſt. He? ales! he is poor, he hath nothing, Ho) 


Fal. How? pour? Look upon his Face: What call you Fal. 
rich? Let him coin his Noſe, let him coin his Checks, I'll Hoſ 
not pay a Denier, What, will you make a Yooker of ſhould 
me ? Shall I not take mine Eaſe in mive Inn, but I hall thy K 
have my Pocket pick'd? I have loſt a Seal-Ring of my Fal. 


Grand- father's, worth forty Mark. hy ot! 
Hoſt. IJ have heard the Prince tell him; I know not hov Hoſi 
oft, that that Ring was Copper, Fal. 


Fal. How ? the Prince is a Fack, a ſneak-Cup; and if he 
were here, I would cudgel him like a Dog, if he would ſay (0. 
Enter Prince Henry marching, and Falſtaff meets him, play 

ing on his Trunchion likg 4 Fife. 

Fal. How now, Lad? is the Wind in that Door; Mull 
we all march? =. 1 Wl _ 
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Bard. Yea, two and two, Newgate Faſhion: 

Hoſt. My Lord, I pray you hear me. 

P. Henry, What ſay'ſt thou, Miſtreſs Quickly? How does 
thy Husband ? I love him well, he is an honeſt Man, 

Hoſt. Good, my Lord, hear me. 

Fal. Prithee let her alone, and liſt to me. 

P. Henry. What ſay'ſt thou, Fack? 

Fal. The other Night I fell aſleep here behind the Ar- 
r2s, and had my Pocket pickt: This Houſe is turn'd Baw- 
dy-houſe, they pick Pockets. 

P. Henry. What didſt thou loſe, Jack? 

Fal. Wilt thou believe me, Hal? Three or four Bonds 
of forty Pound a piece, and a Scal-Ring of my Grand- 
father's. | 

P, Henry. A Trifle, ſome eight-penny Matter, 

Hoſt. So I told him, my Lord; and Il ſaid, I heard 
your Grace ſay ſo: And, my Lord, he ſpeaks moſt vilely 
of you, like a foul-mouth'd Man as he is, and ſaid he would 
a os you. 

P. Henry. What, he did not? 

Hoſt. There's neither Faith, Truth, nor Woman-Heod 
in me elſe. | 

Fal. There's no more Faith in thee than in a ſtew'd 
Prune; nor no more Truth in thee than in a drawn Fox; 
and for Woman-hood, Maid-Marian may be the Depu- 
ties Wife of the Ward to thee. Go you nothing, go. 

Hoſt. Say, what thing ? What thing? 

Fal. What thing? Why a thing to thank Heav'n on. 

Hoſt, I am nothing to thank Heav'n on, I would thou 
ſhouldſt know it: I am an honeſt Man's Wife; and ſetting 
thy Knighthood aſide, thou art a Knave to call me ſo. 

Fal. Setting thy Womanhood aſide, thou art a Bealt to 
hy otherwiſe. 

Hoſt. Say, what Beaſt, thou Knave thou ? 

Fal. What Beaſt? Why an Otter. 

P. Henry. An Otter, Sir John, why an Otter? 

Fal. Why? ſhe's neither Fiſh nor Fleſh; a Man knows 
not where to have her, 

Hoſt. Thou art an unjuſt Man in ſaying ſo; thou, or 
y Man knows where to have me, thou Kaave thou. 

P, Henry. 


4 — . — — 
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p. Henry. Thou ſay'ſt true, Hoſteſs, and he ſlanders these 
moſt groſſy. 

Hoſt. So he doth you, my Lord, and ſaid this ether 
Diy, vou ow'd him à thouſand Pound. 

P. Henry. Sirrah do I owe you a thouſand Pound? 

Fal. A thouſand Pound, Hal? A Million; thy Love i 
worth a Million: Thou ow'ſt me thy Love. 

Hoſd, Nay, my Lord, he call'd you Jach, and ſaid he 


would cudgel you. 


Fal. Did I, Bardolph. 

Bard. Indeed, Sir John, you ſaid fo. 

Fal. Yea, if he ſaid my Ring was Copper 

P. Henry, 1 ſay 'tis Copper. Dar'ſt thou be as good 28 
thy Word now? 

Fal. Why, Hal, thou know'ſt, as thou art but a Min I 
dare, but as thou art a Prince, I fear thee, as I fear th: 
roaring of the Lion's Whelp. 

P. Henry. And why not as the Lion ? 

Fal. Tae King himſelf is to be fear'd as the Lion; do'ſt 
thou think Til fear thee, as I fear thy Father? Nay if I do, 
let my Girdle break; 

P. Henry, O, if it ſhould, how would thy Guts fall about 
thy Knees. But, Sirrah, there's no room for Faith, Truth, 
nor Honeſty, in this Boſom of thine; it is all fill'd up with 
Guts and Midriff, Charge an honeſt Woman with picking 
thy Pocket! Why thou Horſon impudent, imboſt Raf- 
cal, if there were any thing in thy Pocket but Tavern 
Reckonings, Memorandums of Bawdy-Houſes, and one 
poor penny-worth of Sugar-Candy to make thee long-wind- 
ed; if thy Pocket were enrich'd with any other Injurics 


but theſe, I am a Villain; and yet you will ſtand to it, 


you will not Pocket up Wrongs. Art thou not aſham'd ? 

Fal. Doſt thou hear, Hal, Thou know'ſt in the State 
of Innocency, Adam fell; and what would poor Jas 
Falſtaff do, in the Days of Villainy: Thou ſeeſt, I hav: 
more Fleſh than another Man, and therefore more Frailt) 
You confe's then you pickt my Pocket! 

P. Henry. It appears fo by the Story. 

Fal. Hoſteſs, I forgive thee: 
Go make ready Breakfaſt ; love thy Husband, 


Look to thy Servants, and cheriſh thy Gueſts ; 
5 „ Thou 


hee 
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Thou ſhalt find me tra@able to any honeſt Reaſon : 
Thou ſeeſt, I am pacify'd ſtill. 
Nay, I prithee be gone, Exit Hoſteſ3. 
Now, Hal, to the News at Court for the Robbery, Lad ? 
How is that anſwer'd? 
P. Henry. O my ſweet Beef, 
I muſt ſtill be good Angel to thee. 
The Mony is paid back again. 
Fal. O, I do not like that paying back; tis a double 
Labour. 
P. Henry, I am good Friends with my Father, and may 
do any thing. 
Fal. Rob me the Exchequer the firſt thing thou do'ſt, 
and do it with un-waſh'd Hands too. 
Bard. Do, my Lord. 
P. Henry. J have procured thee, Jack, a Charge of Foot. 
Fal. I would it had been of Horſe, Where ſhall I find 
one that can ſteal well? O, for a fine Thief, of two and 
twenty, or thereabout; I am heinouſly unprovided. Well, 
God be thanked for theſe Rebels, they offend none but the 
virtuous, I laud them, I praiſe them. 
P, Henry. Bardolph, 
Bard. My Lord. : 
P. Henry. Go bear this Letter to Lord Jobs of Lancaſter, 
To my Brother Fohn. This to my Lord of Weſtmorland : 
Go Peto, to Horſe; for thou, and I, 
Have thirty Miles to ride yet c'er Dinner time. 
Jack, meet me to Morrow in the Temple-Hall 
Attwoa Clock in the Afternoon, 
There ſhale thou know thy Charge, and there receive 
Mony, and Order for their Furniture. 
The Land is burning, Percy ſtands on high, 
ard either they, or we, muſt lower lye. 
Fal. Rare Words; brave World, 
Hoſteſs, my Breakfaſt, come : 


Ob, I could wiſh this Tavern were my Drum. 


[ Exannt. 


ACT 
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re. SCENE'L 


Enter Hot-ſpur, Worceſter, and Dowglaſs. 


Het. \ TELL ſaid, my noble Scor, if ſpeaking Truth 

In this fine > A were not thought Flattery, 
Such attribution ſhould the Dowglaſs have, 
As not a Soldier of this Seaſons ſtamp, 
Should go fo general currant through the World. 
By Heav'n I cannot flatter : I defie 
The Tongues of Soothers. But a braver place 
In my Heart's love, hath no Man than your ſelf. 
Nay, task me to my word approve me, Lord. 

Dow. T hou art the King of Honour: 
No Man fo potent breaths upon the Ground, 
But I will beard him. 
Enter 4 Meſſenger. 

Hot. Do fo, and 'tis well, What Letters haſt thou there? 
I can but thank you. 

AMeſſ. Theſe Letters come from your Father. 

Hot. Letters from him? 

Whyv comes he rot himſelf? 

Maſſ. He cannot come, my Lord. 
He is grievous fick, 

Hot. How! Has he the leiſure to be ſick now, 
In ſuch a juſtling time? Who leads his Power; 
Under whoſe Government come they along ? 

Meſſ. His Letters bear his Mind, not I his Mind. 

Wor. I prithee tell me, doth he keep his Bed? 

Meſſ. He did, my Lord, four Days &er 1 ſet forth: 
And at the time of my departure thence, 

He was much feai'd by his Phyſician. 

Mor. T would the ſtate of time had firſt been whole, 
E'er he by Sickneſs had been viſited; 

His Health was never better worth than now. 

Hot. Sick now? Droop now? This Sickneſs doth infect 
The very Life-blood of our Enterpriſe, 
*Tis catching hither, even to our Camp, 


He 
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He writes me here, that inward Sickneſs —— lt 
And that his Friends by deputation | 
Could not ſo ſoon be drawn: Nor did he think it meet | 
To lay ſo dangerous and dear a truſt 
On any Soul remov'd, but on his own. 
Yet doth he give us bold Advertiſement, j 
That with our ſmall Conjunction we ſhould on, 1 
To ſee how Fortune is diſpos'd to us, „ 
For, as he writes, there is no quailing now, 
Becauſe the King is certainly poſſeſt | 
Of all our Purpoſes, What ſay you to it? 
Wor. Your Father's Sickneſs is a maim to us. 
Hot. A p:rillous Gaſh, a very Limb lopt off: 
And yet, in faith, *tis not; bis preſent want 
Seems more than we ſhall find it, 
Were it good, to ſet the exact Wealth of all our States 
All at one Caſt? To ſet fo rich a Mine | 
On the nice hazard of one doubtful Hour, 
It were not good; for therein ſhould we read 
The very Bottom, and the Soul of hope, 
The very Liſt, the very utmoſt bound 
Of all our Fortunes, 
Dew. Faith, and ſo we ſhould, 
Where now remains a ſweet Reverſion. 
We may boldly ſpend, upon the hope 
Of what is to come in: 
A comfort of Retirement lives in this, 
Hot, A Rendezvous, a Home to flie unto, 
If that the Devil and Miſchance look big 
Upon the Maidenhead of our Affairs. 
Wor. But yet I would your Father had been here: 
The Quality and Heir of our Attempt 
Brooks no Diviſion: It will be thought 
By ſome, that know not why he is away, 
That Wiſdom, Loyalty, and meer Dillike 
Of our Proceedings, kept the Earl from hence. 
And think, how ſuch an Apprehenſion 
May turn the Tide of fearful Faction, 
And breed a kind of Queſtion in our Cauſe: 
For well you know, we of the offering fide, 
Muſt keep aloof from ſtrict arbitrement. 
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And ſtop all ſight- holes, every loop, from whenee 
The Eye of Reaſon may pry in upon us: 2 
This abſence of your Father draws a Curtain, 
That ſhews the ignorant a kind of fear 
Before not dreamt of. 
Hot, You ſtrain too far. 
I rather of his Abſence make this uſe: 
It lends a Luſtre, and more great Opinion, 
A larger Dare to your great Enterpriſe, 
Than if the Earl were here: For Men muſt think, 
If we without his help can make a Head, 
To puſh againſt the Kingdom; with his help, 
We ſhall o'erturn it topſte-turvy down. 
Yet all goes well, yet all our joints are whole. 
Dow. As Heart can think: 
There is no ſuch a word ſpoke of in Scotland, 
- As this Dream of Fear, 
Enter Sir Richard Vernon, | 
Hot. My Coufin Vernon, welcome by my Soul, 
Ver. Pray God my News be worth a welcome, Lord 
The Earl of Weſtmorland, ſeven thouſand ſtrong, 
Is marching hither-wards with Prince John. 
Hot. No harm; what more ? 
Ver. And further, I have learn'd, 
The King himſelf in Perſon hath (er forth, 
Or hither-wards intended ſpeedily, 
With ſtrang and mighty Preparation, 
Hot. He ſhall be welcome too, 
Where is his Son? 
The nimble-footed Mad-cap, Prince of ales, 
And his Comrades, that daft the World aſide, 
And bid it pals? 
Ver. All furniſhr, all in Arms, 
All plum'd like Eſtridges, that wing the Wind, 
Baited like E:gles, having lately bath'd, 
Glittering in Golden Coats, like Images, 
As full of Spirit as the Month of ay, 
And gorgeous as the Sun at Midſummer, 
Wanton as youthful Goats, wild as young Bulls, 
I faw young Harry with his Beaver on, 
His Cuſhes on his Thighs, gallantly arm'd, 


Bottel | 


Stton-, 
Rile 


Riſe 
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Riſe from the Ground like feather'd Mercury, 

And vaulted with ſuch Eaſe into his Seat, 

As if an Angel dropt down from the Clouds, 

To turn and wind a fiery Pegaſus, 

And witch the World with noble Horſemanſhipe 
Hot. No more, no more; 

Worſe than the Sun in March, 

This Praiſe doth nouriſh Agues; let them come. 

They come like Sacrifices in their trim, 

All to the fire-ey'd Maid of ſmoaky War, 

All hot, and bleeding, will we offer them; 

The mailed Mars ſhall on his Altar fit 

Up to the Ears in Blood, I am on fre, 

To hear this rich Repriſal is ſo nigh, 

And yet not ours: Come, let me take my Horſe, 

Who is to bear me like a Thunder-bolt, 

Againſt the Boſom of the Prince of Wales. 

Harry to Harry, ſhall not Horſe to Horſe 

Meer, and ne'er pait, 'till one drop down a Coarſe? 

Oh, that Glendower were come. 

Ver. There is more News: 

I learn'd in Worceſter, as I rode along, 

He cannot draw his Power this fourteen Days. 
Dow. That's the worſt Tidings that I hear of, yet. 
Mor. Ay, by my Faith, that bears a froſty Sound. 
Hot. What may the King's whole Battel reach unto # 
Ver. To thirty thouſand. 


Hot. Forty let it be, 
My Father ard Glendower being both away, 
The Power of us may ſerve ſo great a Day. 
Come, let us take a Muſter ſpeedily: 
Dooms-day is near; die all, die merrily. 
Dow, Talk not of dying, I am out of fear 
Of Death, or Death's Hand, for this one half Year. 


| Exeunt, 


SCENE IL 


Enter Falſtaff and Bardolph. 


Fal. Bardolph, get thee before to Coventrey; fill me a 
dottel of Sack, our Soldiers ſhall march through; We'll to 
daun cop · hill to Night. Bard. 
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Bard. Will you give me Mony, Captain ? 
Fal. Lay out, lay out, 

Bard. This Bottcl makes an Angel. 
Fal. And if it do, take it for thy Labour; and if it 


make twenty, take them all, I'll anſwer the Coynage, P. 
Bid my Lieutenant Pero meet me at the Towns end. E. 

Bard, I will Captain; fare wel. Exit. Co'ſt 

Fal. If I be not aſham'd of my Soldiers, I am: , 
ſowc*'d Gurnet: I have miſ-us'd the King's Preſs dan- been 
nably. I have got, in exchange of an hundred and fifty 7 
Soldie rs, three Hundred and odd Pounds, I preſs me there, 
none but good Houſholders, Yeomens Sons; enquire me King, 
out contracted Batchelors, ſuch as had been ask d twice BW Nigh 
on the Banes: Such a Commodity of warm Slaves Fal 
2s had as lieve hear the Devil, as a Drum; ſuch 2s fer ſteal 
the Report of a Caliver, worſe than a ſtruck-Fool, or: $1 


hurt wild Duck. I preſt me none but ſuch Toſtes and bath: 
Butter, with Hearts in their Bellies no bigger than Pins Fellow 
Heads, and they have bought out their Services: And Fal. 
now my whole Charge conſiſts of Ancients, Corporal, P. E 
Lieutenants, Gentlemen of Companies, Slaves as rag- 
ged as Lazarus in the painted Cloth, where the Glut 


ton's Dogs licked his Sores; and ſuch as indeed were an, 1 
never Soldiers, but diſ-carded unjuſt Servingmen, youn- Meſt. 
ger Sons to younger Brothers: Revolted Tapſters ard ind bar 
Oftlers, Trade-fall'n, the Cankers of a calm World, and Fal. 
long Peace, ten times more diſhonourable, ragged, than had that 
an old-fac'd Ancient; and ſuch have I to fill up the {tit of! 
Rooms of them that have bought out their Services; thit P. He 
you would think that I had a hundred and fifty tatter'd en the 
Prodigals, lately come from Swine-keeping, from eating (M*dy in 
Draff and Husks. A mad Fellow met me on the Way, Fal. 
and told me, I had unloaded all the Gibbets, and preſt the I 7. 
dead Bodies. No Eye hath ſeen ſuch skar- Crows: Il . F. V 
not march through Coventry with them, that's flat. Nay; s of 


and the Villains march wide betwixt the Legs, 25 
they had Gyves on; for indeed, I had the moſt of then 
out of Priſon. There's but a Shirt and a half in all m 
Company; and the half Shirt is two Napkins tack'd to- 
gether, and thrown over. the Shoulders like a Herald" vor. 


Coat, without Sleeves; and the Shirt, to ſay the 1 
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ſtob'n from my Hoſt of St. Albans; or the Red-Noſe Inn; 
keeper of Daintry. But that's all one, they'll find Linnen 
enough on every Hedge. Fs 

Enter Prince Henry, and Weſtmorland. 

P. Henry. How now, blown Fack ? how now, Quilt? 

Fal. What, Hal} How now, mad Wag, what 2 Devil 
1. do ſt thou in Warwick ſhire? My good Lord of Veſtmor- 
\ Wo, I cry you mercy, I thought your Honour had already 
= been at Shrewsbury. 
ty Weſt, Faith, Sir John, tis more than time that I were 
there, and you too; but my Powers are there already. The 
King, I can tell you, looks for us all; we muſt away all to 
Night, 

Fal. Tut, never fear me, I am as vigilant as a Car, to 
ſteal Cream, 

P. Henry. I think to ſteal Cream indeed, for thy theft 
hath already made thee Butter; but tell me, Jack, whoſe 
Fellows are theſe that come after? 


\nd Fal. Mine Hal, mine. . | 
als P. Henry. I did never ſee ſuch pitiful Raſcals. 
mw Fal. Tut, tut, good enough to toſs : Food for Powder; 


food for Powder; they'll fill a Pit, as well as better; ruſh 
Man, mortal Men, mortal Men. 


vers 

un- Weſt. Ay, but Sir John, methinks they are excecding poor 
ud ind bare, too beggarly. 

od Fal. Faith, for their Poverty, I know not where they 


ad that; and for their bareneſs, I am ſure they never learn'd 


the hat of me. | 
chi P. Henry. No, I'll be ſworn, unleſs you call three Fingers 
er'd ea the Ribs, bare. But, Sirrah, make haſte, Percy is al- 


ready in the Field. 
57 Fal. What, is the King encamp'd ? 


the BI FF. He is, Sir John, I fear we ſhall ſtay too long, 
mn Fal. Well, to the latter end of a Fray, and the begin- 
Nay, ng of a Feaſt, fits a dull Fighter, and a keen Gueſt. 
as If 0 ¶Exeunt. 


Vor, IIT, P SCENE 
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s CEN E III. 


Enter Hot - ſpur, Worceſter, Dowglaſs, and Vernon, 


Her. We'll fight with him to Night. 
Wor. It may not be. 
Dow. You give him then advantage. 
Ver. Not a whit. > 
Hot. Why ſay you ſo? Looks he not for Supply? 
Per. So do we. 
Hot. His is certain, ours is doubtful, 
Wor. Good Couſin be advis'd, ſtir not to Night, 
Ver. Do not, my Lord. 
Dow, You do not counſel well; 
You ſpeak it out of fear, and cold Heart. 
Yer, Do me no ſlander, Dowglaſs: By my Life, 
And 1 dare well maintain it with my Life, 
If welkreſpetted Honour bid me on, 
I hold as little counſel with weak fear, 
As you, my Lord, or any Scot that this Day lives. 
Let it be ſeen to morrow in the Battel, 


Which of us fears. 

Dow. Yea, or to Night. 

Ver. Content, 

Hot. To Night, fay I. 

Ver. Come, come, it may not be. 
I wonder much, being Men of ſuch great Leading as you at 
That you foreſee not what Impediments 
Drag back our Expedition; certain Horſe 
Of my Couſin Vernon's are not yet come up, 
Your Uncle Worceſter*s Horſe came but to Day, 
And now their Pride ard Mettle 15 afleep, 
Their Courage with hard Labour tame and dull, 
That not a Horſe is half the half of himſelf. 

Hot. So are the Horſe of the Enemy 
In general, jo rney=bated, and brought low: 
The better part of ours are full of reſt. 

Wor, The number of the King's exceedeth ours: 


Fer God's ſake, Couſin, {tay *cill all come in. 
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The Trumpet ſounds 4 Parley, Enter Sir Walter Blunt, 
Blunt. 1 come with gracious Offers from the King. 
If you vouchſafe me hearing, and reſpect. 
Hot. Welcome, Sir Walter Blunt: 
And would to God you were of our Determination, 
Some of us love you well ; and even thoſe ſome 
Envy your great Deſervings, and good Name, 
Becauſe you are not of our Quality, 
But ſtand againſt us like an Enemy. 
Blunt. And Hcav'n defend, but ſtill I ſhould ſtand fe, 
So long as out of Limit, and true Rule, 
You ſtand againſt anointed Majeſty. 
But ro my Charge. 
The King hath ſent to know 
The Nature of your Griefs, and whereupon 
You conjure from the Breaſt of civil Peace, 
Such bold Hoſtility, teaching his dutious Land 
Audacious Cruelty, If that the King 
Have any way your good Deſerts forgot, 
Which he confeſſeth to be manifold, 
He bids you name your Griefs; and with all ſpeed 
You ſhall have your Deſires, with Intereſt : 
And Pardon abſolute for your ſelf, and theſe, 
Herein miſs-led by your Suggeſtion. 
Hot. The King is kind: 
Ard well we know, the King 
Knows at what time to Promiſe, when to Pay. 
My Father, my Uncle, and my ſelf, 
Did give him that fame Royalty he wears : 
And when he was not fix and twenty ſtrong, 
dick in the World's regard, wretched and low, 
A poor unminded Out-law, Weaking home, 
My Father gave him welcome to the Shore: 
And when we heard him ſwear, and vow to God, 
He came to be but Duke of Lancaſter, 
To ſue out his Livery, and beg his Peace, 
With Tears of Innocency, and terms of Zeal: 
bly Father, in kind Heart and Pity mov'd, 
vote him aſſiſtance, and perform'd it too. 
wow, when the Lords and Barons of the Realm 
*cay'd Northumberland did lean to him, 
| 5 They 
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They more and leſs came in with Cap and Knee, 
Met him in Boroughs, Cities, Villages, 


Attended him on Bridges, ſtood in Lanes, | 5 
Laid Gifts before him, proffer'd him their Oaths, 55 
Gave him ther Heirs, as Pages followed him, Ar 
Even at the Heels, in golden Moltitudes. Br 
He preſently, as Greatneſs knows it ſelf, 
Steps me a little higher than his vox F 
Made to my Father, while his Blood was poor, F 
Upon the naked Shore at Ravenſpurg: 
And now, forſooth, takes on him to reform 
Some certain Edits, and ſome ſtrait Decrees, 
That lay too heavy on the Commonwealth ; 
Cries out upon Abuſ:s, ſeems to weep 
Over his Country's Wiongs; and by his Face, * 
This ſeeming Brow of Juſtice, did he win Witt 
The Hearts of all that he did angle for. This 
Proce:ded further, cut me off the Heads To 
Of all the Favourites, that the abſent King If yo 
In d- putation left behind him here, You 
When he was perſonal in the /ri/þ War, | Sir 
Blunt. Tut, I came not to hear this, ; tor 
Hot. Then to the Point, To m 
In ſhort time after, he depos'd the King, Wher 
Soon after that, depriv'd him of his Life: Mutt 
And in the Neck of that, task'd the whole State. ASI ; 
To make that worſe, ſuffer'd his Kinſman March, Tae R 
Who is, if every Owner were right plac'd, Meets 
Indeed his King, to be engag'd in Wales, What 
There, without Ranſom, to lie forfeited: Whoſe 
Diſgrac'd me in my happy Victories, And w. 
Sought to intrap me by Intelligence, Who w 
Rated my Uncle from the Courcil Board, And co 
In rage diſmiſs'd my Father from the Court, | fear th 
Broke Oath on Oath, committing Wrong on Wrong, To wag 
And in concluſion, drove us to ſeck out Sir A 
This Head of ſaſety; and withal, to pry - There js 
Into his Title; the which we find Verb. 
Tor indirect, for long continuance. Sir A. 
Blunt. Shall I return this anſwer to the King? Aud ther 


Hat. 


Hot, Not ſo, Sir Walter. 
We'll withdraw a while: 
| Go to the King, and let there be impawn'd 
Some ſurety for a ſafe return again : 
And in the Morning early ſhall my Uncle 
Bring him our purpoſe ; and ſo farewel. | 
Blunt. I would you would accept of Grace and Love, 
Hot. And't may be, ſo we ſhall. 


SCENE IV 


Enter the Arch-Biſhop of York, and Sir Michell. 


York, Hie, good Sir AMicbell, bear this ſealed Brief 
With winged haſte to the Lord Marſhal, 
This to my Couſin Scroop, and all the reſt 
To whom they are directed. 
If you knew how much they do import, 
You would make haſte, 
Sir Michell. My good Lord, I gueſs their tenour, 
Vork. Like enough you do. 
To morrow, good Sir Michell, is a Day, 
Wherein the Fortune of ten thouſand Men 
Muſt bide the touch. For, Sir, at Shrewsbury, 
As I am truly given to underſtard, 
Tae King, with mighty and quick raiſed Power, 
Meets with Lord Harry; and I fear, Sir Michel, 
What with the Sickneſs of Northumberland, 
Whoſe Power was in the firſt Proportion ; 
And what with Owen Glendower's abſcuce thence, 
Who with them was rated firmly tog, 
And comes not in, over-rul'd by Prophecies, 
| fear the Power of Percy is too weak, 
; To wage an inſtant Trial with the King. 
Sir Michell. Why, my good Lord, you need not fear, 
There is Dowglaſs, and Lord Mortimer. 
Tork, No, Mortimer is not there. 
Sir Michell, But there is Mordabę, Vernon, Lord Harry Percy, 
And there is my Lord of Hrceſter, 


Hi © And 
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Blunt. Pray Heav'n you do. [Exeunt, 
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And made us doff our eaſie Robe of Peace, 
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And a Head of gallant Warriors, 


Noble Gentlemen. 
Fri. And ſo there is, but yet the King hath drawn 


The ſpecial Head of all the Land rogether ; 

The Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lncaſter, 

The noble Weſtmorland, and warlike Blunt ; 

And many more Corrivals, and d-ar M:n 

Of Eſtimation, and command in Arms. 
Sir Michell. Doubt not, my Loi d, be ſhall be well oppos d 
York, I hope no leſs: Vet needfal 'tis to fear, 

And to prevent the worſt, Sir Michell ſpeed; 

For if Lord Percy thrive not, e'er the King 

Diſmiſs his Power, he means to viſit us 

For he hath heard of our Corfederacy, 

And, *tis but Wiſdom to make ſtrong againſt him: 

Therefore make haſte, I muſt go write again 

To other Friends; and fo farewel, Sir Michell. | Exeun, 


ACT/1l. SCENE: Ii. 


Enter King Henry, Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lancaſter, 
Earl of Weſtmorland, Sir Walter Blunt, and Falitaft. 


K. 14A OW blondily the Sun begins to peer 
Above yon busky Hill: The Day looks pale 
At his diſtemperature. 
P. Hey. The Southern Wind 
Doth pay the Trumpet to his Purpoſes, 
Ard by his hollow whiſtling in the Leaves, 
Foretels a Tempeſt, and a bluſt ring Day, 
K. Henry, Then with the Loſers let it ſympathize, 
For nothing can ſeem ſower to them that win, 
[The Trumpet ſounds. 
Enter Worceſter, 
K. Henry. How row, my Lord of Wor'fter? Tis not wel, 
That you and I ſhould meet upon ſuch terms, 
As now we meet. You have deceiv'd our Trufts 


To 
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To cruſh our old Limbs in ungentle Steel: 
This is not well, my Lord, this is not well. 
Whit ſay you to it? Will you again unkait 
This churl:ſh Knot of ali-:b.orred War; 

And move in that obedient Orb again, 

Where you did give a fair and natural Light, 
And be no more an exhal'd Mcteor, 

A Prodigy of Fear, and a Portent 

Of broached M.ſchicf, to the unborn Times? 

Mor. Hear me, my Liege: 

For mine own part, I could be well content 
To entertain the Leg-end of my Life 
| With quiet Hours: For I do proteſt, 

I have not ſought the Day of this diſlike. 

K. Heary, You have not ſought it; how comes it then? 

Fal Rebellion lay in this way, and he found it. 

P. Henry, Peace, Chewet, peace. 

Mr. It pleas'd your Mijeſty, to turn your Looks 
Ol Favour, fr-m my Self, and all our Houſe; 
And yet I muſt remember you, my Lord, 

We were the firſt, and deareſt of your Friends: 
For you, my Staff of Office did I break 
In Richard's time, and poſted Day and Night 
To meet you on the way, and kils your Hand, 
When yer you were in place, and in account 
Nothing ſo ſtrong and fortuvate, as I; 
It was my ſelf, my Brother, and his Son, 
That brought you home, and hold!y did out-dare 
The danger of the time. You ſwore to us, 
Ard you did ſwear that Oath at Doncaſter, 
That you did nothing purpoſe gainſt the State, 
Nor claim no further, than your new fal'n Right, 
The Seat of Gaunt, Dukedom of Lancaſter. 
unds To this, we {ware our Aid : But in ſhort Space, 
Itrain'd down Fortune ſhow! ing on your Head, 

well And ſuch a Flood of Greatneſs ſell on you, 

at with our help, what with the abſent King, 

t with the Injuries of wanton Time, 
he ſeeming Sufferances that you hard born, 
To And the contrarious Winds that held the King 
Hlong in the unlucky /riſþ Wars, 
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That all in England did repute him dead; 

And from this ſwarm of fair Advantages, 

You took occaſion to be quickly woo'd, | 
To gripe the general ſway into your Hand: 
Forgot your Oath to us at Doxcaſter, 

And being fed by us, you us'd us ſo, 

As that ungentle Gull, the Cuckow's Bird, 
Uſeth the Sparrow, did oppreſs our Neſt, 
Grew by our Feeding, to ſo great a Bulk, 
That even our Love durſt not come near your Sight 
For fear of ſwallowing; but with nimble Wing 
We were inforc'd for ſafcty's ſake, to fly 

Out of your Sight, and raiſe this preſent Head, 
Whereby we ſtand oppoſed by ſuch means 

As you your ſelf, have forg'd againſt your ſelf, 
By unkind Uſage, dangerous Countenance, 

And violation of all Faith and Troth 


Sworn to us in your younger Enterprize. | And t 
X. Henry, Theſe things indeed you have articulated, We wi 
Proclaim'd at Market Croſſes, read in Churches, We of 
To face the Garment of Rebellion P. 1 
With ſome fine Colour, that may ple:ſe the Eye The 1 
Of fickle Changelings, and poor Diſcontents, Are co 
Which gape, and rub the Elbow at the News X. 
Of hurly burly Innovation: For on 
And never yet did Inſurrection want And C 
Such Water-colours, to impaint his Cauſe ; 
Nor moody Beggars, ſtatving for a time Fal. 
Of pell-mell Havock, and Confuſion, And b. 
P. Henry, In both our Armies, there is many a Soul P. I 
Shall pay full dea ly for this Encounter, L thy 
If once they join in trial, Tell your Nephew, 


The Prince of Wales doth join with all the World 
In praiſe of Henry Percy: By my Hopes, 

This preſent E: terprize fer off his Head, 

Ido not think a braver Gentleman, 

More Active, Valiant, or more valiant Young, 
More daring, or more told, is now alive, 

To grace this latter Age with noble Deeds, 

For my part, I may ſpeak it ro my Shame, 

I have a Truant been to Chivalry, 


And 
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And ſo, I hear, he doth account me too: 
Yet this before my Father's Majeſty, 

| am content that he ſhall take the odds 

Of his great Name and Eſtimation, ; 
And will, to fave the Blood on either fade, 
Try Fortune with him, in a ſingle Fight. 

X. Henry, And, Prince of Wales, ſo dare we venture thee, 
Albeit, Conſiderations infinite 
Do make againſt it: No, good Wor fter, no, 

We love our Pcople well ; even thoſe we love 
That are miſ-led upon your Coulin's part: 
And will they take the offer of our Grace; * 
Both he, and they, and you, yea, every Man 
Shall be my Friend again, and I'll be his. 

do tell your Couſin, and bring me word, 
What he will do. But if he will not yield, 
Rebuke and dread Correction wait on us, 
And they ſhall do their Office. So be gone, 
We will not now be troubled with Reply, 

We offer fair, take it adviſedly. [ Exit Worceſter. 

P. Henry. It will not be accepted, on my Life, 

The Dowglaſi and the Hot. pur both together, 
Are confident againſt the World in Arms. 

X. Henry. Hence therefore, every Leader to his Charge. 

For on their Anſwer will we ſet on them: 
Ard God befriend us, 2s our Cauſe is juſt, Exeunt. 
Manet Prince Henry and Falſtaff. 
Fal. Hal, if thou ſee me down in the Battel, 
And beſtride me, ſo; tis a point of Friendſhip. 

P. Henry. Nothing but a Coloſſus can do thee that Friend» 
4% thy Prayers, and farewel. [ſhip 

Fal. I world it were Bed-time, Hal, and all well. 

P. Henry. Why, thou oweſt Heav'n a Death. 

Fal. Tis not due yet: I would be loth to pay him be- 
bore his Day. What need I be ſo forward with him that 
all's not on me? Well, *cis no Matter, Honour pricks me 
b. But how if Honour prick me off when I come on? 

ow then; can Honour ſet to « Leg ? No. Or an Arm? No. 
Or take away the Grief of 2 Wound? No. Honour bath 
"0 Skill in Surgery then? No. What is Honour? A word. 
What is that word Honour? Ayre; a trim reckoning, ho 

| | at 
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hath it ? He that dy'd a Wedne/4ay. Doth he feel it? No, 
Doth he hear it? No. Is it in{enſible then? Yea, to the 
dead. But will it not live with the living? No. Why} 
Detraction will not ſuffcr it, therefore III none of it, Ho. 
nour is a meer Scutcheon, and ſo ends my Catechiſm, | Exit. 


SCENE 1. 


Enter Worceſter, and Sir Richard Vernon. 


Wor. O no, my Nephew muſt not know, Sir Richard, 
The liberal kind Offer of the King. 

Ver. *'T were belt he did, 

Mor. Then we are all undone. 
It is not poſſible, it cannot be, 
The King would keep his Word in loving us, 
He will ſuſpect us ſtill, and find a time 
To puniſk this Offence in other Faults : 
Suppoſe the, all our Lives ſhall be ſtruck full of Eyes; 
For Treaſon is but truſted like the Fox, 
Who neer ſo tame, ſo cheriſh'd, and lock'd up, 
Will have a wild trick of his Anceſtors; 
Look how we can, or fad, or merrily, 
Interpretation will miſqu5te our Looks, 
And we (hall fecd like Oxen at a S-all, 
The better cheriſh'd, fill the nearer death. 
My Nephew's Tr:ſpaſs may be well forgot, 
It hath the excuſe. of Youth, and heat of Blbod, 
And an adopted Name of Privilege, 
A harc-brain'd Hor-ſpur, govern'd by a Spleen : 
All his Offences live upon my Head, 
And on his Fath-r'ss We did train him on, 
And his Corruption being ta'en from us, 
We as the Spring of all, ſhall pay for all: 
Therefore, good Couſin, let not Harry know, 
In any caſe, the Offer of the King. 

Ver. Deliver what you will, I'll ſay tis ſo. 
Here comes your Conſin. 

Enter Hot-ſpur and Dowglaſs, 

Hot. My U cle is return'd : 
Deliver up my Lord of Weſtmorland. 
Uacle, what News? 


er. 


He gave 
Trim'd 
Woke 
Making 
Dy ſtill 
And wh 
He mad. 
nd chi 
6 If he 
f teacl 
dere d 
f he out 
| Wand | 
0 much 
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Wir. The King will bid you Battel preſently. 
Dow. Defie him by the Lord of Weſtmorland. 
Hot. Lord Dowglaſs; go you and tell him ſo. 
Dow. Marry and hall, and very willingly. 


Exit Dowglaſs. 


Wor, There is no ſeeming Mercy in the King, 
Hot. Did you beg any? God forbid, 
Wor. J told him gently of our Grievances, 

Of his Oath-breaking ; which he mended thus, 


[By now forſwearing that he is forſworn, 


He calls us Rebels, Traitors, and will ſcourge 
With haughty Arms, this hateful Name in us. 
Enter Dowg'afs. 

Dow. Arm, Gentlemen, to Arms, for I have thrown 
A brave D fiance in King Henry's Teeth: 

Ai. Weftmorland that was ingag'd did bear it, 
Which cannot chuſe but bring him quickly cn, 

Mor. The Prince of Wales ſtept forth hefore the King, 
Ard, Nephew, challeng'd you to fingle Fight. 

Hot. O, would the Quarrel lay upon our Heads, 
And that no Man might draw ſhort Breath to Day, 
But I ard Harry Monmouth. Tell me, tell me, 
How ſhew'd his Talking? Seem'd it in Contempt? 

Ver, No by my Soul: I never in my Life 
Did hear a Challenge urg'd more modeſtly, 

Unleſs a Brother ſhould a Brother dare, 

Lo gentle Exerciſe and proof of Arms. 

He pave you all the Duties of a Man, 

Trim'd up your Praiſes with a princely Torgue, 
doke your Deſervings like a Chronicle, 

Making you ever better than his Praiſe, 

Þy (till diſpraiſing Praiſe, valu'd with you: 

And which became him like a P.ince indeed, 

de made a bluſhing Cital of himſelf, 

d chide his trewant Youth ſo with a Grace, 
V ik he maſter'd there a double Spirit 

teaching and of learning inſtantly : 

dere did he pauſe, But let me tell the World, 
he out-'rre the Envy of this Day, 

gland did never owe ſo ſweet a Hope, 
much minſconſtrued in his Wantonneſs, 


Hot. 
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Hot. Couſin, I think thou art enamoured 
On his Follies; never did I hear 
Of any Prince ſo wild at Liberty. 
But be he as he will, yet once e er Night, 
T will embrace him with a Soldier's Arm, 
That he ſhall ſhrink under my Caurteſie. 
Arm, arm with ſpeed. And Fellows, Soldiers, Friends, 
Better conſider what you have to do, 
Than I, that have not well the Gift of Tongue, 
Can lift your Blood up with Perſuaſion, 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Meſ. My Lord, here are Letters for you. 
Hot, I cannot read them now. 
O Gentlemen, the time of Life is ſhort : 
To ſpend that Shortneſs baſcly were too long, 
Tho' Life did ride upon a Dial's Point, 
Still ending at the Arrival of an Hour. 
And if we live, we live to tread on Kings: 
If die; brave Death, when Princes die with us. 
Now for our Conſciences, the Arms are fair, 
When the Intent for bearing them is juſt, 
a Enter another Meſſenger. 
HMeſ. My Lord, prepare, the King comes on apace, 
Hot. 1 think him, that he cuts mefrom my Tale, 
For I profeſs not talking: Only this, 
Let each Man do his beſt. And here I draw my Sword, 
Whoſe worthy Temper 1 iatend to ſtain 
With the bleſt Blood that I can meet withal, 
In the Adventure of this perilous Day. 
Now Eſperance, Percy, and ſet on: 
Sound all the lofty Inſtruments of War, 
And by that Mulick, let us all embrace: 
For Heav'n to Earth, ſome of us never ſhall, 


A ſecond time do ſuch a courtefie. 1 
They embrace, then Exeunt. The Trumpets ſound, tht * ed 
King entreth with his Power,alarm unto the Bartel. Tin beg d 
erxter Dow glaſs and Sir Waiter Blunt. p 
Blunt. What is thy Name, that in Battel thus thou croſſeſt 1 He 
What Honour doſt thou ſeck upon my Head? (ms? Und 4. 
Dow. Know then, my Name 1: Dowelaſs, Wüst 


And I do haunt thee in the Battel thus, 
| Becauſe ſome tell me, that thou art a King. Blunt. 
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8 Blunt, They tell thee true. 
Dow. The Lord of Stafford dear to Day hath bought 
hy Likeneſs ; for inſtead of thee, King Harry, 
his Sword hath ended him, ſo ſhall it thee, 
nleſs thou yield thee as a Priſoner. 
Blunt, I was not born to yield, thou haughty Scet, 
d- thou ſhalt find a King that will revenge 
ard Stafford's Death. 
Fight, Blunt is ſlain, then enter Hot-ſpur. 

Hot. O Dowglaſs, hadſt thou fought at Holmedon thus, 
never had triumphed o'er a Scot, 
Dew. All's done, all's won, here breathleſs lyes the King. 
Hot. Where? 
Dow, Here. 
Hot, This, Dewglaſi? No, I know this Face full well: 
gallant Knight he was, his Name was Blunt, 
S:mblably furniſh'd like the King himſelf, 
Dow. Ah! Fool go with thy Soul whither it goes, 

borrow'd Title haſt thou bought too dear. 
hy didſt thou tell me, that thou wert a King? 
Hot. The King hath many marching in his Coats. 
Dow. Now by my Sword, I will kill all his Coats, 
[il murther all his Wardrobe Piece by Piece, 
Until I meet the King. 
Hot. Up and away. 
Our Sold eis ſtand full fairly for the Day. [ Exennt. 

Alarm, enter Falſtaff ſolus. 
Fal. Though I could ſcape ſhot- iree at London, I fear 
the Shot here: Here's no ſcoring, but upon the Pate. Soft, 
who art thou? Sir Walter Blunt, there's Honour for you; 
here's no Vanity I am as hot as moulten Lead, and as 
bevy too: Heav'n keep Lead out of me, I need no more 
Weight than mine own Bowels. I have led my Rag-o- 
Muffians where they are pepper'd; th. re's not three of my 
hundred and fifty left alive, and they for the Towns end 
o beg during Life, But who comes here? 
Enter Prince Henry, 

P. Henry, What ſtand?{t thou idle here? lend me thy Sword, 
Many a noble Man lyes ſtark and Riff 
Under the Hoofs of vaunting Enemies, 1 
Whoſe Deaths are unreveng d. Prithee lend me thy 1 
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b And Eeav'n forbid a ſhallow Scratch ſhould drive 


And Rebels Arms triumph in Maſſacres. : 
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Fal. O Hal, I prithce give me leave to breath a while, 
Turk Gregory never did ſuch Deeds in Arms, as I hay 
done this Day. I have paid Percy, I have made him ſure, 

P. Henry. He is indeed, and living to kill thee : 

I prithce lend me thy Sword. 

Fal. Nay, Hal, if Percy be alive, thou get'ſt not m 
Sword: but take my Piſtol if thou wilt. 

P. Henry. Give it me: What, is it in the Caſe} 

Fal. Ay Hal, tis hot: There's that will ſack a City, 

[ The Prince draws out a Bottle of Sach 

P. Henry, What, is it a time to jeſt and dally now? 

[ Throws it at him, and Exi. 

Fal. If Percy be alive, I'll pierce him; if he do cont 
in my way, ſo; if he do not, if I come in his, wil ing) 
let him make a Carbonado of me. I like not ſuch grinning 
Honour as Sir Walter hath : Give me Life, which if [ cat 
fave, ſo; if not, Honour comes unlook'd for, and there's 
an end, [ Exit 


SCENE III. 


Alarm, Excurſions, Enter the King, the Prince, Lord Jo 
of Lancaſter, and the Earl of Weſtmorla d. 
K. Henry. I prithee, Harry, withdraw thy ſelf, thou bleed. 
eſt too much: Lord John of Lancaſter, go you with him. 
Lan. Not I, wy Lord, unleſs 1 did bleed too. 
P. Henry. I b«{.ech your Majeſty make up, 
Leaſt your Retirement do amaze your Friends. 
X Henry. I will do D: 
My Lord of Weſtzworland, lead him to his Tent. 
Weſt. Come my Lord, I'll lead you to your Tent. 
P. Henry. Lead me, my Lord! I do not need your Help, 


The Prince of Wales from ſuch a Field as this, 
Where ſtain'd Nobility lyes trodden on, 


Lan. We breath too long; come Couſin Weſtmorland, 
Our Duty this Way lyes, for Heav'ns ſake come. 

P. Henry. By Heav'n thou haſt deceiv'd me, Lancaſter, 
I did not think thee Lord of ſuch a Spirit; 


Before, 


of King Henry IV. 1199 


Before, I lov'd thee as a Brother, ob; 
le But now, I do reſpect thee as my Soul, 
* K. Henry, I ſaw him hold Lord Percy at the Point, 
40 With luſtier Maintenance than I did look for | 


Of ſuch an ungrown Warrior, | 
P. Henry, O this Boy, lends Mettle to us all, [ Exit. 
'Y Enter Dowglaſs. ; 


Dow. Another King? They grow like Hydra's Heads: 
Im the Dowglaſs fatal to all thoſe 
That wear thoſe Colours on them. What art thou 
That counterfeit ſt the Perſon of a King? 

K. Henry, The King himſelf; who, Dowglaſs, grieves at 
do many of his Shadows thou haſt met, | Heart 
And not the very King. I have two Boys 
Seek Percy and thy ſelf about the Field; 

But ſeeing thou fall 'ſt on me fo luckily 
| will aſſay thee: So defend thy ſelf. 
Dow. I fear thou art another Counterfeit; 
And yet in faith thou bea'ſt thee like a King: 
But mine 1 am ſure thou art, who &er thou be, 
And thus I win thee. | They fight: The King being in Danger, 
Enter Prince Henry. 


Jn WM 7. Henry, Hold up thy Head, vile Scot, or thou art like 
Never to hold it up again: The Spirits 
= Of valiant Sherly, Stafford, Blunt, are in my Arms; 
im. 


It is the Prince of Wales that threats tlice, 

Who never promiſeth, but means to pay, 
{ They fieht, Dowglaſs fiyeth. 

Chearly, my Lord; how f eres your 5 PIO 

ir Nicholas Gawſey hith for Succour ſent, 

And ſo hath Clifton: I'Il ro Clifton ſtreight, 

K. Henry, Stay, and breath a while. b 
Thou haſt redeem'd my loſt Opinion, | g 
Ard ſhew'd thou mak'it ſome tender of my Life | 
I this fair Reſcue thou haſt brought to me. 

p. Henry, O Heav'n, they did tov much Injury, 11 
That ever ſaid I hearkned to your Death. 10 
[fit were ſo, I might have let alone 
ie inſulting Hand of Dewglaſ5 over you, L | 
dich would have been as ipcedy in your end, 1 


Help, 


1d 
1. ea, 


Zefore, 


* 
As | id 


As all the poiſonous Potions in the World, 


To ſhare with me in Glory any more: 


- But Thought's the Slave of Life, and Lite Time's Fool; 
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Is ro 
Bear: 
If the 
I ſho 
But! 
And 
For d 
Adieu 
Thy 

But n 
Whit 
Keep 

| cou] 
O, I 
If I w 
Death 
Thaug 
Imbou 
Till ti 


And ſav d the treacherous Labour of your Son. 
X. Henry. Make up to Clifton, I'll to Sir Nicholas Te? 
xit, 
Enter Hot-ſpur. 
Hot. If I miſtake not, thou art Harry Monmouth. 
P. ay. Thou ſpeakeſt as if I would deny my Name, 
Hort. My Name is Harry Percy, - 
P. Heurj. Why then I ſee a very valiant Rebel of thi 
I am the Prince of Wales; and think not, Percy, | Name, 


Two Stars keep not their Motion in one Sphere, 
Nor can one England brook a double Reign, 
Of Harry Percy and the Prince of Wales. 
Hot. Nor ſhall it, Harry, for the Hour is come 
To end the one of us; and would to Heav'n 
Thy Name in Arms were now as great as mine. 
P. Henry. I'll make it greater, e er I part from thee, 
And all the budding Honours on thy Creſt, . 
I'll crop, to make a Garland for my Head. 
Hot. I can no longer brook thy Vanities, [ Fight, 
Enter Falſtaff. 
Fal. Well ſaid, Hal, to it Hal. Nay, you ſhall find o0 


Fal. 
you lea 
Ie kc 


Boys play here, I can tell you. de ſcot 
Enter Dow glaſs, he fights with Falſtaff, who falls down fie, is 
as if he were dead. The Prince kills Percy. Man, 


Het, Oh Harry thou haſt robb'd me of my Vouth: 
T better brook the Loſs of brittle Life, 
Than thoſe proud Titles thou haſt won of me, 
They wound my Thoughts worſe, than thy Sword my Fleſh: 


tit dyi 


erfeit, 


And Time, that takes ſurvey of all the World. 


Muſt have a ſtop. O, I could propheſie, ter C 
But that the Eartb, and the cold Hand of Death, || ſwea 
Lyes on my Tongue: No, Percy thou art Duſt | N 
And Food ſor D. T1 


F. Henry, For Worms, brave Percy. Fare wel, great Heat ene yo. 
Fil-weav'd Ambition, how much art thou ſhrunk! 
When that this Body did contain a Spirit, 
A Kingdom for it was too ſmall a Bound: 
But now two Paces of the vilcſt Earth 
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Is room enough, This Earth that bears thee dead, 
Bears not alive ſo ſtout a Gentleman. 
If thou wert ſenſible of Couiteſie, 
I ſhould not make ſo great a ſhow of Z-al. 
But let my Favours hide thy mangled Face, 
And even in thy behalf, Vil think my ſelf 
For doing theſe fair Rites of Tenderneſs. 
Adieu, and take thy praiſe with thee to Heav'n, 
Thy ignominy fleep with thee in the Grave, 
But not remembred in thy Epitaph. | 
What ! Old Acquaintance ! Could not all this fleſh 
Keep in a little Life ? Poor Zack, fare wel: 
| could have better ſpar'd a better Man. 
O, I ſhould have a heavy miſs of thee, 
If I were much in love with Vanity. 
Death hath not ſtruck ſo far a Deer to Day, 
Though many dearer in this bloody Fray: 
Imbowell'd will I ſee thee by and by, ' 2 
Till then, in Blood by noble Percy lye. [ Exit, 
Falſtaff riſeth up. | 
fal. Imbowell'd ! If thou imbowel me to Day, I'll give 
you leave to Powder me, and eat me too to Morrow, *Twas 
nd no ime to counterfeit, or that hot Termagant Scot had paid 
te ſcot and lot too. Counterfeit l am no countei feit; to 
own ie, is to be a Counterfeit, for he is but the Counterſeit of 
Man, who hath not the Life of a Man: But to counter- 
tit dying, when a Man thereby liveth, is to be no Coun- 
afeit, but the true and perfect image of Life indeed. The 
ener part of Valour, is Diſcretion; in the which better 
art, I have ſaved my Life. I am afraid of this Gur- 
order Percy, though he be dead. How if he ſhould 
ounterfeit too, and riſe, I am afraid he would prove the 
ter Counterfeit ; therefore I'll make him ſure; yes, and 
| ſwear I have kill'd him. Why may not be riſe as we! 
2 Nothing confutes me but Eyes, and no Body ſc es 
*. Therefore, Sirrah, with a new Wound in your Thigh 
ne you along with me. { Takes Hot-ſpur os his Back, 
Enter Prince Henry and John of Lancaſter, 
P. Henry, Come Brother John, full bravely liaft thou 
eat thy Maiden Sword. | 
Vo L. III. Q Lan. 


ey. 


xit, 


ge. 


that 


ame, 


I 
j 
: 
| 
0 


| 
| 
| 


——_ . — * _ 


1202 . The Firſt Part 


Lan. But ſoft, who have we here? 
Did you not tell me this fat Man was dead? 
P. Henry. I did, I ſaw him dead, 
Breathleſs, and bleeding on the Ground: Art thou alive, 
Or is it Fantaſie that plays upon our Eye-ſight? 
T prethee ſpeak, we will not cruſt our Eyes 
Without our Ears. Thou art not what thou ſeem'ſt. 
Fal. No, that's certain ; I am not a double Man ; but if 
I am not Fack Falſtaff, then am I a Jack: There is Perg 


if your Father will do me any Honour, ſo; if nor, let hin *. 
kill the next Percy himſelf, I look either to be Earl c 11 0 
Duke, I can aſſure you, "ade 
P. Henry, Why, Percy I kill'd my ſelf, and ſaw thee dead, And 
Fal. Did'ſt thou? Lord,. Lord, how the World-is given Miſuy 

to Lying! I grant you I was down, and out of Breath, Three 
and ſo was he, but we roſe both at an inſtant, and fought A nob 
a long Hour by Shrewsbury Clock: If I may be believed, lo; Had | 
if not, let them that ſhould reward Valour bear the Sih vp. if like 
on their own Heads, Til take't on my Death I gave hin Betwiz 
this Wound in the Thigh: if the Man were alive, ad * 4 
would deny it, I would make him eat a pit ce of my Sword, ind [ 
Lan. This is the ſtrangeſt tale that e'er I heard. Ince, | 


P. Henry, This is the ſtrangeſt Fellow, Brother John. K. E 


Come bring your Luggage nobly on your back: Other 
For my pait, if a Lie may do thee grace, U 
II gild it with the happieſt terms I have. o ge 


f [ 4 Retreat is ſounded, P. He 

The Trumpets ſound Retreat, the Day is ours: Th 
Come Brother, let's to the higheſt of the Field, © not 
To ſee what Friends are living, who are dead. | Exewn 
Fal. Vil follow as they ſay, for Reward. He that rt 
wards me, Heav'n reward him. If I do grow great agull, 
I'll grow leſs; for I'll purge, and leave Sack, and lite 
cleanly, as a nable Man ſhould do. [Exit 


SCENE 
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SCENE W. 


The Trumpets ſound : Enter King Henry, Prince of Wales, 
Lord John of Lancaſter, Earl of Weſtmorland, with Wor 
il ceſter and Vernon Priſoners. 


15 X. Henry. Thus ever did Rebellion find Rebuke. 

1 Ila ſpirited Worceſter, did we not ſend Grace, 
Pardon, and terms of Love to all of you ? 
ad Aud would'ſt thou turn our Offers contrary ? 
Miſuſe the Tenor of thy Kinſman's Truſt ? 
Three Knights upon our Party lain to Day, 
A noble Earl and many a Creature elſe 
Had been alive this Hour, 
If like a Chriſtian thou had'ſt truly born, 
Betwixt our Armies, true Intelligence. 

Wor. What I have done, my ſafety urg'd me to, 
And I embrace this Fortune patiently, 
vince, not to be avoided, it falls on me. | 

K. Henry, Bear Worceſter to death, and Vernon too. 
Other Offenders we will pauſe upon. | 

[ Exit Worceſter and Vernon, 

How goes the Field? | 

P. Henry. The noble Scor, Lord Dowglaſ;, when he ſaw 
The Fortune of the Day quite turn'd from him, 
The noble Percy ſlain, and all his Men, 
Upon the foot of fear, fled with the reſt; 
And falling from a Hill, he was ſo bruiz'd 
That the Purſuers took him. At my Tent 
The Dowglaſs is, and I beſecch your Grace, 
[Exit | may diſpoſe of him. 

X. Henry, With all my Heart. 

P. Henry, Then Brother John of Lancaſter, 
o you this Honourable Bounty ſhall belong: 
0 to the Dewglaſe, and deliver him 
p to his Peaſure, ranſomleſs and free: 
s Valour ſhewn upon our Creſts to Day, 
ith taught us how to cheriſh ſuch high Deeds, 
a in the Boſom of our Adverſaries. 
Q 3 | K, Henry. 
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KX. Henry, Then this remains; that we divide our Power. 
You Son John, and my Couſin Weftmorland, 
Towards York ſhall bend you, with your deareſt ſpeed 
To meet Northumberland, and the Prelate Scroop, 

Who, as we hear, are buſily in Arms. 

My ſelf and Son Harry will towards Wales, 

To fight with Glendower, and the Earl of March. 
Rebellion in this Land ſhall loſe his way, 

Meeting the Check of ſuch another Day; 

And ſince this Buſineſs ſo far is done, 

Let us not leave till all our own be won. [ Exeunt. 


— — 


er. 


mn e 1.00 fd TT AVTOUTY Unten Hang | 
n ee W Mau | ll Ae | MAT 
a fi. - . —4——— Ma 
111. e ene N Mul 
e i 1 01 ö Wi 
. | Wit: 
1 


116 


1 
5 


77 
„ 0 
| 8 


> 
Wo 


155 


* 


a 


* 
- 
- 


* 


————— 


— 


l 


- — — 


.— 
- » 
4 -» 


: | TH 
_ 8 el 
; l ' 
605 * 
— — 8 ö ; — 
— 4 - 46" : 1 1 
EX —ů— — — a - — þ 4 — . 
N 
— — 2. 3 IS == . 8 
S IEEE == £ 
——— OL == co 6 
40 = eo = 
b. e - „ — —_ - - 
= — - — » — — 
. —— x 2 


— 


0 


. 
- 


* 


| 


70 


| 


U 
== LN | 
_ — — : 
r V 


{ 


I — — 


k od? 
* : 
n 
Wl 100 "© * 
* 1 1 


* — = — — 1 — = 
bs oa ” . —— AD — 
ECT. = 
Pow Doc li 


— —@AS—. $34 
— _ . 


The Second Parr of 


Containing his DEATH: 


AND 


The CORONATION of 
King HE N RT V. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


K Ing Henry the Fourth. 
Prince Henry, afterwards Crowned King Henry the Fifth, 


Prince John of Lancaſter, 
Sons to Henry the Fourth, and 
. wy”. — 8 \ Brethren to Henry the Fifth, 


Northumberland, 

The Arch-Biſhop of York, 

Mowbray, 

Haſtings, Oppoſites agaiuſt King Henry the 
Lord Bardolph, Fourth. 
Travers, 

Morton, 

Colev ile. | J 
Warwick, 1 

Weſtmorland. 

Surrey. 


Gower, Of the King's Party, 


Harecourt, 

Lord Chief Fuſtice, 
Poins, 1 
Falſtaff, 

— h, Irregular Humoriſts. — 
Peto, 

Page, \ 
Shallow and Silence, both Country Fuſtices. 
Davy, Servant to Shallow. 

Phang and Snare, to Serjcants. 

Mouldy, 

Shadow, 

Warr, Country Soldiers. 
Feeble, 
Bulcalf, 


Zady Northumberland, 
Lady Percy. 
Hofteſs Quickly. 
Doll Tear-ſheet. 
Drawers, Beadles, Grooms, &c. 
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HENRY IV. 


Containing his DEATH: 


th, 


AND 


The CORONATION of 


King Z E NRY.V. 


_— 


ACTI SCENE 1 
INDUCTION. 


Enter RUMOUR. 


P 4 N your Ears : For which of you will 
? 0 
il A 1 hearing, when loud Rumor ſpeaks i 
I. from the Orient, to the drooping Weſt, 
Making the Wind my Poſt-horſe, ſtill unfold 
The Acts commenced on this Ball of Earth. 
Upen my Tongue continual Slanders ride, 
The which, in every Language, I pronounce, 
The *ulling the Ears of them with falſe Reports : 


Q 4 
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I ſpeak of Perce, while covert Enmity, 

Under the ſmile of fafety, wounds the World 
And who but Rumor, who but only I 

Make fearful Muſters, and prepar'd Defence; 
Whilſt the big Year, ſwol'n with ſome other Gi: fs, 
Is thought with Chi d, by the ſtern Tyrant War; 
8 och And no much matter. Rumor is a Pipe 

| Blown by Surmiſe, and Jealouſies Conjectures; 
And of ſo cafie, and fo plain a ſtop, 

That the blunt Monſter, with uncounted Heads 
The |tiil diſcordant, wavering Multitude, 

Can play upon it. But what need I thus 

My well known Body to Anatom 22 

Among my Houſhold ? Why is Rumor here? 

I run before King Harry's Victory, 

Who in a bloody Field by Shrewsbury 


Hath beaten down young Hoet-/pur, ard his Troops, The! 
Quenching the Flame of bold Rebellion, And i 
Even with the Rebels Blood. But what mean I Pricce 
To ſpeak of Truth at firſt ? My Office is Kill'd 
To noiſe abroad, that Harry Monmouth fell And } 
Urd rhe Wrath of noble Hor. ſpur's Sword: And 7 
And that the King, before the Dowglaſs Rage, Is Prif 
Stoop'd his anointed Head, as low as death. _ Cz 
This have I rumor'd thiongh the Peaſant Towns, Came 
Between the Royal Field of Shrewsbary, Mace C 
And this Worm-caten hole of ragged Stone, Nor 
Where Hot-ſpur's Father, old Northumberland, S2 ye 
Lyes crafty Sick, The Poſts come tyring on, Barg 
And not a Man of them brings other News A Gen 
Than they have learn'd of me, From Raumor's Tongues That fr 
They bring ſmoath-comforts-falſe, worſe than true Wronęs Mor 


[ Exit, On 7 


$S CEN E II. 


Enter Lord Bardolf, and the Porter. 


Bard. Who keeps the Gate, hoa ? 
Where is the Earl? | 
Porter. What ſhall I ay you are? 
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Bard. Tell thou the Earl, | ll 
That the Lord Bardolpb doth attend him here, I! 
porter. His Lordſhip is walk'd forth into the Orchard, l} 
Pleaſe it your Honour, knock but at the Gate, 1 
And he himſelf will anſwer, 1 
Enter Northumberland. 
Bard. Here comes the Earl. 
North. What news, Lord Bardelph? Ev'ry minute now 
Should be the Father of ſome Stratagem. 
The Times are wild: Contention, like a Horſe 
Full of high Feeding, madly hath broke looſe, 
And bears down all before him, 
Bard, Noble Earl, 
bring you certain News from Shrewsbury. 
North. Good, and Hcav'n will. 
Bard. As good as Heart can wiſh : 
The King is almoſt wounded to the Death: 
And in the Fortune of my Lord your Son, 
prince Harry ſlain outright; and both the Blunts 
Killd by the Hand of Dowglaſs, young Prince Joho, 
And Weſtmorland, and Stafford, fled the Field. | 
And Harry Monmonth's Brawn, the Hulk Sir John : 
Is Priſoner to your Son, O, ſuch a Day 
S fought, fo follow'd, and {> fairly won, 
Came not, till now, to dignifie the Times 
Mace Ceſar's Fortunes, 
North, How is this deriv'd? 
dw you the Field? Came you from Shrewsbary ? 
Bard, I ſpake with one, my Lord, that came from thence, 
A Gentleman wel] bred, and of good Name, 
That freely render'd me this News for true. 
North, Here comes my Servant Travers, whom | ſent 
On Tueſday laſt, to liſten after News, 
Enter Travers. 
Bard, My Lord, I over · rode him on the way. 
And he is furniſh'd with no Certainties, 
More than he, happily, may rctail from me. 
North, Now Travers,what good Tidings comes from you? 
Tra. My Lord, John Umfrevil turn'd me back 1 
With joyful Tidings; ard being better hors'd 1 
Ou: tode me. After him, came ſpurring hard i] 


— 
ũ——ᷣ— —— 
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A Gentleman, almoſt fore - ſpent with ſpeed, 
That ſtopp'd by me, to breathe his bloodied Horſe, 
He ask'd the way to Cheſter: And of him 
I did demand what News from Shrewsbury : 
He told me, that Rebellion had ill Luck, 
And that young Harry Percy's Spur was cold. 
With that he gave his able Horſe the Head, 
And, bending forward, ſtrook his able Heels 
Againſt the panting Sides of his poor Jade, 
Up to the Rowel-head, and ſtarting lo, 
He ſeem'd in running to devour the way, 
Staying no longer queſtion. 
North. Ha? Again: 
Said he young Harry Percy's Spur was cold? 
Of Hor. ſpur, cold Spur, that Rebellion 
Had met ill Luck? 
Bard. My Lord, I'll tell you what, 
If my young Lord, your Son, have not the Day, 
Upon mine Honour, for a ſilken Point 
I'll give my Barony, Never talk of it. 
North, Why ſhould the Gentleman that rode by Trave Your 


Give then ſuch Inſtances of Loſs? Not 

Bard. Who he ? [lee a 
He was ſome hielding Fellow, that had ſtol'n Thou 
The Horſe he rode on; and upon my Life To ſpe 
Spake at adventure. Look, here comes more News. ES 


Enter Morton. N 

North. Vea, this Man's Brow, like to a Title - Itaf, Not b. 
Foretells the Nature of a Tragick Volume: 

So looks the Strond, when the Imperious Flood 
Hath left a witneſs'd Uſurpation. 
Say, Morton, didſt thou come from Shrewsbary? 

Mort. I ran from Shrewsbary, my noble Lord, 
Where hateful Death put on his uglieſt Mask 
To freight our Party. 

North. How doth my Son, and Brother? 
Thou trembl'ſt; and the whiteneſs in thy Cheek 
Is apter than thy Tongue, to tell thy Errand, 
Even ſuch a Man, ſo faint, fo ſpiritleſs, 

So dull, fo dead in Look, fo woe-be-gone, 
Drew Priam's Curtain, in the dead of Night, 
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And would have told him, half his Troy was burn'd. 
| But Priam found the Fire, &er he his Tongue: 
And I, my Percy's Death, e'er thou report'ſt it. 
This, thou wouldſt ſay: Your Son did thus, and thus; 
Your Brother, thus. So fought the noble Dowglaſs, 
Stopping my greedy Ear with their bold Deeds. 
But in the end, to ſtop my Ear indeed, 
Thou haſt a Sigh, to blow away this Praiſe, 
Erding with Brother, Son, and all are dead. 
Mort. Dowglaſs is living, and your Brother, yet; 
But for my Lord, your Son. 
North. W hy, he is dead. 
See what a ready Tongue Suſpicion hath; 
He that but fears the thing, he would not know, 
Hath by Inſtinct, knowledge from other Eyes, 
That what he fear'd is chanc'd. Yet ſpeak, Morton, 
Tell thou thy Earl, his Divination hes, 
And I will take it as a ſweet Diſgrace, 
And make thee rich, for doing me ſuch wrong, 
Mort. You are too great, to be, by me, gainſaid: 
Vour Spirit is too true, your Fears too certain. 
North. Yet for all this, ſay not that Percy's dead. 
I ſee a ſtrange Confeſſion in thine Eye: 
Thou ſhak'ſt thy Head, and hold'ſt it Fear, or Sin, 
To ſpeak a Truth. If he be lain, ſay fo; 
The Tongue offends not, that reports his Death : 
And he doth fin that doth belie the dead; 
Not he, which ſays the dead is not alive: 
Yet the firſt Bringer of unwelcome News 
Hath but a loſing Office: And his Tongue, 
Sounds ever after as a ſullen Bell 
Remembred, knolling a departing Friend. 
Bard, I cannot think, my Lord, your Son is dead. 
Mort. T am ſorry 1 ſhould force you to believe 
That, which I would to Heav'n I had not ſeen, 
but theſe mine Eyes ſaw him in bloody State, 
Rend'ring faint quittance, wearied nd out-breath'd, 
o Henry Monmouth, whoſe ſwift wrath beat down 
The never-daunted Percy to the Ezrth, 
'om whence, with Life, he never wore ſprung up. 
Vtw; his Death, whoſe Spirit lent a Fire | 


18 


Even 
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Even to the dulleſt Peaſant in his Camp, — 


Being bruited once, took Fire and Heat away 
From the beſt temper d Courage in his Troops. 
For from his Metal was his Party ſteel'd; 
Which once in him abated, all the reſt 
Turn'd on themſelves, like dull and heavy Lead: 
And as the thing that's heavy in it ſelf, 

Upon enforcement, flies with greateſt ſpeed; 

So did our Men, heavy in Hor-ſpur's loſs, 


Lend to this weight ſuch lightneſs with their fear, 4 


That Arrows fled not ſwifter toward their aim, 

Than did our Soldiers, aiming at their ſafety, | 

Fly from the Field. Then was that noble Worceſter 

Too ſoon ta'en Priſoner: And that furious Scot, 

The bloody Dowglaſi, whoſe well-labouring Sword 

Had three times ain th' Appearance of the King. 

Gan vail his Stomach, and did grace the Shame 

Of thoſe that turo'd their Back: And in his flight, 

Stumbling in Fear, was took. The ſum of all, 

Is, that the King hath won: And hath ſent out 

A ſpeedy Power, to encounter you, my Lord, 

Under the Conduct of young Lancaſter 

And Weſtmorland. This is the News at full. 
North. For this, I ſhall bave time enough to mourn, 

In Poiſon there is Phyfick: And this News, 

Having been well, that would have made me ſick, 

Being ſick, hath in ſome meaſure made me well. 

And as the Wretch, whoſe Feaver-weakened Joints, 

Like ſtrergthleſs Hinges, buckle under Life, 

Impatient of his Fit, breaks like a Fire 

Out of his Keeper's Arms; even ſo, my Limbs, 

Weakened with Grief, being now inrag'd with Grief, 

Are thrice themſelves. Hence therefore thou nice Crutchz 

A ſcaly Gauntlet now, with Joints of Steel | 

Muſt glove this Hand. And hence thou ſickly Quoif, 

Thou art a guard too wanton for the Head, : 

Which Princes fleſh'd with Conqueſt, aim to hit. 

Now bind my Brows with Iron, and approach _ 

The razged'ſt Hour that Time asd Spight dare bring, 

To frown upon th'enrag'd Northumberland. 

Let Heay'n kiſs Earth: Now let not Nature's Hand 


Keep 


That if 
And yet 
boak'd 
od lang 


Come, v 
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Keep the wild Flood confin d; let Order dis 
And let the World no longer be a Stage 
To feed Contention in a lingring Act: 
But let one Spirit of the firſt-born Cain, 
Reign in all Boſoms, that each Heart being ſet 
On bloody Courſes, the rude Scene may end, 
And Darkneſs be the Burier of the Dead. 
Bard, Sweet Earl, divorce not Wiſdom from your Honour, 
Mort, The Lives of all your loving Complices 
Lean on your Health, the which if you give o'er 
To ſtormy Paſſion, muſt perforce decay. 
You caſt th Event of War, my noble Lord, 
And ſum'd the account of Chance, before you ſaid 
Let us make Head: It was your Preſurmiſe, 
That in the dole of Blows, your Son might drop. 
You knew he walk'd o'er Perils, on an Edge 
More likely to fall in, than to get o'er: 
You were advis'd his Fleſh was capable 
Of Wounds and Scars; and that his forward Spirit 
Would lift tim, where moſt trade of Danger rang'd, 
Let did you ſay, Go forth: And none of this, 
Though ſtrongly apprehended, could reſtrain 
The ſtiff- born Action: What hath then befall'n ? 
Or what hath this bold Enterprize brought forth, 
More than that Being, which was like to be? 
Bard, We all that are engaged to this Loſs, 
Knew that we ventur'd on ſuch dangerous Seas, 
That if we wrought out Life, was ten to one; : 
ai oe we ventur'd for the Gain propos'd, 
hoak'd the Reſpe of likely Peril fear'd, 
dd ſinee we are o'e1«ſet, venture again. 
Come, we will all put forth, Body and Goods: 
Mort, Tis more than time; and, my moſt noble Lord, 
bear for certain, and do ſpeak the Truth: 
he gentle Arch-Biſhop of Tork is up 
With well appointed Powers: He is a Man 
bo with a double Surety binds his Followers. 
ly Lord, your Son, had only but the Corps, 
ut Shadows, and the Shews of Men to fight. 
0 that ſame Word, Rebellion, did divide 
* Aion of their Bodies, from their Souls, 


4 And 
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And they did fight with Queaſineſs, conſtrain'd, 
As Men drink Potions; that their Weapons only 
Seem'd on our Side: But for their Spirits and Souls, 
This Word, Rebellion, it had froze them up, 
As Fiſh are in a Pond. But now the Biſhop 
Turns Inſurrection to Religion; | 
Suppos'd fincere, and holy in his Thoughts, 
He's follow'd both with Body, and with Mind : 
And doth enlarge his riſing, wich the Blood 
Of fair King Richard, ſcrap'd from Pomfret Stones, 
Derives from Heav'n his Quarrel, and his Cauſe: 
Tells them,' he doth beſtride a bleeding Land, 
Gaſping for Life, under great Ballingbroke, 
And more, and leſs, do flock to follow him. 

North. 1 knew of this before, But to ſpeak Truth, 
This preſent Grief had wip'd it from my Mind. 
Go in with me, ard counſel every Man 
The apteſt Way for Safery, and Revenge: 
Get Poſts, and Letters, and make Friends with ſpeed, 
Never fo few, nor never yet more need. | Exeunt, 


SCENE II. 


Enter Falſtaff, and Page. 

Fal. Sirizh, you Giant, what ſays the Doctor to my Wi. 
ters 
Page. He faid, Sir, the Water it ſelf was a gocd heil. 
ing Water: But for the Party that own'd it, he might hae 
more Diſcaſes than he knew for. 

Fal. Men of all forts take a pride to gird at me. The 
Brain of this fooliſh compounded Clay-man, is not able 
to invent any thing that tends to Laughter, more thao | 
invent, or is inverted on me. I am not only witty in 
my ſelf, but the Cauſe that Wit is in other Men. I do here 
walk before thee, like a Sow, that hath overwhelm'd all 
her Litter, but one. If the Prince put thee into my Set. 
vice for any other Reaſon, than to ſet me off, why then 
have ro judgment. I hou Horſon Mandrake, thou art 
fitter to be worn in my Cap, than to wait at my Heels, 
was never mann'd with an Agot till now: But I will ſet 
vou neither in Gold nor Silver, but in vile Apparel, znd 


ſend you back again to your Maſter, for a Jewel. Th q 
| Juvenal. 
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the Prince your Maſter! whoſe Chin is not yet 


fledg d; I will ſooner have a Beard grow in the Palm of my 


Hand, than he ſhall get one on his Cheek: Vet he will not 
ſtick to fay, his Face is a Face-Royal. Heav'n may finiſh 
it when he will, it is not a Hair amiſs yet: He may keep 
it ſtill as a Face-Royal, for a Barber ſhall never earn Six- 
pence out of it; and yet he will be crowing, as if he had 
writ Man ever fince his Father was a Batchelor. He may 
keep his own Grace, but he is almoſt out of mine, I can 
aſſure him. What ſaid Mr. Dombledon, about the Satten for 
my ſhort Cloak, and Slops3 . 

Page. He ſaid, Sir, you ſhould proc ure him better aſſurance 
than Bardolph: He would not take his Bond and yours, he 
lik d not the Security, 

Fal. Let him be damn d like the Glutton, may his Tongue 
be hotter, a horſon Achitophel, a Raſcally-yea-forſooth- 
knave, to bear a Gentleman in Hand, and then ſtand upon 
S:curity? The horſon ſmooth-pates do now wear nothin 
but high Shoes, and Bunches of Keys at their Girdles ; 
and if a Man is through with them in honeſt taking up, then 
they muſt ſtand upon Security: I had as lief they would 
put Rats=bane in my Mouth, as offer to ſtop it with Secu- 
rity. I looked he ſhould have ſent me two and twenty 
Yards of Satten, as I am a true Knight, and he ſends me 
Security, Weil, he may fleep in Security, for he hath 
the horn of Abundance: And the lightneſs of his Wife 
ſhines through ir, and yet cannot he ſee, though he have 
his own Lanthorn to light him. Where's Bardeſpb! 
a He's gone into Smithfield to buy your Worſhip a 

orſe, | 
Hul. ] bought him in Pauli, and he'll buy me a Horſe 
in Smithfield, If I could get me a Wife in the Stews, I 
vere Mann'd, Hors'd, and Wiv'd: 

| Enter Chief Fuſtice, and Servants. 

Pare, Sir, here comes the Nobleman that committed the 
Prince for ſtriking him, about Bardolph. 

Fal, Wait cloſe, I will not ſee him. 

G, 7aſt, What's he chat goes there : 

ry, Falſtaff, and't pleaſe your Lordſhip. 

0. Juſt. He that was in queſtion for the Robbery | 

(I've 


| abroad by advice. Your Lordſhip, though not clean pal 
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Serv, He, my Lord. But he hath ſince done good Ser. ( 
vice at Shrewsbury: And, as I hear, is now going with ſome wh 
Charge to the Lord Fohn of Lancaſter. | E 
. Fuſt. What, to York? Call him back again- lam 
Serv. Sir John Falſtaff. C 
Fal. Boy, tell him I am deaf. | with 
Page. You muſt ſpeak lowder, my Maſter is deaf. Fi 
Ch, Fuſt. I am ſure he is, to the hearing of any thing good, Wh a ſlet 
Go plack him by the Elbow. I muſt ſpeak with him. Ch 
Serv. Sir John. Fa, 


Fal. What! a young Knave and beg! Are there not Wars? Wl :nd Þ 
Is there not Employment? Doth not the King lack Subjects? its Ef 
Do not the Rebels want Soldiers? Though it be a ſhame 00. 
to be on any fide but one, it is worſe ſhame to beg, than to bear n 


be on the wotſt ſide, were it worſe than the Name of Re- Fal. 
bellion can tell how to make it, you, 11 
Serv, You miſtake me, Sir. Markin 


Fal. Why, Sir, did I ſay you were an honeſt Man? Ser- Ch, © 
ting my Knight-hood, and my Soldierſhip aſide. I had lied 
in my Thiozt, if I had ſaid fo. Phyſici 

Serv. I pray you, Sir, then ſet your Knight- hood and Fal. 
your Soldierſhip aſide, and give me leave to tell you, you Hour I. 
lie in your Thioat, if you ſay I am any other than an ho- e me, 
neſt Man. | | 

Fal. I give thee leave to tell me fo! I lay afide that eme dra 
which grows to me | If thou gett'ſt any leave of me, hang 
me; if thou tak'ſt leave, thou wer't better be hang'd: You eu for | 
Hunt counter, hence; avaunt. 

Serv. Sir, my Lord would ſpeak with * 

Ch. Fuſt. Sir John Falſtaſt, a word with you. 

Fal. My good Lord! give your Lord(hip good time of 
the Day. I am glad to ſee your Lordſhip abroad; I heard 
ſay, your Lordſhip was ſick, I hope your Lordſhip gors 


your Youth, hath yet ſome ſmack of Age in you: Some te- 
lim of the Saltnefs of time; and I moſt humbly beſcech 
your Lordſhip, to have a reverend care of your Health. 
Ch. Juſt. Sir Jobn, I ſent for you before your Expedition 
to Shrewsbury, = | 8 
Fal. If it pleaſe your Lordſhip, I hear his Majeſty is te- 
tum d with ſome diſcomfort from Wales, q. 70 
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Ch. Faft. I talk not of his Majeſty : You would not come 
when 1 ſent for you? 

Fal. And I hear moreover, his Highneſs is fall'n into this 
Game whorſon Apoplexy. | 
Ch. Jaſt. Well, Heav'n mend him. I pray Jet me ſpeak 

with you. . 

Fal. This Apoplexy is, as I take it, a kind of Lethargy, 
a lecping of the Blood, a whorſon Tingling. 

Ch. Juſt, What tell you me ofit? Be it as it is. 

Fal. It hath its original from much Grief; from Study 
2 and Perturbation of the Brain. I haie read the Cauſe of 
> Wit Effects in Galen. It is a kind of Deafneſs, 

Us Ch, Faſt. I think you are fal'n into that Diſeaſe: Far you 
to bear not what I ſay to you, 

ts Fal. Very well, my Lo:d, very well: Rather, an't pleaſe 
you, it is the Diſeaſe of not Liſtning, the Malady of not 
Marking, that I am troubled w ithal. 

Ch. Faſt. To puniſh you by the Heels, would amend 
the attention of your Ear, and I care rot if I be your 
Phyſician, 

Fal. I am as poor as Fob, my Lord; but not ſo patient: 
Your Lordſhip may miniſter & Potion of Impriſonment 
0 me, in reſpect of Poverty: But how I ſhould be your 
Patient to follow your Preſcription, the Wiſe may make 
ome dram of a ſcruple, or indeed, a ſcruple it ſe:f. 

Ch. Juſt. I ſent for you, when there were matters againſt 
jou for your Life, to ſpeak with me. 

Hal, As I was then advisd by my learned Counſel, in 

e Laws of this Land-ſervice, I did not come, h 

* Juſt, Well, the truth is, Sir John, you live in great 

ge of wang 

** Fal. He that buckles him in my Belt, cannot live in lefs. 

gots G, aſt. Your Means is very ſlender, ard your Waſte 
ar, 

nere- Fd. I would it were otherwiſe: I would my Mears were 

eſeech Ne, and my Waſte ſlenderer. 

C. Juſt. You have mil-!ed the youthful Prince, 

fal. The young Prince hath miſled me. I am the Fel. 

| v vith the great Belly, and he my Dog. 

is te: . Jet. Well, I am loth to gall a new-heal'd Wound; 
' Day's Service at Shreuubury, hath a little gilded over 

Jil. Vol. UI. | R 1 ur 
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your Night's Exploit on Gadi-hill. You may thank the ur 
quiet time, for your quiet o'er-poſting that Action. 

Fal. My Lord ? 

Ch, Fauſt. But ſince all is well, keep it ſo : Wake not! 
ſlecping Wolf. 

Fal. To wake a Wolf, is as bad as to ſmell a Fox. 

Co. Juſt. What? You are as a Candle, the better pu 
burnt our. 

Fal. A Waſſel-Candle, my Lord; all Tallow : If I di 
ſay of Wax, my growth would approve the truth. 
Ch. Juſt. There is rot a white Hair on your Face, bit 
- ſhould have his Effect of Gravity. 

Fal. His Effect of gravy, gravy, gravy. 

Ch, Juſt. You follow the young Prince up and dowr, lik 
his evil Angel, | 

Fal. Not fo, my Lord, your ill Angel is light: But! 
hopr, he that looks upon me, will take me without wick 
ing; and yet, in ſome reſpects I grant, I cannot go; I 0 
not tell Virtue is of ſo little regard in theſe Ccſtor-mory 
ers Days, that true Valour is turn'd Bear-herd. Pregnanc 
is made a Tapſter, and hath his quick Wit waſted in givin 
Recknings ; all the other Gifts appertinent to Man, 1h 
malice of this Age ſhapes them, are not worth a Gooſe-bt 
ry. You that are old, conſider not the Capacities of | 
that are young; you meaſure the heat of our Livers, wit 
the bitterneſs of your Galls; and we that are in the vaval 
of our youth, I muſt confeſs, ate Wags too. 

Ch, Faſt. Do you ſet down your Name in the Scrow!( 
youth, that are written down old, with all the Characte 
of Age? Have you not a moiſt Eye? a dry Hand? 26 
low Cheek? a white Beard? a decreaſing Leg? an increab 
Belly; is not your Voice broken? your Wind ſhont? J 
Wit fing'e? and every part about you blaſted with An 
21 ? and will you call your ſelf young ? fie, fic, fic 

ohn. 

Fal. My Lord, I was born with a white Head, and { 
thing a round Belly. For my Voice, I have loſt 't 
hollowing and ſinging of Anthems. To approve my J- 
further, Iwill not. The truth is, I am only old in. 
ment and Underſtanding, and he that will cape! ., 
for a thouſand Marks, let him lend me the Mony, and) 


Bn 
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at him. For the Box oth' Ear that the Prince gave you, 


3 he gave it like a rude Prince, and you took it like a ſenſible 

Lord. I have checkt him for it, and the young Lion re- 

* =o; Marry not in Sack-cloth, but in new Silk, and old 
Sack. 

Ch. Juſt. Well, Heav'n ſend the Prince a better Compa- 
oon. 

im Fal. Heav'n ſend the Companion a better Prince: I can- 

| (44088 er rid my Hands of him. 

Ch. Juſt. Well, the King hath ſcver'd you and Prince 
bal Harry, I hear you are going with Lord John of Lavcaſter, 
? 2gainit th: Archbiſhop, and the Earl of Northumberland, 

Fal. Yes, I thank your pretty ſweet Wit for it; but look 
b, you pray, all you that kifs my Lady Peace at home, that 

our Armies join not in a hot Day: For I take but two Shirts 
But H out with me, and I mean not to ſweat extraordiga ily: If 
went it de a hot Day, if 1 brandiſh any thing but my Bottle, 
g ould I might never ſpit whiteagain. There 15 not a dangerous 
o Aton can peep our his Head, but I am thruſt upon it. 
nan Well, I cannot laſt ever. 
ben Ch. Juſt. Well, be honeſt, be horeſt, at d Hcav'n bleſs 
e our Expedition. 
oſe-bi Fal. Will your Lordſhip lend me a thouſand Pound, to 
o berni me forth? 
1 wit Ch. Juſt. Not a Penny, not a Penny; you are too impa- 


ul dent to bear Croſſes. Fare you well, Commend me to my 
| Couſin Weſtmorland. - _ | Exite 

Fal. If I do, fillop me with. a three- mar- Beetle. A Man 
baradte ©" no more ſeparate Age and Coverouſaeſi, than he can part 


2 2 190872 ""g Limbs and Letchery : But the Gout galls the ore, 


"crea ad the Pox pinches the other, and ſo both the Degrees 
112 yo Pee ent my Curſes, Boy. 
ich A e. Sir. 
Fal. What Mony is in my Purſe? 
Page. Seven Groats, and two Pence. 
Fal. I can get no Remedy againſt this Conſumption cf the 


duſe. Borrowing only li d li it out, but the 
ſt it | Borrowing only ungers, and nngers it out, 
my * Diſeaſe is incurable. Go bear this Letter to my Lord of 
1 in] «caſter, this to the Prince, this to the Earl of Weſtmor- 


and, and this to old Miſtreſs Urſula, whom I have weekly 
"ora to marry, ſince I perceiv d the firſt white Hair on 
R 2 my 
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my Chin. About it; you know where to find me. A Pox 


of this Gout, or a Gour of this Pox; for the one or tho- Fla 
ther plays the Rogue with my great Toe: It is no matte, M. 
if I do halt, I have the Wars for my Colour, and my Per. 4 
ſion ſhall ſeem the more reaforable : A good Wit will make pro 
uſe of any thing; 1 will turn Diſcaſes to commodity, 

| Exenn, 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Arch-Biſhop of York, Haſtings, Mowbray, and 
Lord Bardolph. 


York. Thus have you heard our Cauſes, ard know cur 
And my moſt noble Friends, IL pray you all | Meats: 
Sp:ak plainly your Opinions of our Hopes, 

And firſt, Lord Marſhal, what ſay you to it? 

Mow. I well allow the occaſion of our Arms, 
But gladly would be better ſatisfied, 

How, in our Means, we ſhould advance our ſelves, 
To look with Forehead bold and big enough, 
Upon the Power and Puiſſance of the King ? 

Haſt. Our preſent Muſters grow upon the File 
To five and twenty thouſand Men of choice : 

And our Supplies live largely in the hope Queſtio 
Of great Northumberland, whoſe Boſom burns How at 
With an incenſed Fire of Injuries. | 

Bard. The queſtion then, Lord Haſtings, ſtandeth thus, 
Whether our preſent five and twenty thouſand 
May hold up Head without Northumberland 

Haſt. With him we may. 

Bard. Ay marry, there's the point: 

But if without him we be thought too feeble, 
My Judgment is, we ſhould not ſtep too far 
*Till we had his, Aſſiſtance by the Hand. 

For in a Theam fo blocdy fac'd as this, 
Conjeture, Expectation, and Surmiſe 

Of Aids uncertain, ſhould not be admitted. 

Terk. Tis true, Lord Bardolph, for indeed 
It was youog Hot-ſprr's caſe at Shrewsburye 


Bard. It was, my Lord, who lin'd himſelf with hope, 
x Eating the Air, on promiſe of Supply, 


. Flattering himſelf with Project of a Power, 

. Much ſmaller than the ſmalleſt of his 1 houghts, 

Ne And ſo with great Imagination | 

ke Proper to mad Men, lead his Powers to Death, 
Ant, winking , leap'd 1:to Deſtruction. 

l. Hſe. But, by your leave, it never yet did hurt, 


To lay down likel:hoods, and forms of hope, 
Bard, Yes, if this preſent quality of: War, 
I:dezd the inſtant Act ion, a Cauſe on foot, 
Lives ſo in hope, as in an early Sprirg 
We ſee th'appearing Buds, which to prove Fruit, 
Hope gives not ſo much warrant, as Deſpair 
That Froſts will bite them. When we mean to build, 
We firſt ſurvey the Plor, then draw the Model, 
And when we ſee the figure of the Houle, 
Then muſt we rate the Coſt of the Erection, 
Which if we find out-weighs Ability, 
What do we then, but drew a-new the Model 
In ſewer Offices; or at leaſt, dchſt 
To build at all ? Much more, in this great work, 
Which is, almoſt, to pluck a Kingdom down, 
And ſet another up, ſhould we ſurvey 
The Plot of Situation, and the Model, 
Conſent upon a ſure Fourdation, 
Queſtion Surveyors, know our own Eftate, 
How able ſuch a Work to undergo, 
To weigh againſt his Oppoſire ? or elſe, 
We fortifie in Paper, and in Figures, 
Uling the Names of Men, inſtead of Men : 
Ike one that draws the Model of a Houſe 
ond his Power to bni'd it; who, half through, 
"ves o'er, and leaves his part · created Coſt 
\ nik.d ſubject to the weeping Clouds, 
14 waſte, for churliſh Winters tyranny. 
Hiſt, Grant that our hopes, yet likely of fair birth, 
"id be ſtill-born ; and that we now-poſſeſt 
he "tmoſt Man of Expectation : 
think we are a Body ſtror g enough, 
"M2 we are, to equal with the King. 


Burk R 3 Bard, 


| thus, 
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Bard, What, is the King bur five and twenty thouſand? 


Haſt, To us no moce; nay not ſo much, Lord Barazjh, 


For his Diviſions, as the Times do brawl, 

Are in three Heads; one Power againſt the French, 
And one againſt Glendomer; perforce a third 

Muſt take up us: So is the unfirm King 

In three divided; and his Coffers ſound 

With hoV'ow Poverty, and Emptinrſ', 


Tork: That he ſhould draw his ſeveral ſtrengths together, 


And come ag11:ſt us in full Puiſſance, 
Need nor be dreaded, 
Haſt. If he ſhould do fo, 


He leaves his Back unarm'd, the French, and Welſh 


Baying him at the Heel; never fear that. 
Bard. Who is it like ſhould lead his Forces hither? 
Haſt. The Duke of Lancaſter and Weſtmorland: 
Againſt che Welſh, himſelf and Harry Monmouth. 
But who is ſubſtitutcd *gainſt the French, 
I have no certain notice. 
Tork. Let us on: 
And publiſh the Occaſion of our Arms. 
The Commo wealth is ſick cf their own choice, 
Their over-greedy Love hath furfeited. 
An Habitation giddy and unſure 
Hath he that buildeti on the vulgar Heart. 
O thou fond Many ! with what loud Applauſe 
Did'ft thou beat Heas'n with bleſſing Bullingbroke, 
Before he was, what thou would'ſt have him be? 
And being now trim'd up in thine own deſires, 
Thou, beaſtly Feeder, art fo full of him, | 
That thou provok'ſt thy ſelf to caſt him up. 
So, ſo, thou common Dog, didſt thou diſgorge 
Thy glutton-boſom of the Royal Richard, 
And now thou would'ſt eat thy dead vomit up, 
And howl'ſt to find it, What truſt is in theſe Times? 
They, that when Richard liv'd, would have him die, 
Are now become eramour'd on his Grave. 
Thou that threwſt Duſt upon his goodly Head, 
When through proud London he came ſighing on, 


After th'admired Heels of Bullingbroke, _ 
ſy 
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bh, 


Cry 


Cryſt now, O Earth yield us that King again, 

And take thou this. O thoughts of Men accurs'd, 
Paſt, and to come, ſeems beſt ; things preſent, worſt. 
Mow. Shall we go dia our Numbers, and ſet cn? 


—_ 
— — — 
— 


A C H. SCENE I. 


Enter Hoſteſs, with two Officers, Fang, and Snare, 


. M R. Fang, have you entred the Action? 
Fang, It is enter'd, 

Hoſt. Where's your Yeoman? Is it a luſty Yeoman? 
Will he ſtand to it? 

Fang. Sirrah, where's Snare? 5 

Hiſt. Ay, ay, good Mr. Snare. 

Snare, Here, here. 

Fang. Snare, we muſt Arreſt Sir John Falaf. 

Hoſt. Ay, good Mr, Snare, I have enter'd him, and all, 

Snare, It may Chance coſt ſome of us cur Lives: He 
will ſtab, ( 

Hoſt, Alas- the-day; take heced of him; he ſtab'd me in 
mine own Houfe, and that moſt beaſtly; he cares not what 
miſchicf he doth, if his Weapon be out. He will fotn like 
18 he will ſpare neither Man, Woman, nor 

d. N 

Fang. If I can cloſe with him, I care not for his thruſt. 

Hoſt. No, nor I neither; I'll be at your Elbow, 

1. If I but firſt him once; if he come but within my 
ice. ; 

Heſt. I am undone with his going; I warrant he is an in- 
initive thing upon my ſcore. Good Mr. Fang, bold him 
lure; good Mr. Snare, let him not {cape, he comes contin.- 
Uy to Pie. corner, ſaving your Manhoods, to buy a Saddle, 
nd he is invited to dinner to the Lubbar i head in Lombard- 
ret to Mr, Smooths the Silkman, I pray ye ſincęe my Acti- 
01 1s enter'd, and my Caſe ſo openly kowown to the World, 
t tim be brought into his anſwer. A hurdied Mark is a 
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Haſt. We are Time's Subjects, and time bids, be gore, 


0g one, for a poor lone Woman to bear; and I haveborr, 
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and horn, and born: and have bcen ſub'd off, and ſub'doff, f on 


this Day to that Day, that it is a ſhame to be thought on, the 
There is no honeſty in ſuch dealing, unleſs a Woman ſhould l 
be made an Als anda Beaſt, to bear every Knaves wrong, vant 
Enter Falſteff and Bardolph. C 
Yonder he comes, and thit arrant Malmſey-Noſe Bar. of g 
dolph with him. Do your Offices, do your Offices: Ml, Are 
Fang, and Mr. Snare, do me, do me, bo me your Othcc,, a CO 
Fal. How now? whoſe Marc's dead? what's the ma- F 
tec? | H 
Fg, Sir John, I arreſt you at the ſuit of Miſtaß the! 
Quickly. Gob] 
Fal. Away Vatlets, draw Bardolph: Cut me off the Vl: bie, 
lain's Head: Throw the Quean in the Channel. the P 
Hoſt. Throw me in the Channel? P11 threw thee there, man 
Wilt thou? wilt thou? thou baſtardly Rogue. Murde, waſh 
murder: O thou Hony-ſuck'e Villain, wilt thou kill God's thy \ 
Officers and the King's? O thou hony-fecd Rogue, thou the l 
ait a Hony-ſeed, a Man-queller, and a Woman-queller. c 
Fal. Keep them off, Bardolph. tad a 
Fans, A Reſcue, a Reſcue, ſome : 
Hoſt. Good People bring a Reſcue, Thou wilt not? thou , And « 
wilt not? do, do thou Rogue: Do thou Hempſczed. me to 
Fal. Away you Scull:on, you Rampallian, you Fuſtthrr that & 
an: I'll tuck your Cataſtrophe, not ki! 
Enter Chief Juſtice. tee n 
Ch. Juſt. What's the matter? Keep the Peace here, bos. Fal. 
Hoſt. Good my Lord, be good to me, I beſcech you fil d de 
ſtand to me. bah b 
Ch. Juſt. How now, Sir John? what ere you brawli's ſtracte 
here? Doth this b«c-+me your place, your time, nd bub. l may 
nf? You ſhould have been well on your way to 70k Ch, 
Sand from him Fellow, wherefore hang'ſt upon him? Your n 
Hoſt, O my moſt woſhipful Lord, and'c pleaſe your It is 50 
Grace, 1 am a poor Widow of Eaſtcheap, and he is arrelc0 iy come v 
at my Sit. | cin thr 
IriCts 


Ch. 7uſt. For what Sum? 
Hoſt. it i- more than for ſ me, my Lord, it is for all; ] thft, 
J have, he hath eaten me ot of Houſe and Home; be hath | 
pu: all my Subſtance into that fat Belly of his; but ! p 
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| 
have ſome of it out again, or I wi!l ride thee o'Nights, like [ 
the Mare. | | 

Fal. I think I am as like to ride the Mare, if I have any 
vantage of Ground to get up. 

Ch. Juſt. How comes this, Sir John? Fe, what Man 
of good temper would endure this temp+ſt of Exclamation ? 
Are you not aſham'd to inforce a pocr Widow to fo rough 
z courſe to come by her own? 

Fal. What is tue groſs Sum that I owe thee? 

Hoſt, Marry, if thou wer't an honeſt Man, thy ſelf, ard 
the Mony too. Thou didſt ſwear to me upon a parcel-gilt 
Goblet, fitting in my Dolphin-chamber, at the round Ta- 
ble, by 2 Sea-coal Fire, on Wedneſday in Whitſon-Week, when 
the Prince broke thy Head for likening him to a Singing- 
man of Windſor; thou didſt {wear to me ther, as I was 
waſhing thy Wound, to marry me, and m ke me my Lady 
thy Wife. Canſt thou deny it? Did not Good-wite Keesh, 
the Butcher's Wife, come in, and call me Goſſip Quich- 
h? comirg in to borrow a Meſs of Vinegar; telling us, the 
bad a good D ſh of Prawns; whereby thou diuſt deſire to eat 
ſome; whereby I told th:e they were ill for a green Wound? 
And didſt not thou, when ſhe was gone down Stairs, deſire 
me to be no more familiar with ſuch poor People, ſaying, 
that &er long they ſhould call me Madam? And didſ{tthou 
not kiſs me, and bid me fetch thee thirty Shillings? I put 
tice now to thy Book-oarh, deny it if thou canſt ? 

Fal. My Lord, this is a pocr mad Soul; and ſhe ſays up 
„d down the Town, that her eldeſt Son is like you, She 
bath been in good caſe, and the truth is, poverty hath di- 
iraed her; but for ti eſe fooliſh Officers, I belecech you, 
[ may have redreſs againſt them. 

Ch. Fuſt. Sir John, Sir John, I am well acquainted with 
your manner of wrenching the true Caule, the falſe Way. 
lt is not a confidert Brow, nor the thio»g of Words, that 
come with ſuch, more than impudent, ſaweineſs from you, 
can thruſt me from a level conſideration, I krow you he 
[rictis'd upon the eaſie - yielding Spirit of this Woman. 


all; al thjt, Yes in troth, my Lord. 
e han ©: Jaſt. Prethee, peace; pay her the Debt you owe her, 
lei ad uopay the Villany you have done ber; the one you may 


1 © wich ſterliag Mony, and the cther with currant Repentance. 
teh 
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Fal. My Lord, I will not undergo this ſaeap without 
reply. You call honourable Boldneſs impudent Sawcineſs If 
a Man will curt'ſie, and ſay nothing, he is Virtuous: No, 
my Lord, your humble ny remembred, I will not be your 
Sutor. 1 ſay to you, I defire dcliv'rance from theſe Off. 
cers, being upon haſty Employment in the King's Affairs. 

Ch. Juſt. You ſpeak, as having Power to do wrong: But 
anſwer in the Effect your Reputation, and ſatisfie the poor 
Woman. 

Fal. Come hither, Hoſteſs. 

Enter Mr. Gower. 

Ch. Juſt. Now, Maſter Gower, what News? 

Gower. The King, my Lord, and Henry Prince of Wale, 
are near at Hand: The reſt the Paper tells, 

Fal. As I am a Gentleman 

Hoſt. Nay, you ſaid ſo before. 

Fal. As I am a Gentleman, come, no more words of it, 

Hoſt. By this heavenly Ground I tread on, I mult be 
fain to pawn both my Plate, and the Tapeſtry of my Di 
ning Chambers. 

Fal. Glaſſes, Glaſſes, is the only drinking; and for thy 
Walls a pretty {light Drollery, or the Story of the Prodiga), 
or the German hunting in Water-work, is worth a thouſand 
of theſe Bed-hangings, and theſe Fly-bitten Tapeſtries: Let 
it be ten Pound, if thou canſt. Come, if it were not for 
thy Humours, there is not a better Wench in England. Go, 
waſh thy Face, and draw thy Action: Come, thou muſt 
not be in this Humour with me, come, I know thou waſt 
ſet on to this. "i 

Hoſt. Prithee, Sir Jobn, let it be but twenty Noble, | 
am loth to pawn my Plate, in good earneſt la. 

. Fal. Let it alone, I'll make other ſhift; you'll be a Fool 
ill. 

Hoſt, Well, you ſhall have it, although I pawn my 

Gown, I hope you'll come to Supper: You'll pay me all 


together? P, H 
Fal. Will I live? Go with her, with her; Hook on, Poins, 
hook on, dot have 

Hoſt, Will you have Doll Trar- ſbeet meet you at Sup: P. H. 

per 8 | 0 of m. 


Fal 


lle. 


of King Henry IV. 


Fal. No more Words. Let's have her. 
Ch. Juſt. I have heard bitter News. 

Fal. What's the News, my good Lord? 
CG. Juſt. Where lay the King laſt Night? 
Gower, At Baſing-ſtoke, my Lord. 


C. Juſt. Come all his Forces back ? 


berland and the Arch-Biſhop, 


Come, go along with me, good Mr. Gower. 
Fal. My Lord, 


C. Juſt. What's the matter? 


der. 


Gower, I muſt wait upon my good Lord here. 
[ thark you, good Sir John. 


are to take Soldiers up in Countreys as you go. 
Fal. Will you Sup with me. Maſter Gower? 


dir John ? 


my Lord, tap for tap, and fo part fair. 
Ch. Juſt. Now the Lord lighten thee, thou art 


Fool; 


SCENTS 2 


Enter Prince Henry and Poins. 


Ya Henry, Truſt me, I am exceeding weary. 
Peins, Is it come to that? I had thought wearineſs durſt 


tot have attach'd one of ſo high Blood. 


'ely in me, to deſire ſmall Beer? 


Fal. Maſter Geer; if they become me not, he was a 
Fool that taught them me. This is the right Fencing grace, 
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Fal. | hope, my Lord, all's well. What is the News, 
| my Lord? | 


Gower. No; fifteen hundred Foot, and five hundred Horſt, 
ne march d up to my Lord of Lancaſter, aga uſt Northum- 


Fal, Comes the King back from Wales, my noble Lord ? 
C. 7uſt. You ſhall have Letters of me preſently, 


Fal. Maſter Gower, I ſhall entreat you wi h me to din- 


Ch, Juſt. Sir John, you loiter here too long, being you 


Ch. Juſt. What fooliſh Maſter taught you theſe manners, 


a great 


| Exxennt. 


P. Heury. It doth me, though it diſcolours the Complexi- 
on of my Greatneſs to acknowledge it. Doth it ror ſhew 


Poixs 
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Poins, Why, a Prince ſhould not be ſo looſly ſtudied, 


to remember ſo weik a Com poſition. 


P. Henry, Belike then, my Appetite was not Princely 


goty for, in troth, I do now remember the poor Creature, 
ſmall Beer. But indeed theſe humble conſiderations make 
me out of love with my Greatneſs, What a diſgrace is it 
to mc, to remember thy Name? or to know thy Face to 
morrow? or to take notice how many pair of Silk Stockings 
thou haſt ? (viz. theſe, and thoſe that were the peach-co- 
lour'd ones;) or to bear the Inventory of thy Sbitis; asone 
for ſuperfluity, and one other for uſe; bur that the Tennis 
Court Keeper knows better than I, for it is a low cbb of 
Lianen with thee, when thou keepeſt not Racket there, 23 
thou haſt not done a great while, becauſe the reſt of thy 
Low Countreys have made a Shift to eat up thy Holland. 

Poins, How ill it follows, after you have labour'd (0 
hard, you ſhould talk ſo idely ? Tell me how many good 
young Princes would do ſo, their Fathers lying ſo fick, s 
yours 1+ ? 

P. Henry. Shall T tell thee one thing, Poins ? 

Point. Yes; and let it be an excellent good thing. 

P. Henry, It ſhall ſerve among Wits of no higher breed- 
iag than thine, 

Poins. Go to; I ſtand the puſh of your one thing, that 
you'l| tell. 

P. Henry, Why, I tell thee, it is not meet that I ſhould 
be ſad now my Father is ſick; albeit I could tell to thee, 3s 
to one it pleaſes me, for fault of a better, to call my Friend, 
I could be ſad, and fad indeed too. 

pl A oinf. Very hardly upon ſuch a Subject. 

N. Henry. Thou think'ſt me as far in the Devil's Book, 25 
thou and, Falſtaff, for obduracy and perſiſtency. Let tbe 
end try the Man. Bur I tell thee, my Hearts b'ceds in- 
wardiy, that my Father is ſick; and keeping ſuch vile Com 
pany as thou art, hath in Reaſon taken from me, all ofter- 
ration of ſorrow. 

Point. The Reaſon, 

P. Henry, What would'ſt thou think of me, if I ſhould 
weep? 

Poins. I would think thee a moſt Princely Hypocrite. 

P. Henn. 
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p. Henry. It would be every Man's thought; and thou 
art a bleſſed Fellow, to think as every Man thinks; never a 
Man's thought in the World keeps the Road-way better 
than thine; every Man would think me an Hypocrite in- 
deed. And what excites your moſt worſhipful thought to 


Poins, Nay, I am well ſpoken of, I can hear it with mine 

own Ears; the worſt they can ſay of me is, that I am 

f : ſecond Brother, and that I am a proper Fellow of my 

Ss WY Hands; and thoſe two things I confeſs I cannot help, Look, 
* look, here comes Bardolph. 

P. Henry. And the Boy that I gave Falſtaff; he had him 
ſo tom me Chriſtian, and ſee if the fat Villain have not 
xl Wl tansform'd him Ape. 
a5 | Enter Bardolph and Page. 

Bard. Save your Grace, 

P. Heary, And yours, moſt noble Bardolph. 

Poins, Come, you pernicious Aſs, you baſhful Fool, 


think ſo? 

Poins, Why, becauſe you have been ſo lewd, and ſo much 
ingraffed to Falſtaff. 

. P. Henry. And 10 thee. 

2 

) 


d- WE ouſt you be bluſhing ? whercfore bluſh you now? what a 4 


Midenly Man at Arms are you become? Is it ſuch a mat- 
ter to get a Portle-pots Maiden-head? 

Page, He call'd me even now, my Lord, through a red 
Latice, and I could diſcern no part of his Face from the 
Window ; at laſt I ſpy'd his Eyes, and methought he had 
Made two Holes in the Ale-wives new Petticoat, and peeped 
tough, 

P, Henry. Hath not the Boy profited? 
Bard. Away, you whorſon upricht Rabbet, away.” 


the Page. Away you raſcally Althea“ Dream away. 

in- P. Henry. Ioſtruct us, Boy, what dream, Boy ? 

OM Page. Marty, my Lord, Althea dream'd ſhe was deli- 
te- Nerd of a Fircbrand, and therefore I call him her Dream. 


P. ny A Crowns-worth of good Interpretation; there 
tis, Ys 

Pains, O that this good Bloſſom could be kept from Cank- 
es: well, there is Six-perce to preſerve thee, 
bard, If you do not meke him be hang'd among you, 
de Gallows ſhall be wrong'd, 
SIG P, Henry. 
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P. Henry. And how doth thy Maſter, Bardolph? 

Bard. Well, my good Lord; he heard of your Grace“ 
coming ro Town. There's a Letter for you. 

P. Henry. Deliver'd with good reſpect; and how doth the 
Martlemaſs, your Maſter? 

Bard. In bodily health, Sir. 

Poins, Marry, the immortal part needs a Phyfician; bu 
that moves not him; though that be ſick, it dies not. 

P. Henry, I do allow this Wen to be as familiar with me 

as my Dog. And he holds his place, for look you how te 
wiites. 
Pioins read. John Falſtaff, Knight, Every Man muſt 
kr ow that, as oft as he hath occaſion ro Name himſelf: 
Even like thoſe that are Kin to the King, for they never prict 
their Finger, but they ſay there is ſome of tile King's bloc 
ſpilt. How comes that? ſays he that takes upon him nd 
to conceive: The Anſwer is as ready as a borrowed Cap; 
am the King's poor Couſin, Sir, 

P. Henry. Nay, they will be Kin to us, but they will ſec 
it from Japhet. But to the Letter : == Sir John Falltf, 
Knight, to the Son of the King, neareſt his Father, Harry Prin: 
of Wales, greeting. | 

Point. Why this is a Certificate. 

P. Henry, Peace. 
1 will imitate the honourable Romans in brevity, 

Poins. Sure he means brevity in breath; ſhort-winded, 
I commend me to thee; I commend thee, and I leave thee. bt 
not too familiar with Poirs, for he miſuſes thy Favour: 0 
much, that he ſwears thou art to marry his Siſter Nel. Le- 

pent at idle times as thou mayſt, and ſo farewel. Thine, . 

ea and no: Which is as much as to ſay, as thou uſeſt bm 
Jack Falſtaff with my Familiars: John with my Brothers au 
Siſters: And Sir John with all Europe. | 
. My Lord, I will ſteep this Letter in Sack, and make hin 
eat it. 

P. Hexry. That's to make him eat twenty of his Words 

— do you uſe me thus, Ned? Muſt I marry your &. 
er? 

Point, May the Wench have no worſe Fortune. But! 
never {aid 10, 

P. Ha 


transfor 


Purpoſe 
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p. Henry. Well, thus we play the Fool with the time; 
and the Spirits of the Wiſe fit in the Clouds, and mock us: 
I; your Maſter here in London:? 

Bard, Yes, my Lord. 

P. Henry, Where ſups he? Doth the old Boor feed in the 
old Frank ? 

Bard. At the old place, my Lord, in Eaft-cheap. 

P. Henry. What Company? 

Page. Epheſians, my Lord, of the old Church. 

P. Henry. Sup any Women with him? 

Page. None, my Lord, but old Miſtreſs Quickly, and 
Mis. Dol Tear- ſheet. 

P. Heury. What Pagan may that be? 

Page. A proper Gentlewoman, Sir, and a Kinſwoman of 
my Maſter's. 

P. Henry. Even ſuch Kin, as the Pariſh Heyfars are to 
the Town- Bull, | 
Shall we ftcal upon them, Wed, at Supper? 

Poins, I am your Shadow, my Lord, I'll follow you, 

P. Henry, Sirrah, you Boy, and Bardolph, no word to 
your Maſter that I am yet in Town, 

There's for your Silence. 

Bard, I have no Tongue, Sir. 

Page. And for mine, Sir, I will govern it. 

P. Henry. Fare ye well: Go. 

This Dol Tear- ſheet ſhould be ſome Road. 

Poins, I warrant you, as common as the way between St. 
Albans and London, 

P. Henry. How might we ſce Falſtaff beſtow himſelf to 
Night in his true Colours, and not our ſelves be ſeen ? 

Point. Put on two Leather Jerkins, and Aprons, and wait 
upon him at his Table, like Drawers. 

P. Henry, From a God to a Bull? A heavy declenſion: 
It was Fowve's Cafe. From a Prince to a Prentice, a low 
transformation, *hat ſhall be mine: For in every thing, the 
Purpoſe muſt weigh with the Folly. Follow me, Ned. 

| Excunt. 


SCENE 
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Euter Northumberland, Lady Northumberland, and Lad) 


North, 1 prethee, loving Wifc, and gentle Daughter, 


The Second Part 


SCENE III. 


Percy. 


Give an even way unto my rough Affairs. 
Put not ycu on the Viſage of the Times, 
And be like them to Percy, troubleſome. 


L. North. I have given over, I will ſpeak no more: 
Do what you will: Vour Wiſdom be your Guide. 
North. Alas, ſweet Wife, my Honour is at Pawn, 


And but my going, nothing can redeem it, 


L. Percy. Oh yet, for Heav'ns ſake, go not to theſe Wars, 
The time was, Father, when you broke your word, 
When you were more endear'd to it, than now, 

When your own Percy, when my Heart-dear Harry, 
Threw many a Northward look, Ito ſee his Father 
Bring up his Powers: But he did long in vain. 


Who then perſuaded you to flay at home? 


There were two Honours loſt; yours and your Son's. 
For yours, may heav'aly Glory brighten it: 


For his, it ſtuck upon him, as the Sun 


In the grey Vault of Heav'n: And by his Light 


Did all the Chevalry of England move 


To do brave AQs. 


Became the Accents of the Valiant. 


For thoſe that could ſpeak low, and tarJily, 
Would turn their own Perfection to Abule, 


To ſeem like him. So that in Speech, and Gate, 


In Diet, in Affections of delight, 


In Military 


Rules, Humours of Blood, 
He was the Mark, and Glaſs, Copy, and Book, 
That faſhion'd others. And him, O wondrous him! 


O Miracle of Men! Him did you leave 
Second to none, un-ſeconded by you, 


He was, indeed, the Glaſs 
Wherein the noble Youth did dreſs themſelves. 

He had no Legs, that practis'd not his Gate: 

And ſpeaking thick, which Nature made his blemiſh, 
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To look upon the hideous God of War, l 
In diſadvantage, to abide the Field, | 
Where nothing but the ſound of Hot-ſpur's Name 
Did ſeem defenſible : So you left him. | 
Never, O never do his Ghoſt the wrong, 
To hold your Honour more preciſe and nice 
With others, than with him. Let them alone - 1 
The Marſhal and the Archbiſhop are ſtrong, 1 
Hid my ſweet Harry had but half their Number, 


To day might I (hanging on Hot-ſpur's Neck) 
Have talk'd of Monmouth's Grave. 


North, Beſhrew your Heart, 
Fair Daughter, you do draw my Spirits from me, 
With new lamenting ancient Over-f1ghts. 
But I muſt go, and meet with danger there; 
Or it will ſeek me in another place, 
And find me worſe provided. 
L. North. O fly to Scotland, 
Till that the Nobles, and the armed Commons, 
we of their Puiſſance made a little taſte, | 
L. Percy. If they get Ground, and *vantage of the King, 
ben join you with them, like a Rib of Steel, 
0 make Strength ſtronger, Bur, for all our loves, 
rſt let them try themſelves. So did your Son. 
e was ſo ſuffer'd; ſo came I a Widow: 
id never ſhall have length of Life enough, 
0 rain upon Remembrance with mine Eyes, 
ut it may grow and ſprout, as high as Heav'n, 
vr Recordation to my Noble Husband. 
North, Come, come, go in with me: 'tis with my Mind 
with the Tyde, ſwell'd up unto his height, 
at makes a ftill-ſtand, running neither way. 
in would I go to meet the Archbiſhop, i 
WK many a thouſand Reaſons hold me back: | 
f 


vill refolve for Scotland; there am I, 


il Time and Vantage crave my Compary. [ Exennte 


You, III. 
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SCE NE IV. 


Enter two Drau ers. 


1 Draw, What haſt thou brought there? Applc- J 
T hou know'it Sir John cannot endure an Apple» John. 

2 Draw, I hou ſay'ſt true; the Prince once ſet a Diſh d 
Applc- Tohns before bim, and told him there were five mar 
Sir Johns; and, putting off his Hat, ſaid, I will now 1a 


my leave of theſe fix dry, round, old wither'd Knight, Hs 
Ic anger'd him go the Heait; but he hath forgot that. but y 
1 Draw. Why then cover, and fit them down; and ſee i Rh 
thou canſt find out Seas Noiſe; Miltreſs Tear. ſheer would mothe 
ſain have ſome Muſick, and t! 
2 Draw. Sirrah, here will be the Prince, and Maſter Pin) t! 
anon; and they will put on two of our Jerkins and Aprors, Dol. 
and Sir John muſt not know of it. Bardolph hath browgit head 
word. In him 
1 Draw, Then here will he old Unis: it will be à ne, 
cel'ent Stratagem. tie We 
2 Draw, I'll ſee if I cat find out Sneak, Exeun. Wi” ©* b 
Enter Hoſteſs and Dol. | 
Hoſt. Sweet heart, methinks now you are in an exce|lcrt Dran 
good tempcrality; your Pulſidge beats as extroardinarily vp” 
Heart would deſire 5 and your Colour, I warrant you, 15 45 Del. 
red as ary Roſe : But you have drank too much Canary) od WP ber; 
that's a marvellous ſearching Wine; and it perfumes the Bod . 


e er we can ſay whit's this. How do you now? 
Dol. Better than I was : Hem. i 
Hoſt. Why, what was well ſaid: A good Heart's vote cc 

Gold. Lock, here comes Sir John. 

Enter Falſtaff. 
Fal. When Arthur firſt in Court, - empty the Jordan. 11 
was 4 worthy Ring: How now, Miſtreſs Dol? 
Hoſt. Sick of a Calm: yea, good-ſooth. 


8 "ay So is her Sect, if they be once in a Calm they ue Bet. 
ick. | 


feb th 

Dol. You muddy Raſcal, is that all the comfort J® Paths 
give me? ” longer 
Fal. You make fat Raſcals, Miſtreſs Del. 3 Maſt 
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Dol. I make them! Gluttony and Diſeaſcs make them, I 
make them not. 

Fal. If the Cook make the Gluttory, you help to make 
the Diſcaſes, Dol; we catch of you, Dol, we catch of you; 
Grant that, my poor Virtue, grant that. 

Dol. Ay marry, our Chains, and our Jcwels, 

Fal. Your Brooches, Pearls, and Owches : For to ſcrve 
bravely, is to come halting off, you kadw; to come off the 
Breach with his Pike bent bravely, and to Surgery bravely; 
to venture upon the charg'd Chambers bravely —— 

Hoſt, Why, this is the old faſhion: you two never meet 
but you fall to ſome diſcord ; you are both, in good troth, 
2 Rheumatick as two dry Toaſts, you cannot one bear with 
others Confirmities. What the good-year? One muſt bear, 
ind that muſt be you: you are the weaker Veſſel, as they 
ly, the emptier Voſſel. [ To Dol, 

Dol. Can a weak empty Vefſel bear ſuch a huge full Hogs- 
head ? there's a whole Merchants Venture of Bourdeanx ſtuff 
in him; you have not ſeen a Hulk better ſtuft in the Hold, 
ome, I'll be Friends with thee, Jack: Thou art going to 
tie Wars, and whether I ſhall ever ſce thee again or no, there 
vo body cares. 


9511 
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tum. | 
Enter Drawer. 


Draw. Sir, Ancient Piſtol is below, and would ſpeak with 
yOu, 


celle | 


arily 4 : 
1 1538 Del. Hang him, ſwaggering R aſcal, I:t him not come 
ry, a0d ther; it is the foul-mourh'dſt Rogue in Exgland. 

Bled KK. If he ſwagger let him not come here: I muſt live 


mongſt my Neighbours, I'il no Swaggercs: I am in 
od Name and Fame with the very Belt : Shut the Door, 
here comes no Swaggerers here: 1 have not liv'd all this 
bile to have [wagge:ing now: Shut the Door, I pray you. 
Fal. Doſt thou hear, Hoſteſs 
A* Hoſt. Pray you pacifie your ſelf, Sir John, there comes 
d Yapperers here, 
Lal. Do'ſt thou hear it is mine Ancient. 
Hat. Tilly-fally, Sir John, never tell me, your ancient 
Negerer comes not in my Doors. I was before M ſter 
lebte Deputy the other day; and as he ſaid to me- it was 
longer ago than Medneſday liſt; Neiphbour Quickly, ſays 
; Maſter Domb our Mi:ifter was by then: N:ightour 
8 2 Quickly, 


; worll 
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Oxickly, ſays he, receive thoſe that are Civil; for, faith he, 
you are in an ill Name: Now he ſaid fo, I can tell whereuy. 
on; for, ſays he, you are an honeſt Woman, ard well thought 
on, therefore take heed what Gueſts you receive: Receit, 
ſays he, no ſwagering Companions, There come none here, 
You would bleſs you to hear what he ſaid. No, I'll no 
Swaggerers. 

Fal. He's no Swaggerer, Hoſteſs; a tame Cheater, he; 
you may ſtroak him as gently as a Puppey-Grey-hound; he 
will not ſwagger with a Barbar) Hen, if her Feathers tum 
back in any ſhew of reſiſtance, Call him up, Drawer. 

Hoſt, Cheater, call you him? I will bar no honeſt Man 
my Houſe, nor no Cheater ; but I do not love ſwaggering; 
I am the worſe when one ſays ſwagger : Feel, Maſters 
how I ſhake; look you, I warrant you, 

Dol. So you do, Hoſteſs, | 

Hoſt. Do I? yea, in very Truth do I, if it were an A 
pen Leaf: I cannot abide Swaggerers. 

Enter Piſtol, Bardolph and Page. 

Piſt. Save you, Sir John. 

Fal. Welcome, ancient Piſtol, Here, Piſtol, I charge 
you with a Cup of Sack : Do you diſcharge upon mine 
Hoſte ß. 
Piſt. I will diſcharge upon her, Sir John, with two 
Bullets. 
: Fal. She is Piſtol proof, Sir, you ſhall hardly offend 

er. 
Hoſt, Come, I'lt drink no Proofs, nor no Bullets : | 
will drink no more than will do me good for no Man's pier 


ſure, I. 
Piſt. Then to you, Miſtreſs Dorothy, I will charg? 


ou. 
g Dol. Charge me ! I ſcorn you, ſcurvy Companion White 
You poor, baſe, raſcally, cheating, lack-Linnen- Mate; “ 
way, you mouldy Rogue, away, I am Meat for out 
M:ſt-r, 

Piſt. I know you, Miſtreſs Dorothy. 

Dol. Away, you cut-purſe Raſcal, you filthy Burg ® 
way : By this Wine, I'll thruſt my Knife in your mo 


dy Chaps if you play the fawcy Curtle with me. Awi) 


you Battle-ale Raſcal, you Basket hilt ſtale Juglcr you 4 
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when, I pray you, Sir? what, with two Points on your 
” Shoulder? much, | 


u Piſt. Iwill murther your Ruff for this. 
it Hoſt. No, good Captain Piſtol : Not here, ſweet 
8 Captain. 


Dol. Captain I thou abominable damn'd Cheater, art thou 
dot aſham'd to be call d Captain ? If Captains were of my 
de mind they would trunch:on you out, for taking their Names 
upon you, before you have earn'd them. You a Captain! 
you ſlay / for what? for tcaring a poor Whore's Ruff in a 
1 Wt Pri dy Houſe? He a Captain l hang him, Rogue, he lives 

upon mouldy ſtew'd Prunes and dry'd Cakes, A Captain | 
Theſe Villaius will make the word Captain odious: There- 
fore Captains had need look to it. 

Bard, Pray thee go down, gone Ancient, 

AL. Fal. Hark thee hither, Miſtreſs Dol. 

Pift, Not I: I tell thee what, Corporal Barde(ph, | cod 
tear her: I'll be reveng'd on her. | : 

Page. Pray thee go down, 

Pift, I'll ſee her damn'd firſt: To Plato's damned Lake, to 


large the Infernal Deep, where Erebus and Tortures vile alſo, 
de BW Hold Hook and Line, ſay I: Down! Down Dog, down 
* fes: Have we not Hiren here? 

Hoſt. Good Captain Peeſel be quiet, it is very late: I be- 
gad leech you now, aggravate your Choler. 


Piſt, Theſe be good Humours indeed. Shall Pack- Horſes, 


Ibo pamper'd Jades of Asa, which cannot go but 
pier icty Miles a Day, compare with Ceſar, an with Cannibal, 


and Trojan Greeks Nay, rather damn them with King 
rberws, and let the Welkin roar : Shall we fall foul for 
Ooys ? 
Hoſt, By my troth, Captain, theſe are very bitter 
Vords. 


Bard, Be gone, good Ancient: This will grow to a Brawl 
Mon. 


V. Die Men, like Dogs; give Crowns like Pins: Have 
e nut Hiren here? 

Hat On my word, Captain, there's rode ſuch here. 
Vat the good-ycar do you think I would deny her? 1 
dy be quiet. 


§ 3 Piſt. 
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Piſt. Then feed, and be fat, my fair Calipolis; come, girt 


me ſome Sack. Si fortune me tormente, ſperato me Content 


Fear we broad- ſides ? No, let the Fiend give Pie: Give ne * 
{me Sack : And Sweer-heart, lye thou there : Come we u 
full Poi ts here; and are & cetera's nothing? v. 
Fal. Piſtyl, I would be quie-. Fj 
Piſt. Sucet Kuight, kiſs thy Neaffe: What | we bave tu g. 
the ſcven 'Sta:s. Quick 
Dol. Thruft him down Stairs, I cannot endure ſuch aFu Do, 
ſtian Raſcal. (1 lit 
Piſs. Thruſt him down ſtairs? know we not Gallowy WW: , 
Nags ? 3 | | up thi 
Fal. Qtoit him down, Bardolph, like a ſhove-groat ſhil 
ling: Nay, if he do nothing but ſpeak no.hing, he fall o Fal 
nothing here. Do no 
Bard, Come, get you down Stairs. Dol 
Pit. Whit ſhall we have Incifion? ſhall we emb rex Fl 
then Death rock me afleep, abridge my doleful Days: Wy 100d 
then let giievous, ghaſtly, gaping Wounds, untwine the dite ©), | 
three: Come, Atropos, I ſay. [Drawing his Suni F. 
Hoſt. Here's good ſtuff toward. v 
Fal. Give me my Rapier, Boy. Sin 2 
Dol. I prethce, Fack, I prethee do not draw. Dol. 
Ful. Get you down Stairs. [ Drawing, and driving piſto ont Fa. 
Hoſt. Here's a goodly Tumult; III forſwear ke ep1ng Plays at 
Hooſ-, before I'll be in theſe tirrits and frights, So; Mu- e Car 
ther, I warrant now. Alas, put up your naked Weapons wy 1 th 
up your naked Weapans. : mg 
Dol. I prethee, Jack, be quiet, the Raſcal is gone: dion of 
you wherſon, little valiant Villain, you. | d ories; 
Hoſt, Are you | not hurt Yrh* Groin ? Methought be a weak | 
made a ſhrewd thruſt at your Belly. zumits 
Fal. Have you turn'd him out of Doors?  Wcight | 
Bard, Ves, Sir, the Raſcal's drunk: You have hurt bin, berde-po, 
Sir, in the S oulder. P. H. 
Fal. A Raſcal to brave me! 4 cut off; 
Dol. Ay, you ſweet little Rogue you : Alas, poor j i WIT 
how thou ſweat'ſt? come, let me wipe thy Face · Come o P. H. 


you whorſon Chops--Ah Rogue, I love the L Theu at 
valorous as Hector of Troy, worth fifty of Ameo; F 
ten times beater than the nine Worthies : Ah Villain. ral 


4 AC ILL 


gire 
ent. 
ee 
e 


1 
a Fu- 
0 


ſhil- 


all de 


rew 

Wy 
Siſters 
works 


ol ont. 
cepibg 

Mus 
nS, pul 


e:M 


pht be 
1 bim, 


r Ape, 
ome os 
u ait9 
; 


Fl 


of King Henry IV. 1239 

Fal. A raſcally Slave, I will tofs the Rogue in a Blanket. 

Dol. Do, it thou dar'ſt for thy Heart: It thou do'ſt I'll 
canvaſs thee between a pair of Sheets. 

Enter Aluſick, 

Page. The Muſick is come, vir, 

Ful. Let them play; play, Sirs. Sit on my Knee, Dal. 
A Raſcol, bragging Slave: The Rogue fled from me like 
Quick -tilver. 

Dol. And thou followd'ft him like a Church: Thou whor- 
bon little tydie Bariholomem Boor- pig, when wilt thou leave 
hi.hting en Days, and foyning on Nights, and begin to patch 
up thine old Body for Heaven? 

Enter Prince Henry and Poins digi d. 

Ful. Peace, good Dol, do rot ſpeak like a Deaths- head: 
Do not bid me remember mine end. | 

Dol. Sirrah, what humour is the Prince of? 

Fal. A good ſhallow young Fellow: He would have made 
good Pantler, he would have chipp'd Bread well. 

Dil. They ſay Poins hath a good Wit. 

Fal. He a good Wit? hang him, Baboon, his Wit is as chick 
$Tewhsbiery Muſtard : There is no more conceit in him, than 
b in a Mallet. 

Dol. Why doth the Prince love him ſo then? 

Fal. Becauſe their Legs are both of a bigneſs: And he 
pays at Quoits well, and eats Conger and Fennel, ard drinks 
oft Candles ends for Flap-dragot s, and rides the wild Mae 
vith the Boys, and jumps upon joint Stools, and ſcars with 
good Grace, and wears his Boot very ſmooth, like unto the 
dipn of the Leg, and breeds no hite with telling of diſcreet 
d ores; and ſuch other Gambol faculties he hath that ſhew 
a weak Mind and an able Body, for the which tle Pince 
vmits him: For the Prince himſeif is ſuch an ther: The 
* of an Hair will turn the Scales between their Ha- 
erde. pois. 

5. —_ Would not this Nave of aWhcel have his Ears 
cut off? 

Poins. Let us beat him before his Whore. 

P. Henry, Look, if the wither'd Elder hath nothis Poll 
chw'd like a Parrot. 

Poixs, Is it not ſtrange that Deſire ſhould ſo many years 
Ut-live Performance ? fy 
Fal. 
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Fal. Kiſs me, Dol, 


P. Henry. Saturn and Venus this year in Conjunction! 


What ſays the Almanack to that? 


Poins, And look, whether the fiery Trigon his Man be not 
liſping to bis Maſter's old Tables, his Note-Book, his Coun- 


ſel-keeper? 

Fal. Thou doſt give me flatt ring Buſſes. 

Dol. Nay, truly, I kiſs thee with a moſt conſtant Heart, 

Fal. I am old, I am old. 

Dol. I love thee better than I love &er a ſcurvy young 
Boy of them all. | 

Fal. What ſtuff wilt thou have a Kirtle of ? I ſhall 1e- 
ceive Mony on Thurſday : Thou ſhalt have a Cap to mor 
row. A merry Song, come : It grows late, we will to Bed, 
Thou wilt forget me when I am gone, 

Dol. Thou wilt ſet me a weeping if thou ſay* fo : Prove 
that ever I dreſs my felt handſom 'till thy return---Well, 
hearken the end, 

Fal. Some Sack, Francis, 

P. Henry. Poins. Anon, anon, Sir. 

Fal. Ha! a Baſtard Son of the King's? And art not thou 
Pons his Brother? 

pP. Henry. Why, thou Globe of ſinful Continents, what 
Life doſt thou lead ? 

Fal. A better than thou : I am a Gentleman, thou att : 
Drawer. | 

P. Henry. Very true, Sir: And I come to draw you out 
by the Ears. 

Hoſt. Oh, the Lord preſerve thy good Grace. Wel 
eome to London. Now Hcaven bleß that ſweet Face of thine: 
What, are you come from Wales N 

Fal. Thou whorſo1, mad compound of Majeſty, by this 
light Fleſh and corrupt Blood tho art welcome. 

| Leaning his Hand upon Dol. 

Dol. How! you fat Fool, I ſcorn you. 

Poins, My Lord, he will diive you out of your revengh 
and turn all to met riment, if you take not the hear. 

P. Henry. You whorſon Candle-myne you, how vilely did 
you ſpeak of me even now, before this honeſt, vertuous5, © 
vi! Gertlewoman ? : 

Hast. *Bleſi:g on your good Heart, and fo ſhe is by 7} 
troth. | a. 
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Fal. Didſt thou hear me? 


! P. Henry. Ves; and you knew me, as you did when you 
nn away by Gads-bill , you knew 1 was at your back, and 
It ſpoke it on purpoſe, to try my patience. 


Fal. No, no no; not ſo: I did not think thou waſt 
within hearing. 

P. Henry. I ſhall drive you then to confeſs the wilful abuſe, 
ard then I know how to handle you. 

Fal. No abuſe, Hal, on my Honour, no abuſe, 

P. Henry. Not to dilpraiſe me, and call me Pantler, and 
Piead-chopper, and I know not what? 

Fal. No abuſe, Hal. 

Poins, No abuſe! 

Fu. No abuſe, Ned, in the World; honeſt Ned, none. 
li paid him before the Wicked, that the Wicked might 
not fall in love with him : In which doing, I have done the 
part of a careful Friend, and true Subject, and thy Father 
13to give me thanks for it. No abuſe, Hal, none, Nea, 
none; no Boys, none. 

P. Henry, See now whether pure Fear, and entire Cow- 
ndiſe, doth not make thee wrong this virtuous Gentlewo- 
man, to cloſe with us? Is ſhe of the Wicked? Is thine 
Hoſteſs here of the Wicked? Or is the Boy of the Wick- 
ed? Or honeſt Bardolph, whoſe zeal burns in his noſe, of the 
art 2 Wicked? 

Point. Anſwer, thou dead Elm, anſwer. 
1 out Fal. The Fiend hath Prickt down Bardolph irrecoverable, 
nd his Face is Lucifer's Privy-Kitchin, where he doth no- 
Weh ing but roaſt Mault-Worms: for the Boy, there is a good 
Angel about him, but the Devil out- bids him too. 

P. Henry. For the Women? | 

Fal. For one of them, ſhe is in Hell already, and burns 
Mor Souls: for the other, I owe her Mony; and whether 
he be damn'd for that, I know not, 

Hoſt. No, I warrant you, 

Fil. No, I thick 'thou ert not: I think thou art quit 
Fr that, Merry, there is another Inditment upon thee, 
bor ſeff ring fleſn to be eaten in thy houſ:, contrary to the 
zu, for the which I think thou wilt how!. 

Hoſt, All Victuallers do ſo: What is a Joyrt of Mutton 
Wo in a whole Lent? | 
P. Henry. You, Gent'eweman, Dol. 


1 
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Dol. What ſays your Grace? Th 

Fal. His Grace ſays that, which his fleſh rebels againſt, 

Hoſt. Who knocks ſo loud at the Door? Look to the door 
there, Francis 

Enter Peto. 

P. Henry. Peto, how now? what News ? 

Pero, The King, your Father, is at Weſtminſter, 
And there are twenty weak and wearicd Poſte, 


Come from the North; and as I came along, 


I met, and over-took a dozen Captains, 
Bare-headed, ſweating, knocking at the Taverns, 
And asking every one for Sir John Falſtaff. 

P. Henry. By Heaver, Poins, I feel me much co blame, 

So idly ro prophane the precious time: 

When Tempeſt of Commotien, like the South 

Born with black Vapour, doth begin to melt, 

And drop upon our bare unarmed Heads, 

Give me my Sword, and Cloak: 

Falſtaff, good night. Exit. 

Fal. Now comes in the ſweeteſt Morſel of the night, and 
we muſt hence, and leave it unpickt, More knocking at the 
door? How now ? what's the matter? 

Bard, You muſt away to the Court, Sir, preſently, 

A dozen Captains ſtay at the door for you. 

Fal. Pay the Muſicians, Sirrah: farewel Hoſteſs, farewel 
Dol. You fee, my good Wenches, how Men of Merit are 
ſought after; the Undeſerver may ſleep, when the Man of 
Action is call'd on. Farewel, good Wenches; if I be not 
ſent away poſt, I will ſee you again, &re I go, 

Dol. I cannot ſpeak; if my heart be not ready to burll-- 
Well, ſweet Fack, have a care of thy ſelf. | 

Fal. Farewel, fare wel. | Evi, 

Hoſt, Well, fare thee well: I have known thee thele 
twenty nine Years, cc me Peſccd-time; but an boneſter, and 


truer-hearted Man. Well, fare thee well, Deny i 
Bard. Miſtreſs Tear- ſheet. | Uneaſi: 
Hoſt. What's the matter? 

Bard. Bid Miſtreſs Tear- ſheet come to my Maſter. War. 
Hoſt. O run, Dol, run; run, good Dol. X. N 
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X. Henr,, O, call the Eirls of Surrey, and Warwick: 
But Cer they come, bid them o'er-read theſ 

Letters, 

And well conſider of them: make good ſpeed, | Exit Page. 

How many thouſands of my pooreſt Subjects 

Are at this hour aſſe:p! O Sleep, O gentle S'eep, 

Nature's ſoft Nuiſe, how have I frighted thee, 

That thou no more wilt weigh my Eye-lids down, 

And ſteep my Senſes in Forgetfulnels 3 

Why rather, Sleep, lyeſt thou in ſmoaky Cribs, 

Upon untaſie P.llac's ſtretching thee, 

And huſht with buzzing Night, fly'ſt to thy ſlumber, 

Than in the perfum'd Chambers of the Great, 

Uader the Canopies of coſtly State, 

And Jull'd with ſounds cf {weeteſt M_lody? 

O thou dull God, why ly'ſt thou with che vile, 

In loathſom Beds, and leav'ſt the Kingly Couch 

A watch=caſe, or a common Larum-Bell? 

Wilt thou, upon the high and giddy Maſt, 

deal up the Ship-boy's Eyes, and rock his Brains, 

In Cradle of the rude imperi::us Surge, 

And in the viſitation of the Winds, 

Who take the Ruffan Billows by the top, ; 

Curling their monſtrous heads, and hanging them 

With deefoing Clamon's in the flip'ry Clouds, 

That with the hurley, Death it felt awakes? 


Canſt thou, O partial Sleep, give thy Repoſe 


To the wet Sea-boy in an hour ſo rude? 
Ard in the calmeſt, and moſt ſtilleſt Night, 


With all appliances and means to boot, 


Deny it to a King? Then happy Low, lye down, 
Uneaſię jyes the Head, that wears a Crown. 
Enter Warwick and Surrey. 
Mar. Mary god morrows to your Majeſty. 
K. Henry. Is it gc 04-morrow, Lords? 
War, Tis one a Clock, ard paſt, | 
X. Henry. A 
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| K. Henry, Why then good-morrow to you all, my Lords: W 
Have you read o'er the Letters that I ſent you? Figu 

Mar. We have, my Liege. The 
| K. Henry, Then you perceive the Body of our Kingdom, Witt 
| How foul it is; what rank Diſcaſes grow, As y 
| And with what Danger, near the Heart of it. And 
| War. It is but as a Body, yet diſtemper'd, Such! 
| Which to the former ſtrength may be reſtor'd, And | 
| With good Advice, and little Medicine King 
| My Lord Northumberland will ſoon be cool'd. That 
| X. Henry. Oh Heav'n, that one might read the Book of Fate, RE oul 
i And ſee the Revolution of the Times Whic 
l Make Mountains level, and the Continent, Unlef 
| Weary of ſolid firmneſs, melt it ſelf K. 
Into the Sea; and other Times, to {ce Then 

The beachy Girdle of the Ocean And t 

Too wide for Neptwne's Hips; how Chances mock They 

And Changes fill the Cup of Alteration - Are fi 

; With divers Liquors. Tis not ten years gone, War 
L | Since Richard and Northumberland, great Friends, Rumo! 
] Did feaſt together; and in two years after, The n1 
b Were they at Wars. It is but eight years ſince, 10 g0 
This Percy was the Man neareſt my Soul ; The Pe 

Who like a Brother, toil'd in my Affairs, Lal d 

And laid his Love and Life under my foot: To cor 

Yea, for my ſake, even to the Eyes of Richard A certa 

Gave him defiance, But which of you was by ? py 


You Couſin Nevil, as I may remember, [To Warwick 
l When Richard, with his Eye, brim-ſull of Teas, 
| Then check'd and rated by Northumberland, 

Did ſpeak theſe words, now prov'd a Prophecy, 
Northumberland, thou Ladder by the which 

| My Couſin Bullizgbroke aſcends my T hrane : 

| | (Though then, Heaven knows, I had no ſuch intent, 
| Bur that neceſſity ſo bow'd the State, 

| That I and Grearneſs were compell'd to kiſs) 
| 


Urty y 
K. H. 
And WE 


We wot 


Enter Sh 


The time ſhall come, thus did he follow it, 


| The time will come, that foul Sin gathering head Hal. 
it Shall break into Corruption: So went on, dr, give 
5 Fore- telling this ſame Time's Condition, 0 how 


And the divifion-of our Amity. 


te, 


„ick. 
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Mur. There is a Hiſtory in all Mens Lives, 
Figuring the nature of the Times deccas'd ; 
The which obſerv'd, a Man may propheſie, 
With a near aim, of the main Chance of things 
As yet not come to Life, which in their Seeds 
And weak beginnings lie entreaſured. 

Such things become the Hatch and Brood of Time; 
And by the neceſlary form of this, 
King Richard might create a perfect gueſs, 
That great Northumberland, then falſe to him, 
Would of that Seed grow to a greater Falſeneſs, 
Which ſhould not find a Ground to root upon, 
Unleſs on you. 

K. Henry, Are theſe things then Neceſſities? 
Then let us meet them like Neceſſities; 
And that the ſame word, even now cries out on us: 
They ſay the Biſhop and Northumberland 
Are fifty thouſand ſtrong, 

War. It cannot be, my Lord: 
Rumour doth double, like the Voice of Eccho, 
The number of the Feared. Pleaſe it your Grace 
Togo to bed, upon my Life, my Lord, 
The Pow'rs that you already have ſent forth, 
Shall bring this Prize in very eaſily. 
To comfort you the more, I have receiv'd 
A certain inſtance that Glendower is dead. 
Your Majeſty hath been this Fort-night ill, 
And theſe unſeaſon'd Hours perforce mult add 
Uto your Sickneſs. 

R. Henry. T will take your Counſel : 
And were theſe inward Wars once our of Hand, 


S 0O-E NE 


bur Shallow and Silence, with Mouldy, Shadow, War? 


Feeble, and Bull-calf. 


Shal, Come on, come on, come on; give me your Hand, 


vr, give me your Hand, Sir; an early ſtirrer, by the Rood, 
3 how doth my good Couſin Silence? 


We would, dear Lords, unto the Holy-Land. | Exeunt. 
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Sil, Good Morrow, good Couſin Shallow. 

Shal, And how dotiz my Coulin, your Bed: fellow 
and your faireſt Daughter, and mine, my God-Daughte 
Ellin: 

Sil. Aas, a black Ouzel, Couſin Shallow. 

Shal. By yea and nay, Sir, I dare ſay my Couſin Millan 
is become a good Scholar? He is at Oxford ſtill, is he na} 

Sl. Lideed, Sir, to my Colt. 

Shal. He muſt then to the Inns of Court ſhortly: I ws 
once of Clement's-lnn; where, I think, they will talk of mid 
Shallow yet. 

Sil. You were call'd Luſty Shallow then, Coulin, 

Shal. I was caii'd any thing, and I would have done ary 
thing indeed too, and roundly too. There was I, and lit]: 
John Doit of Stafford ſhire, and black George Bare, and Fran; 
Pickbone, and Will, Squele a Cot-ſal-man; you had not four 
ſuch Swinge-bucklers in ali the Inns of Court again: And 
may ſay to you, we knew where the Boxa-Reba's were, and 
had the beſt of them ail at Commandment, Then was Jack 
Falſtaff, now Sir John, Boy, and 1 Page to Thomas ow: 
bray, Duke of Norfolk. 

Sl. This Sir John, Couſin, that comes hither anon about 
Soldiers? 

Shal. The fame Sir John, the very ſame: I faw hin 
break Schoggan's Head at the Court-Gate, when He was: 
Crack, not thus high; and the very ſame day I did feht 
with one Sampſon Stock-fiſh, a Fruiterer, behind Gra. 
Oh the Mad Days that 1 have ſpent? and to ſce how many 
of mite old Acquairtance are dead? 

Sil. We ſhall ail follow, Couſin. 

Shal. Certain, *ris certain, very ſure, very ſure: Death 
is certain to all, all ſhall Die. How a good Yoke of Bal 
locks at Samford Fair? | 

Sil. Truly, Couſin, I was not there. 

Shal. Death is certain. Is Old Dowble of your Tov" 
living yet? 

Sil. Dead, Sir. 

Shal, Dead! See, ſee, he drew a good Bow: Ar : 
Dead? He ſhot a fine Shoot, John of Gaunt loved hin 


well, and betted much Mony on his Head. Dead He 
would have clapt in the Clowt at Twelve Score, and e 


Sil 
think, 
Shi 


than * 
Shal 
Better 
Phraſes 
commo 
Phraſe, 
Bard 
all you 
I will en 
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ried you a fore-hand Shaft at fourteen, and fourteen and a 
half, that it would have done a Man' Heart good to ſee, 
How a Score of Ewes now X 

Sil. Thereafter as they be: a Score of good Ewes may 
be worth ten Pounds. 

Shal. And is Old Double Dead? 

| Enter Bardolph and Page. 

Sil, Here come two of Sir Fohs Falſtaff's Men, as I 
think, | 

Shal. Good Morrow, Honeſt Gentlemen. 

Bard, I beſeech you, which is Juſtice Shallow? 

Shal. 1 :m Robert Shallow, Sir, a poor Eſquire of this 
County, one of the Kiog's Juſtices of the Peace: 
7 What is your good Pleaſure with me? 
| Bard, My Captain, Sir, Commends him to you: My 
" Wl C:ptain, Sir John Falſtaff; a tall Gentleman, and a moſt 
gillant Leader. 


+ Shal, He greets me well: Sir, I knew him a good Back- 
4 1 Sword Man, How doth the good Knight ? May I ask, how 
„un dy his Wife doth ? 


Bard, Sir, Pardon, a Soldicr is better Accommodated, 
than with a Wife, 

Shal. It is well ſaid, Sir; and it is well ſaid indeed, too 
Better accommodated==--It is good, yea indeed is it; good 
Phraſes are ſurely and every where very commendable. Ac- 


oy commodated-· it comes out of Accommeds; very goed, a good 
? Phraſe, | 
TELD 


Bard. Pardon, Sir, I have heard the word. Phraſe, 
call you it? By this Day, I know not the Phraſe : But 
vill maintain the word with my Sword, to be a Soldier- 
ike Word, and a Word of exceeding good Command. 
Accommodated, that is, when a Man is, as they ſay, Ac- 
commodated; or, when a Man is, being whereby he thought 
tobe Accommodated, which is an excellent thing. 

Enter Falſtaff, 

Shal. It is very juſt: Look, here comes good Sir John. 
vive me your Hand, give me your Worſhip's good Hand: 

nd Truſt me, you look well, and bear your Years very well. 
A we E 1 
him eicome, good Sir Fohn, | AE 

He mp Im glad to ſee you well, good Maſter Robert 
.: Maſter Sure-card, as I thick? _ 

| a 


0 


A 
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Shal. No, Sir John, it is my Couſin Silence ; in Com: Fl 
miſſion with me. |; h 
Fal. Good Maſter Silence, it well befits you ſhould h . 


of the Peace. Sal 
Sil, Your good Worſhip is welcome. 74 
Fal. Fie, this is hot weather, Gentlemen, have you pro- 

vided me here half a dozen of ſufficient Men? 4 
Shal. Marry have we, Sir: Will you fit? 1 3 
Fal. Let me ſee them, I beſeech you. Wart 


Shal. Where's the Roll? Where's the Roll? Where“ Fal, 
the Roll? Let me ſee, let me ſee, let me fee: So, fo, fo, dh . 
ſo: Yea marry, Sir, to Ralph Meuidy: Let them appear 281 is 
call: Let them do fo, let them do ſo. Let me fee, Where 940 
is Moulay? b 7 , 

Moul. Here, if it pleaſe you. 25 


Shal. What think you, Sir John, a good limb'd Fellow: * g 
Young, Strong, and of good Friends, | mo | 
Fal. Is thy Name Mouldy? * 
Mold. Vea, if it pleaſe you. | Vs 33 
Fal. Tis the more time thou wert us'd. N 1 


Shal, He, ha, ha, moſt excellent. Things that are moul- Wi eg, 
dy, lack uſe: very ſingular good. Well ſaid, Sir Fobn, Hal x 
very well ſaid. Feble 

Fal. Prick him. , 

Moul. I was prickt well enough before, if you could 
have let me alone: My old Dame will be undone now, 
for one to do her Husbandry, and her Drudgery; you 
need not to have prickt me, there are other Men fitter to go 
out than I, | 1 
Fal. Go to: Peace Mouldy, you ſhall go Mould), it 1s 


time you were ſpent. 


Moul. Spent? df! migen, 

Shal. Peace, Fellow, Peace; ſtand aſide: Know you e Hy 
where you are? For the other, Sir John. Let me ſce: Sm. Bile, 7 
Shadow. [ 


Fal. Ay marry, let me have him to fit under: Hz's like to 
be a cold Soldier. 

Shal. Where's Shadow 5 

Shad, Here, Sir. 

Fal. Shadow, whoſe Son art thou? 

Sbad. My Mother's Son, Sir. 
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Fal. Thy Mother's Son | like enough; and thy Father's 
hdow ; So the Son of the Female is the Shadow of the 
lale: It is often ſo indeed, but not of the Father's Subſtance; 
Hal. Do you like him, Sir John? ä 
Fal. Shadow will ſerve for Summer, prick him; for we 
ro. we a number of ſhadows to fill up the Muſter-Book, 

Shal, Thomas Mart. 

Fal. Where's he? 
„u.,. Here, Sir. 
H.. Is thy name War: ? 
1 2 Yea, Sir. | 
5 | OY Fu Thou art a very ragged Wart, 
ere Sl. Shall I prick him down, 
r John 2 ES | 
Fal. It were ſuperfluous; for his Apparel is built upon 
8 Back, and the whole Frame ſtands upon Pins: Prick him 
d more. | | 
Hal. Ha, ha, ha, you can do it, Sir; you can do it: I com- 
end you well. 
rancis Feeble. 
Fieble, Here, Sit. | 
Hal. What Trade art thou, Feeble? 
Feeble, A Woman's Tailor, Sir. 
Sal, Shall I prick him, Sir? 
Fal. you my: | | 
it if he had been a Man's Tailor he would have prick'd you. 
It thou make as many holes in an Enemies Battel, as thou 
| done in a Woman's Petticoat: 
Freble, I will do my good will, Sir; you can have no more. 
Fal. Well aid, good Woman's Tailor; Well ſaid, couragi- 
* Feeble : Thou wilt be as valiant as the wrathful Dove, or 
Ml magnanimous Mouſe. Prick the Woman's Tailor well, 
iter Shallow, deep, Maſter Shallow. 
feeble, I would Wart might have gone, Sir. 
Fal. I would thou wert a Man's Tailor, that thou 
Fit mend him, and make him fit to go. I cannot put 
ito be a private Soldier, that is the Leader of ſo many 
Wands, Let that ſuffice, moſt forcible Fecble, 
alle. It ſhall ſuffice. 
þ lim round to thee, reverend Freble. Who is he 
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Shal. Peter Bulcalf of the Green. 
Fal. Yea marry, let us ſee Bulcalf. 
Bul. Here, Sir. 

Fal. Truſt me, a likely Fellow. Come prick me Balla 
'till he roar again. 

Bul. Oh, good my Lord Captain. 

Fal. Whit, deſt thou roar before th'art prickt ? 

Bul, Oh, Sir, I am a diſeaſed Man. 

Fal. What Diſeaſe haſt thou? 

Bul. A whorſon cold, Sir; Cough, Sir, which I caugtt 
with Ringing in the King's Affairs, upon his Coronatio 
day, Sir. 

Fal. Come, thou ſhalt go to the Wars in a Gown: We 
will have away thy Cold, and I will take ſuch order thatth 


eſire tc 
DINE OV 


Friends ſhall ring for thee. Is here all? bard. 
Shal. There is two more called than your number, ji, e. 
muſt have but four here, Sir, and ſo, I pray you, go inviWY'"** { 
me to Dinner. ung ade 
Fal. Come, I will go drink with you, but I cine ip her 
tarry Dinner. I am glad to ſee you, in good troth, MA . 
Shallow. Fuble, 
Shal. O, Sir John, do you remember ſince we lay all Ng Nh. I 
in the Wind-mill in Saint George's Fields? lie be 
Fal. No more of that, good Maſter Shallow, no more Ker it g 
tha!, | | the ne 
Shal. Ha! it was a merry Night, And is Fave N mn V 
work alive? tele, ] 
Fal. She lives, Maſter Shallow. * Co, 
Shal. She never could away with me. B Fo 
Fal. Never, never: She would always ſay ſhe could 9 * Sir 
abi:iie Maſter Shallow. | B and 
Shal. I could anger her to the Heart: She was then » G0 
Bera- roba. Doth ſhe hold her own well? 2 Coy 
Fal. Old, old, Maſter Shallow. 1 
Slal. Nay, ſhe muſt be old, ſhe cannot chuſe but be ol " Ma, 
certain ſhe's old, and had Robin Night-work by old A A Mou 
w0/+, before I came to Clement's Inn. | a 
„ That's fifty five years ago. 2 con 
&:', Hah, Couſin Silence, that thou hadſt ſeen th Ar 5 
that tl.i; Knight and I have ſcen : Hab, Sir Joln, f ny like] 


well? 


Fil. V 
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al. We have heard the Chimes at midnight, Maſter 
Shallow. | 

Hal. That we have, that we have, in faith, Sir John we 
hve: Our watch word was Hem-Boys. Come, let's to din- 
ner; come, let's to dinner: Oh the days that we have (cen! 
me, come. 

Bul, Good Maſter Corporate Bardolph ſtand my Friend, 
nd here is four Harry ten Shillings in French Crow ns for 
you: In very truth, Sir, | had as lief be hang'd, Sir, as 
0; and yer for mine own part, S'r, I do not care, but ra- 
det becauſe I am unwilling, and, for mine own part, have a 
efire ro ſtay with my Friends, elſe, Sir, I did not care for 
line own part ſo much, 

Bard. Go tco; ſtand aſide. 

Moul. And good Maſter Corporal Captain, for my old 
Dame's fake ſtand my Friend: She hith no bcdy to do any 
ung about her when T am gone, and the is old and cannot 
p her ſelf : You ſhall have forty, Sir. 

Bard, Go tio; ſand alide. 

Feeble. I care nat, a Man can die but once; we owe a 
ah, I will never bear a baſ: Mind: If it be my deſtiny, 
it be not, ſo. No Man is too good to ſerve hs Prince; 
let it go which way it will, he that dies this year is quit 
the next. 

berd. Well id, thou art a good Fellow, 

Fable. Nay, I will bear no baſe Mind. 

Fal. Come, Sir, which Men ſhall I have? 

dv Four of which you pleaſe. | 
bard, Sir, a word with you: 1 have three pound to free 
way and Bylcalf. 

Fal. Go too: W. II. 

al, Come Sir John, which four will you have? 

Hl. Do you chuſe for me. a 

tal, Marry then, Mouldy, Bulcalf, Feeble and Shadow, 
Mal, AMouldy and Bulcalf : tor you, Moulay, ſtiy at home 
you are paſt Service: And for your part, Bulcalf, grow 
| You come unto it : I will none of you. 

en * Mr John, Sir Jobn, do not your ſelf wrong, they 
„ la 2 likclieſt Men, and I would have you ſerv'd with 


| al, 


p 8 Fal, Will 
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Fal. Will yoda tell me, Maſter Shallow, how to chule1 4 | 
Man? Care I for the Limb, the Thewes, the Stacure, But 3 
and big aſſemblance of a Man ? Give me the Spirit, Maste like, 
Shallow. Where's Warr? Yo. ſee what a ragged appearance 


it is: He ſhall charge you and diſcharge you with the no. — 
tion of a P-wterer's Hammer; come oft and on, ſwifter ihn ng 
he that gibbets on the Brewers Bucket. Ard this fame hilf * 
fic'd Fellow Shedow, give me this Man, he preſents no maj ne 
to the Enemy, the fo-man may with as great aim level x a Sai 
the edge of a Pen- knife: And, for a Retreat, how ſwiſth hb 
will this Feeble, the Woman's Tailor, run off. O give ne "=p" 
the ſpare Men, and ſpare me the great ones. Put me a C. Head 
lyver into Wart's Hand, Bardolph. told ; 
Bard, Hold, Wart, Traverſe ; thus, thus, thus. Wh 
Fal. Come, manage me your Calyver : So, very well, go C © 
to, very good, exceeding good, O give me alwaysa linen 
lean, old, chopt, bald Shot. Well ſaid, Mart, thou art a g 5 
Scab: Hold, there's 2 Teſter ſor thee. 1 make h; 
Shal. He is not his Craft- maſter, he doth not do it r be 8. 
I remember at Aile-End- G een. when I lay at Clements nu. 2 
I was then Sir Dagenet in Arthur's Show, there was a | ; 
- Quiver Fellow, and he would manage you his Piece thus 
and he would abour, and about, and come you in, and con —__ 
you in: Rab, tah, tah, would he ſay; Bownce, would hel 
and zway again would he go, and again would he come: 
ſhall never ſee ſuch a Fellow. | 
Fal. Theſe Fellows will do well, Maſter Shallow. Fir Emer ; 


wel, Maſter Silexce, I will not uſe many Words with yo 
Fare you well, Gentlemen both. I thank you, 1 muſt a core 
miles to Night. Bardolph, give the Soldiers Coats. 11 

Shal. Sir ohn, Heaven bleſs you, and proſper your Ala 


and ſend us Peace. As you return, viſit my Houſe. 1 114. 5 
our old Acquaintance be renewed : Peradventure I will To l 
ygu. to the Court. Haſh, 

Fal. I would you would, Maſter Shallow. , Dork, » 

Shal. Go to: I have ſpoke at a word. Fare you we [ , 10 Frien 

Fal. Fare you well, Gentlemen. On, Baraoſpb, 1 _ IC 
the Men away. As I return I will fetch off thelc | de. 
ces: I do ſee the bottom of Juſtice Shallow. —_ ay colo 
jet we old Men are to this Vice of Lying ? This _ 900 4% dot! 
Juſtice bath done nothing but prate to me of the might! 
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of his Youth , and the Feats he hath done about Turnbal- 
ſtreet, and every third word a Lie, duer paid to the hearer 
thin the Turks Tribute. I do remember him at Cement's Inn, 
like a Man made after Supper of a Cheeſe-parivg, When he was 
naked, he was, for all the World, like a forked Radiſh, with a 
Head fantaſtically carv'd upon it with a Knife, He was ſo for- 
lorn, that his Dimenſions, to any thick ſight, were inviſible. 
He was the very Genius of Famine ; he came ever in che rear- 
ward of the faſhion : And now is this Vice's Dagger become 
2 Squire, and talks as familiarly of John of Gaunt as if he 
had been {worn Brother to him : And Ill be {worn he never 
ſw him but once in the Tilt-yard, and then he burſt his 
Head, for crouding among the Marſhals Men. I 'aw i, a1 d 
told John of Gaunt he beat his own Name, for you might 
have truß'd him and all his Apparel into an Ecl-skin: The 
PB Ciſe of a Treble Hoboy was a Manſion for him; a Court; 
le 1nd now hath he Land and Beeves. Well, Iwill be acquaint- 
ed with him, if I return; and it ſhall go hard but ! will 
make him a Philoſopher's two Stones to me. If the young Dace 
be 2 Bait for the old Pike, I ſee no reafon, in the Law (Na- 
true, but I may ſnap at him. Let time ſhape, and there's an end 

[ Exeunt, 


ACT w. SCENE IL 


Enter the Archbiſhop of Yoik, Mowbray, Haſtings, and 
Colevile. 


N Hat is the Foreſt calld? 

Haſt." Tis Gauliree Foreſt, and't pleaſe your Grace. 
Ik, Stand here, my Lords, and end diſcoveries forth, 

o know the number of our Eacmics. 

Haſt, We have ſert already. 
* "Tis well done. | 
"ly Friends and Brethren, in theſe great Affairs, 

muſt acquaint you, that I have receiv'd 
Ny-dated Letters from Northumberland: 

heir cold intent, renure and ſubſtance thus. 
- doth he wiſh his Perſon, with ſuch Powers 

might hold ſortance with his Quality, 
F: 4 The 
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The which he could not levy; whereupon 


He 1s retir'd, to ripe his growing Fortunes, Turn 
To Scotland: And concludes in hearty Prayers, = 

That your Attempts may over live the hazard, Toa 
And fcarful meeting of their Oppoſite. 


Into t 


Mow. Thus do the hopes we have in him touch ground, Io 
And daſh themſelves to pieces. And . 
N Enter 4 Meſſenger . Hive | 

Haſt. Now, what News? E And y 
 Meſſ. Weſt of this Foreſt, ſcarcely off a mile, Our ls 
In goodly form comes on the Enemy: But. n 
And by the ground they hide, I judge their number * 
Upon, or near, the rate of thirty thouſand, : Nor de 
Mo. The juſt proportion that we gave them out, [Troop 
Let us ſway on, and face them in the Field, dut 12 
Enter Weſtmorland. To die! 

York. What well appointed Leader fronts us here? Ard p 
Mow. I think it is my Lord of Weſtmorland. Our ve 
Weſt. Health and fair Greeting from our General, I have 
The Prince, Lord John, and Duke of Lancaſter. What ' 
York, Say on, my Lord of Weſtmorland, in peace - And fit 
What doth concern your coming ? We ſee 
Weſt. Then, my Lord, | And ar 
Unto your Grace do I in chief addreſs Dy the 
The ſubſtance of my Speech. If that Rebellion And h. 
Came like it {.1f, in baſe and abject Routs, When 
Led on by bloody Youth, guarded with Rage, Which 
Aud countenanc'd by Boys and B:gpary : And m. 


I fay, if damn'd Commution ſo appear 

In his true, native, and moſt proper ſhape, 

You, Reverend Father, and theſe Noble Lords, 

H. d not been here to drels the ugly Form 

Of baſe and bloody Iaſurrection, | 

With your fair Honour: You, Lord Archbiſhop, 

Whoſe Se is by a Civil Peace maintain'd, 

Whoſe Beard the S lver Hand of Peace hath touch'd, 
-ofe Learning and gocd Letters Peace hath tutoi'd, 

Wh: ſe white Inveſtments figure Innocence, 

The Dove, and very bleſſed Spirit of Peace; 

Whauefore co you fo ill trarſlate your (elf, : 

Ort of the fpecch of Peace, that bears ſuch Grace, 
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Into the harſh and boiſt'rous Tongue of War? 
Turning your Books to Graves, your Ink to Blood, 
Your Pens to Launces, and your Tongue divine 
To a lowd Trumpet, and a Point of War? 
Verb. Wherefore do I this? So the Queſtion ſtands, 
Briefly to this end: We are all diſeas'd, 
And, with our ſurfeiting and wanton hours, 
Hive brought our ſelves into a burning Feaver, 
And we muſt bleed for it: Of which Diſeaſe 
Our late King Richard, becauſe infected, dy'd. 
But, my moſt Noble Lord of Weſtmorland, 
| take not on me here as a Phy ſician. 
Nor do I, as an Enemy to Peace, 
Troop in the throngs of military Men: 
But rather ſhew a while like fearful War, 
Todiet rank Minds, ſick of Hippineſs, 
Ard purge th* obſtructions which begin to ſtop 
Our very Veins of Life. Hear me more plainly. 
I have in equal Ballance juſtly weigh'd, 
What Wrongs our Arms may do, what Wrongs we ſuffer, 
And find our Griefs heavier than our Offences, 
We ſee which way the Stream of Time doth run, 
And are inforc'd from our moſt quiet there, 
By the rough Torrent of Occaſion, 
And have the ſummary of all our Griefs, 
When time ſhall ſerve, to ſhew in Articles, 
Which long &er this we offer'd to the King, 
And might by no Suit gain our Audience: 
Vhen we are wrong'd and wor 1d unfold our Grieſs, 
We are deny'd acceſs unto his Perſon, 
Even by thoſe Men that moſt have done us wrong. 
The dangers of the Day's but newly gone, 
4 Me Memory is written on the Earth 
Vich yet appearing Blood; and the Examples 
Ot every minutes inſtance, preſent now, 
th put us in theſe il beſeeming Arms: 
Not to break Peace, or any Branch of it, 
But to eſtabliſh here a Peace indeed, 
"curing both in Name and Quality. 
1 7. When ever yet was your Appeal deny'd ? 
«1£10 have you been galled by the King? 
T 4 What 


The Second Part 


What Peer hath been ſuborn'd to grate on you; 
That you ſhould ſcal this lawleſs bloody Bo 
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* 


Of forg'd Rebellion with a Seal divine? 4 
York. My Brother General, the Commonwealth 

] make my Quarrel in particular, , sn. 
Weſt. There is no need of any ſuch Redreſs; 

Or if there were, it not belongs to you. 
Mow. Why not to him in part, and to us all, 

That feel the bruiſes of the Days before, 

Ad ſuffer the Condition of theſe Times , 

To lay an heavy and unequal Hand upon our Hono urs? 
Mſt. O my good Lord Howbray, 

Conſtrue the Times to their Neceſſities, 

And you ſhall ſay, indeed, it is the Time, 

And not the King, that doth you Injuries. 

Yet, for your part, it not appears to me, 

Either from the King, or in the preſent Time, 

That you ſhould have an inch of any Ground 

To build a Grief on: Were you not reſtor'd 

To all the Duke of Norfolk's Seig nories, 

Your noble and right well remembred Father's? 
Mow. What thing, in Honour, had my. Father loſt 

That need to be reviv'd and breath'd in me? 

The King that lov'd him, as the State ſtood rhe n, 

Was forc'd, perforce compell'd to baniſh him: 

And when, that Henry Bullingbroke and he 

Being mounted, and both rowſed in their Seats, 

Their neighing Courſers daring of the Spur, 

T heir armed Staves in charge, their Beavers down, 

Their Eyes of Fire, ſparkling through fights of Steel, 

And the loud Trumpet blowing them together: 

Then, then, when there was nothing could have ftaid 

My Father from the Breaſt of Bullingbroke ; i 

O, when the King did throw his Warder down, 

His own Life hung upon the Staff he threw, 

Then thiew he down himſelf and all their Lives, 

That by Indictment, and by dint of Sword, 


Have fince miſcarried under Ballingbroke. | ach | 

Feſt. You ſpeak, Lord Mowbray, now you know not what BY All I. 
The Farl of Hereford was reputed then That 2 
In England the moſt valiant Gentleman. cquit 


Whe 
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Who krows, on whom Fortune would then have ſinil'd?} 
But if your Father had been Victor chere, 

He ne er had born it out of Coventry, - 

For all the Country, in a general Voice, | 
Cry'd hate upon him; and all their Prayers, and Love, 
Were ſet on Hereford, whom they dored on, 

And bleſs d, and grac'd, more than the King himſclf. 

But this is meer digreſſion from my Pupoſe, 

Here come I from our Princely General, 

To know your Gricfs; to tell you from his Grace, 

That he will give you Audience; and wherein 

It (hall appear, that your Demands are juſt, 

You ſhall enjoy them, every thirg ſer off 

That might ſo much as think you Encmies. 

Mow. But he hath forc'd us to compel this Offer, 
Ard it proceeds from Policy, not Love. 

Weſt. Mowbray, you over-ween to take it ſo: 

This Offer comes from Mercy, not from Fear. 
For lo, within a Ken our Army lyes; 

Upon mine Honour, all too confident 

To give admitrance to a thought of Fear. 

Our Battel is more full of Names than youre, 
Our Men more perfect in the uſe of Arms, 

Our Armour all as ſtrong, our Cauſe the beſt; 
Then Reaſon will, our Hearts ſhould be as good. 
Say you not then our Offer is compell'd. 

Mow, Well, by my Will we ſhall admit no Parley, 

Weſt. That argues but the ſhame of your Offence: 
A rotten Caſe abides no handling. 

Haſt. Hath the Prince Fohn a full Commiſh >n, 

In very ample Virtue of his Father, 

To hear, and abſolutely to determine 

Of what Conditions we ſhall ſtand upon? 

Weſt, That is intended in the Gereral's Name: 
| muſe you make ſo flight a Queſtion, 

Tork, Then take, my Lord of W:ftlmorland, this Schedule, 
For this contains our general Grievances : | 
Exch ſeveral Article herein rediefs'd, 

All Members of our Cauſe, both herg, and hence, 

hat zre inſinewed to this Action, | 

Acquitted by a true ſubſtantial Form, 
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And preſent Executions of our Wills, 
To us, and to our Purpoſes confin'd, 
We come within our awful Banks again, 
And knit our Powers to the Arm of Peace. 
Weſt, This will I ſhew the General, Pleaſe you, Lords, 
In fight ef both our Battels, we may meet 
At either end in Peace; which Heav'n ſo frame, 
Or to the place of difference call the Swords, 
Which muſt needs decide it. | 
Tork. My Lord, we will do ſo. * [ Exit Weſt, 
Mow. There is a thing within my Boſom tells me, 
That no Condition of our Peace can ſtand. 
Huſt. Fear you not that, if we can make our Peace 
Upon ſuch large Terms, and fo abſolute, 
As our Conditions ſhall inſiſt upon, 
Our Peace ſhall ſtand as firm as Rocky Mountains, 
Mew, Ay, but our Valuation ſhall be ſuch, 
That every light, and falſe-derived Cauſe, 
Yea, every idle, nice, and wanton Reaſon, 
Shall to the King taſte of this Action; 
That were our Royal Faiths, Martyrs in Love, 
We ſhall be winnowed with ſo rough a Wind, 
That even our Corn ſhall ſcem as light as Chaff, 
And good from bad find no partition, 
Tork, No, no, my Lord, note this; the King is weary 
Of dainty, and ſuch picking Grievances: 
For he hath found, ro end one doubt by Death, 
Revives two greater in the Heirs of Life. 
And therefore will he wipe his Tables clean, 


And keep no Tell-tale to his Memory, _ 
That may repeat, and Hiſtory his Loſs, That M 
To new Remembrance. For full well he knows, And ri 
He'cannot fo preciſely weed this Land, Would | 
As his miſdoubts preſent occaſion; lack 
His Foes are ſo enrooted with his Friends, In bas 
That plucking to unfix an Enemy, It is = 
He do h unfaſten fo, and ſhake a Friend. How £ 
So that this Land, like an offenſive Wife, 0 us ; 
That hath enrag'd him on, to offer ſtrokes, dus, tl 


As he is ſtriking, holds his Infant up. And be yery 


. 


And 
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And hangs reſolv'd Correction in the Arm, 
That was uprear'd to Exec tion. 
Haſt. Beſides, the King hath waſted all his Rods 
On late Offenders, that he now doth lack 
The very Iaſtruments of Chaſtiſement : 


do that his Power, like to a Fangleſs Lion 
May offer, but not hold. 


Vork. Tis very true: 

And therefore be- aſſur d, my good Lord Marſhal, 
If ve do now make our Atonement well, 
Our Peace will, like a broken Limb united. 
Grow ſtronger, for the breaking. 

Mow. Be it fo. 
Here is return'd my Lord of Meſtmorland. 

Enter Weſtmorland. 

W:f, The Prince is here at hand: Pleaſeth your Lordſhip 
To meet his Grace, juſt diſtance *tween our Armies? 

Meow. Your Grace of York, in Heav'n's Name then for- 
ward, 
Tork, Before, and greet his Grace, my Lord, we come. 

Enter Prince John of Lancaſter. | 

Lan. You are well encountred here, my Couſin Mowbray; 
Good Day to you, gentle Lord Arch-Biſhop, 
And ſo to you, Lord Haſtings, and to all. 
My Lord of York, it better ſhew'd with ycu, 
When that your Flock, aſſembled by the Bell, 
Encircled you, to hear with reverence 
Your Expoſition on the holy Text, 
Than now to ſee you here an Iron Man, 
Cheering a rout of Rebels with your Drum, 
Turning the Word to Sword, and Life to Death, 

at Man fits within a Monarch's Heart, 
And ripens in the Sun- ſh ine of his Favour, 
Would he abuſ- the Countenance of the King, 

ack, what miſchiefs might he ſet abroach, | 
I" hadow of ſuch greatneſs? With you, Lord Biſhop, 
[tis even ſo. Who hath not heard it ſpoken, +» 
Flow deep you were within the Books of Heav'n? 
o us, the Speaker in his Parliament: 
dus, the imagine Voice of Heav'n it ſelſ: 

* Very Opener, and Intelligencer 


Between 
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Between the Grace, the Sanctities of Heav'n, 
And our dull workings. O, who ſhall believe, 
But you miſuſe the reverence of your Place, 
Employ the Countenance and Grace of Hceav'n, 
As a falſe Favourite doth his Prince's Name, 
In Deeds diſhonourable? You have taken up, 
Under the counterfeited Zeal of Heav'n, | 
The Subjects of Heav'n's Subſtitute, my Father, 
And both againſt the Peace of Heav'n, and him, 
Have here up- ſwarmed them. 

Tork, Good my Lord of Lancaſter, 
I am not here againſt your Father's Peace: 
But, as I told my Lord of Weſtmorland, - 
The time, miſ-order'd, doth in common Senſe 
Crowd us, and cruſh us, to this monſtrous Form, 
To hold our ſafety up. I ſent your Grace 
The Parcels ard Particulars of our Griet, 
The which hath been with ſcorn ſhov'd from the Cout: 
Whereon this Zydra-Son of War is born, 
Whoſe dangerous Eyes may well be charm'd aſleep, 
With grant of our moſt juſt and right deſire; 
And true Obedience, of this Madneſs cur'd, 
Stoop tamely to the Fcot of Majeſty. 

Mow. If not, we ready are to try our Fortunes 
To the laſt Man. 

Haſt. And though we here fall down, 

We have Supplies to ſecond our Attempt: 
Tf they miſcarry, theirs ſhall ſecond them. 
And fo, ſucceſs of miſchief ſhall be born, 
And Heir from Heir ſhall hold this Quarrel up, 
Whiles England ſhall have Generation. 
Lan, You ate too ſhallow, Haſtings, 
Much too ſhallow, 
To ſound the bottom of the after-times. 

Weſt. Pleaſeth your Grace, to anſwer them directly, 
How far-forth you do like their Articles? 

Lan. I like them all, and do allow them well: 
And ſwäear here, by the Honour of my Blood, 
My Father's Purpoſes have been miſtook, 

And ſome, about him, have too laviſhly 
Wreſted his Meaniog and Authority, 
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My Lord, theſe Griefs ſhall be with ſpeed redreſt: 
Upon my Life, they ſhall, If this may pleaſe you, 
Diſcharge your Powers unto their ſeveral Counties, 
As we Will ours; and here between the Armies, 
Let's drink together friendly, and embrace, 
That all their Eyes may bear thoſe Tokens home, 
Of our reſtored Love and Amity. a 
York, I take your Princely word, for theſe redreſſes. 
Lan. I give it you, and will maintain my word; 
And thereupon I drink unto your Grace. 
Haſt. Go Captain, and deliver to the Army 
This News of Peace; let them have Pay, and part - 
I know it will well pleaſe them. | 
Hie thee, Captain, [Exit Colevile. 
York, To you, my noble Lord of Weſtmorland. 
W:#, I pledge your Grace: 
And if you knew what pains I have beſtow'd, 
To breed this preſent Peace, 
You would drink freely; but my Love to ye 
Shall ſhew it ſelf more openly hereafter, 
Tork. I do not doubt you, 
Weſt. I am glad of it. 
Health to my Lord, and gentle Coufin Mowbray. 
Mow. You wiſh me Health in very happy Seaſon, 
For 1 am on the ſudden ſomething ill. 
ork, Againſt ill Chances Men are ever merry, 
But Heavineſs fore-runs the good Event. 
W:ſt. Therefore be merry Coz, ſince ſudden Sorrow 
Serves to ſay thus; ſome good thing comes to morrow. 
Tork. Believe me, I am paſſing light in Spirit, 
Mow, So much the worſe, if your own Rule be true. 
2 The word of Peace is render'd; hark how they 
out. 
Mow. This had been chearful after Victory. 
Tork, A peace is of the Nature of a Conqueſt: 
For then both Parties nobly are ſubdu'd, 
And neither Party loſer. 
Lan, Go, my Lord, "4 
And let our Army be diſcharged too. [Exit Weſt. 
od, good my Lord, ſo pleaſe you, let our Trains | 
ar 
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Between the Grace, the Sanctities of Heav'n, 
And our dull workings. O, who ſhall believe, 
But you miſuſe the reverence of your Place, 
Employ the Countenance and Grace of Heav'n, 
As a falſe Favourite doth his Prince's Name, 
In Deeds diſhonourable? You have taken up, 
Under the counterfeited Zeal of Heav'n, | 
The Subjects of Heav'n's Subſtitute, my Father, 
And both apainft.the Peace of Heav'n, and him, 
Have here up- ſwarmed them. 

Tork, Good my. Lord of Lancaſter, 
I am not here againſt your Father's Peace: 
But, as I told my Lord of Weſtmorland, - 
The time, miſ-order'd, doth in common Senſe 
Crowd us, and cruſh us, to this monſtrous Form, 
To hold our ſafety up. I ſent your Grace 
The Parcels ard Particulars of our Grief, 
The which hath been with ſcorn ſhov'd from the Coutt: 
Whereon this Zydra-Son of War is born, 


Whoſe dangerous Eyes may well be charm'd aſleep, Ls 
With grant of our moſt juſt and right defire ; 1 


And true Obedience, of this Madneſs cur'd, 
Stoop tamely to the Fcot of Majeſty. Hes 
Mow. If not, we ready are to try our Fortunes yy 


To the laſt Man. F 4 
Haſt. And though we here fall down, * 
We have Supplies to ſecond our Attempt: But | 
Tf they miſcarry, theirs ſhall ſecond them. IW, 
And ſo, ſucceſs of miſchief ſhall be born, bw 
And Heir from Heir ſhall hold this Quarrel up, 2 
W hiles England ſhall have Generation. 2 
Lan, You ate too ſhallow, Haſtings, L | 
Much too ſhallow, lh * 
To ſound the bottom of the after- times. 2 
Weſt. Pleaſtth your Grace, to anſwer them directly, 7; 
How far-forth you do like their Articles? E pe 
Lan. I like them all, and do allow them well: And 
And ſwear here, by the Honour of my Blood, * 
My Father's Purpoſes have been miſtook, And] 
And ſome, about him, have too laviſhly Aud. 
& 


Wreſted his Meaning and Authority. 
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My Lord, theſe Griefs ſhall be with ſpeed redreſt; 
Upon my Life, they ſhall. If this may pleaſe you, 
Diſcharge your Powers unto their ſeveral Counties, 
As we will ours; and here between the Armies, 
Let's drink together friendly, and embrace, 
That all their Eyes may bear thoſe Tokens home, 
Of our reſtored Love and Amity. : 
York, J take your Princely word, for theſe redreſſes. 
Lan, I give it you, and will maintain my word; 
And thereupon I drink unto your Grace, 
Haſt. Go Captain, and deliver to the Army 
This News of Peace; let them have Pay, and part - 
[ know it will well pleaſe them. | N 
Hie thee, Captain. [Exit Colevile. 
York, To you, my noble Lord of Weſtmorland. 
W:/#, I pledge your Grace: 
And if you knew what pains I have beſtow'd, 
To breed this preſent Peace, 
You would drink freely; but my Love to ye 
Shall ſhew it ſelf more openly hercafter, 
York, I do not doubt you. 
Weſt. I am glad of it. 
Health to my Lord, and gentle Coufin Mowbray. 
Mow. You wiſh me Health in very happy Seaſon, 
For I am on the ſudden ſomething ill. 
Tork, Againſt ill Chances Men are ever merry, 
But Heavineſs fore-runs the good Event. 
Mast. Therefore be merry Coz, ſince ſudden Sorrow 
Serves to ſay thus; ſome good thing comes to morrow. 
Tork, Believe me, I am paſſing light in Spirit, 
Mow, So much the worſe, if your own Rule be true. 
* The word of Peace is render d; hark how they 
Out. 
Mow. This had been chearful after Victory. 
Tork, A peace is of the Nature of a Conqueſt: 
For then both Parties nobly are ſubdu'd, 
And neither Party loſer. 
Lan. Go, my Lord, : * 
And let our Army be diſcharged too. [Exit Weſt. 
40d, good my Lord, ſo pleaſe you, let our Trains 


March 
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March by us, that we may peruſe the Men, 
We ſhould have cop'd withal. 
Biſh. Go, good Lord Haſtings; 
And e' er they bediſmiſs'd, let them march by, [ Exit Hiſt, 
Lan, I truſt, Lords, we ſhall to night lye together, 
Emer Weſtmorland, 
Now Couſin, wherefore ſtands our Army till? 
Mit. The Leaders, having Charge from you to ſtand, 
Will not go off until they hear you ſpeak. 
Lan. They know their Duties. 
Enter Haſtings. 
Haſt. Our Army is diſpers'd : 
Like Youthful Steers unyoak'd, they took their Courſe 
Eaſt, Weſt, North, South: Or like a School broke up, 
Each hurries towards his Home, and ſporting Place, 
Weſt. Good Tidings, my Lord Haſtings, for the which 
I do arreſt thee, Traitor, of high Treaſon : 
And you Lord Arch-biſhop, and you Lord Mowbray, 
Of Capital Treaſon, I attach you both. 
Aow. Is this Proceeding juſt and honourable? 
Weft. Is your Aſſembly fo? 
Tork. Will you thus break your Faith? 
Lan. I pawn d you none: 
J promis'd you Redreſs of theſe ſame Grievances 
| Whereof you did complain; which by mine Honour, 
I will perform, with a moſt Chriſtian Care. 
But for you, Rebels, lock to taſte the Due 
Meet for Rebellion, and ſuch Acts as yours. 
Moſt ſhallowly did you theſe Arms commence, 
Fondly brought here, and fooliſhly ſent hence, 
Strike up our D ums, purſue the ſcatter'd ſtray, 
Heaven, and not we, have ſafely fought to Day. 
Some guard theſe Traitors to the Block of Death, 
Treaſons true Bed, and yie'der up of Breath, | Exeant. 
Enter Falſtaffe and Colevile. 
Fal. What's your Name, Sir? Of what Conſideration att 
you? And of what place, I pray? 
Col. I am a Knight, Sir: 
Ard my Name is Colevile of the Dale. 
Fal. Well then, Colevile is your Name, a Knight is your 


Degrec, and your Place, the Dale; Colevile ſhall ſtill 1 
you 
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your Name, 2 Traitor your Degree, and the Dungeon your 
Place, a place deep enough: So ſhall you ſtill be Colewile of 
the Dale. 8 

Cole. Are not you Sir John Falſtaff ? 

Fal. As good a Man as he, Sir, who &er I am: Do ye 
yield, Sir, or ſhall I ſweat for you? If I do ſwear, they are 
the drops of thy Lovers, and they weep for thy Death, 
therefore rowze up Fear and Trembling, and do obſervance 
to my Mercy. 

Coe, I think you are Sir John Falfaff, and in that thought 

ield me. 
Fal. I have a whole School of Tongues in this Belly of 
mine, and not a Tongue of them all ſpeaks any other word 
but my Name: And I had but a Belly of any indiffcrency, 
I were ſimply the moſt active Fellow in Europe: My 
Womb, my Womb, my Womb undoes me. Hcre comes our 
Genera', | 
Enter Prince John of Lancaſter and Weſtmorland. 

Lan. The Heat is paſt, follow no farther now, 

Call in the Powers, good Coulin Weſtmorland. | Exit Welt, 
Now Falſtaff, where have you been all this while? 

When every thing is ended, then you come. 

Theſe tardy Tricks of yours will, on my Life, 

One time or other, break ſome Gallow's Back, 

Fal. I would be ſorry, my Lord, but it ſhould be thus: 
l never knew yet, but rebuke and check was the Reward of 
Valour. Do you think me a Swallow, an Arrow, or a Bul- 
let? Have I, in my poor and old Motion, the expedition of 
Thought? I ſpeeded hither with the very extremeſt Inch 
of Poſſibility, I have foundred nineſcore and odd Poſts ;. 
And here, Travel-tainted as I zm, have, in my pure and 
Immaculate Valour, taken Sir John Colevile of the Dale, a 
moſt furious Kight, and valorous Enemy: But what of 
that? He ſaw me, and yielded; that I may juſtly ſay, with 
the hook=nos'd Fellow of Rome, I came, ſaw, and over- 
came, 

Lan, It was more of his Courteſie, than your Deſerving. 

Fal. I know engt; here he is, and here I yield him; and 
[ beleech your Grace, let it be book'd with the reſt of this 
ds deeds; or, I ſwear, I will have it in a particular, 
bald, with mine own Picture on the top of it, Colevile 
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kiſſing my foot : To the which courſe, if I be enforc'd, if 
you do not all ſhew like gilt two-pences to me; and I, in 
the clear Sky of Fame, o'er-ſhine you as much as the full 
Moon doth the Cynders of the Element, which ſhew like 
Pins Heads to her, believe not the word of the Noble; there. 
fore let me have right, and let Deſert mount, 

Lan. Thine's too heavy to mount. 

Z OC WY. 

Lan, Thine's too thick to ſhine, | 

Fal. Let it do ſomething, my good Lord, that may do 

me good, and call it what you will. 

Lan. Is thy Name Colevile? 

Cole. It is, my Lord. 

Lan. A famo is Rebel art thou, Colevile. 

Fal. And a famous true Subject took him. 

Cole, I am, my Lord, but as my Betters are, 
That led me hither; had they been rul'd by me, 
You ſhould have won them dearer than you have. 

Ful. I know not how they ſold themſelves; but thou, 
- . kind Fellow, gav'ſt thy ſelf away; and I thank ther, 
or thee. 


| Ester Weſtmorland, 

Lan. Have you left purſuit} 

Weſt. Retreat is made, and Execution ſtay'd. 

Lan. Send Colevile, with his Confederates, 

To Torh, to preſent Execution. 

Blunt, lead him hence, and ſee you guard him ſure. 
[Exit Colevile: 

And now diſpatch we toward the Court, my Lords; 

I hear the King, my Father, is ſore ſick: 

Our News ſhall go before us to his Majeſty, 

Which, Couſin, you ſhall bear, to comfort him: 

And we with ſober ſpeed will follow you. 

Fal. My Lord, I beſeech you, give me leave to go throug! 
Glouceſter ſbire; and when you come to Court, ſtand my good 
Lord, pray, in your good report. ; 

Lax. Fare you well, Falfaff; I, in my condition, 
Shall better ſpeak of you, than you deſerve. [Ex 

Fal. | would you had but the Wit; "twere better than 

our Dukedome. Good faith, this ſame young 10b*r 
looded Boy doth not love me, nor a Man carnot 1 
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him laugh; but that's no marvel, he drinks no Wine. There's 
never any of theſe demure Boys come to any proof; for thin 
drink doth ſo over- cool their blood, and making many Fiſh- 
Meals, that they fall into a kind of Male Green- ſickneis; and 
then, when they marry, they get Wenches, They are ge- 
erally Fools, and Cowards ; which ſome of us ſhould be 
too, but for inflammation, A good Sherris-Sack hath a two- 
fold Operation in it; it aſcends me into the Brain, dries me 
there all the fooliſh, and dull, and crudy Vapours, which 
environ it; makes ir apprehenſive, quick, forgetive, full of 
nimble, fiery, and delectable Shapes; which deliver'd o'er 
to the Voice, the Tongue, which is the Burth, becomes 
xcellent Wit, The ſecond property of your excellent Sher- 
ris, is, the warming of the Blood; which before, cold and 
ſettled, left the Liver white and pale; which is the Badge 
if Puſillanimity, and Cowardice ; but the Sherris warms it, 
nd makes it courſe from the inwards, to the Parts extreme; 
illuminateth the Face, which, as a Beacon, gives warning 
0 all the reſt of this little Kingdom, Man, te arm; and 
hen the Vital Commoners, and inland petty Spirits, muſter 
be all to their Captain, the Heart; who great, and puft up 
th his Retinue, doth any Deed of Courage; and this Va- 
bur comes of Sherris. So that Skill in the Weapon is no- 
bing, without Sack, for that ſets it a work; and Learning a 
er Hoard of Gold, kept by a Devil, till Sack commences 
and ſets it in Act, and uſe. Hereof comes it, that Prince 
Vary is valiant ; for the cold Blood he did naturally inherit 
his Father, he hath, like lean, ſteril, and bare Land, ma- 
red, husbanded, and till'd, with excellent endeavour of 
Itking good and good ſtore of fertil Sherris, that he is 
come very hot, and valiant, If I had a thouſand Sons, 
e firſt Principle I would teach them, ſhould be to forſwear 
un Potations, and to addict themſelves to Sack. 

| Enter Bardolph. 

o now, Bordolph ? | 
bard. The Army is diſcharged all, and gone. ST 
Fal. Let them go; I'll through Gloceſter ſhire, and there will 
lit Miſter Robert Shallow, Eſquire : I have him already 
"pering between my finger and my thumb, and. ſhortly 
'I ſeal with him. Come away. [ Exeunt; 
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Enter King Henry, Warwick, Clarence, and Glouceſter. 


K. Henry. Now Lords, if Heav'n doth give ſucceſsful end 
To this Debate that bleedeth at our doors, 
We will our Youth lead on to higher Fields, 
And draw no Swords, but what are ſanctifi'd. 
Our Navy is addreſs'd, our Power collected, 
Our Subſtitutes, in abſence, well inveſted, 
And every thing lyes level to our wiſh: 
Only we want a little perſonal ſtrength : 
And pawſe us, till theſe Rebels, now a-foot, 
Come underneath the Yoak of Government. 
War. Both which we doubt not, but your Majeſty 
Shall ſoon enjoy. 
X. Henry. Humphry, my Son of Glouceſter, where is the 
Prince your Brother? 
Glo. I think he's gone to hunt, my Lord, at Windſor, 
K. Henry. And how accompanied? 
Glo, I do not know, my Lord. 
X. Hevry. Is not his Brother, Thomas of Clarence, with lim? 
Glo. No, my good Lord, he is in preſence here. 
Clar. What would my Lord and Father? 
X. Henry. Nothing but well to thee, Thomas of Clarence, 
How chance thou art not with the Prince, thy Brother? 
He loves thee, and thou do'ſt negle& him, Thomas; 
Thou haſt a better place in his Affection 
Than all thy Brothers: Cheriſh ir, my Boy, 
And Noble Offices thou may ſt effect 
Of Mediation, after I am dead, 
Between his Greatneſs, and thy other Brethren. 
Therefore omit him not; blunt not his Love, 
Nor loſe the good Advantage of his Grace, 
By ſeeming cold or carelcfs of h's will. 
For he is gracious if he be obſerv'd: 
He hatl: a Tear for Pity, and a Hand 
Open as Day, for melting Charity : 
Y<t notwithſtanding, being incens'd, he's Flint, 
As humorous as Winter, and as ſudden 
As Flaws congealcd in the Spring of day. 


of King Henry IV. 


His Temper therefore muſt be well obſerv'd: 

Chide him for faults, and do it reverently, 

When you perceive his blood inclin'd ro mirth: 

But being moody, give him line and ſcope, 

Till that his paſſions, like a Whale on ground, 

Confound themſelves with working. Learn this, Thomas, 

And thou ſhalt prove a Shelter to thy Friends. 

A Hoop of Gold to bind thy Brothers in: 

That the united Veſſel to their Blood, 

Mingled with Venom of Suggeſtion, 

As force, perforce, the Age will pour it in, 

Shall never leak, though it do work as ſtrong 

As Aconitum, or raſh Gun- powder. Y 
Clar, I ſhall obſerve him with all care and love. 

K. Henry, Why art thou not at Windſor with him, Thomas? 
Clar. He is not there to day; he dines in London. 
K. Henry. And how accompanied? Can'ſt thou tell that? 
Clor. Wu Poins, and other his continual Followers, 


K. Henry, Moſt ſubject is the fatteſt Soil to Weeds: 
And He, the Noble Image of my Youth, 


ls over-ſpread with them; therefore my grief 
Aretches it ſelf beyond the hour of Death. 
de blood weeps from my heart, when I do ſhape, 
In forms imaginary, th*unguided Days, 
ind rotten Times, that you ſhall look upon, 
When I am ſleeping with my Anceſtors. 
r when his head-ſtrong Riot hath no Curb, 
Pen Rage and hot Blood are his Counſellors, 

en Means and laviſh Manners meet together, 
Dh, with what Wings ſhall his Affection fly 
ow rds fronting Peril, and oppos'd decay? 
ar. My gracious Lord, you look beyond him quite: 
be Prince but ſtudies his Companions, 
wt ange Tongue; wherein, to gain the Language, 
8 needful, that the moſt immodeſt word 
* > upon, and learn'd ; which once attain'd, 
ur Highnef, knows, comes to no farther uſe, 
* be known, and hated. So, like groſs terms, 
. Prince will, in the perfectneſs of time, 
his Followers; and their Memory 
* "82 pattern, or a Meaſure live, 
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By which his Grace maſt metre the lives of oth 
Turning paſt Evils to advantages. 


5 
1 - 
— 
3 
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X. Henry. ' Tis ſeldom, when che Bee doth leave her Comb 


In the dead Carrion, 
Enter Weſtmorland. 
Who's here? Weſtmorland? p . 

Weſt. Health ro my Soveraign, and new ineſs 
Added to that, that Fon to | — hoop * 
Prince John, your Son, doth kiſs your Grace's hand: 
Mowbray, the Biſhop, Scroop, Haſtings, and all, 

Are brought to the Correction of your Law; 
There is not now a Rebel's Sword unſheath'd, 
But Peace puts forth her Olive every where : 
The manner how this Action hath been born, 
Here, at more leiſure, may your Highneſs read, 
With every courſe, in his particular. 

K. Henry, O Weſtmorland, thou art a Summer Bird, 
Which ever, in the haunch of Winter, ſings 
The lifcing up of day. 

Enter Harecourt. 
Look, here's more News. 

Hare. From Enemies Heav'n keep your Majeſty: 
And when they ſtand againſt you, may they fall, 
As thoſe that I am come to tell you of. 

The Earl of Northumberland, and the Lord Bardolf, 
With a great Power of Engliſh, and of Scots, 

Are by the Sheriff of Tork- ſhire overthrown : 

The manner, and true order of the fighr, 

This Packet, pleaſe it you, contains at large. 

K. Henry, And wherefore ſhould theſe good News 
Make me fick ? | 
Will Fortune never come with both hands full, 

But write her fair words ſtill in fouleſt Letters? 
She either gives a Stomach, ard no Food, 

Such are the Poor, in health; or elſe a Feaſt, 

And takes away the Stomach; ſuch are the Rich, 
That have abundance, and enjoy it not. 

I ſhould rejoice now at this happy News, 

And now my Sight fails, and my Brain is giddy. 
O me, come near me, now I am much ill. 


Glo. Comfort your Majeſty, 


Cla, 
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cla. Oh, my Royal Father. 

nb Wt. My Soveraign Lord, chear up your ſelf, look up. 

War. Be patient, Princes; you do know, theſe Fits 
Are with his Highneſs very ordinary. 
Sand from him, give him Air: 
He'll ſtraight be well. 
cla. No no, he cannot long hold out; theſe Pangs, 
linceſſant care, and labour of his Mind, 
Hath wrought the Mure, that ſhould confine it in, 
do thin, that Life looks through, and will break out. 
Glo, The People fear me; for they do obſerve 
Unfather'd Heirs, and loathly Births of Nature: 
he Sraſons change their manners, as the Year 
d found ſome Months aſleep, and leap'd them over 
(la, The River hath thrice low'd, no ebb between; 
„d the old folk, Time's doating Chronicles, 
by it did fo, a little time before 
That our Grand- ſire Edward ſick d, and dy'd. 
War, Speak lower, Princes, for the King recovers, 
Glo. This Apoplexy will, certair, be his end. 
X. Henry. I pray you take me up, and bear me hence 
to ſ1me other Chamber: ſoftly, pray. 
tt there be no noiſe made, my gentle Friends, 
'oleſs ſome dull and favourable hand 
il whiſper Muſick to my weary Spiri“. 
War, Call for the Muſick in the other Room. 
L. Henry, Set me the Crown upon my Pillow here. 
da. His Eye is hollow, and he changes much. 
War. Leſs noiſe, leſs noiſe. 

Emer Prince Henry. 

P. Henry. Who ſaw the Duke of Clarence? 
Clu, I am here, Brother, full of heavineſs. 
J. Henry. How now; Rain within doors, and none a- 
ud? How doth the King? 
Glo, Exceeding ill, 


. Henry, Heard he the good News yet ? 
ll it bim. 

Glo, He alter'd much, upon the hearing it. 
', Henry, If he be ſick with Joy, 

1 recover without Phyfick. 
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Mar. Not ſo much noiſe, my Lords, 
Sweet Prince, ſpeak low, 
The King, your Father, is diſpos'd to ſleep, 


Cla. Let us withdraw into the other Room. 


War. Wilt pleaſe your Grace to go along with us? 
P. Henry. No; J will fit, ard watch here by the King, 
Why doth the Crown lye there, upon his Pillow, | Exeunt al 
but P. Henry, 


Being ſo troubleſome a Bed-fellow ? 

O poliſh'd Perturbation ! Golden Care! 
That keep'ſt the Ports of lumber open wide 
To many a watchful Night: Sleep with it now, 
Yet not ſo ſound, and half ſo deeply ſweet, 
As he whoſe Brow, with homely Biggen bound, 
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War, 
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With m 
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Snores out the Watch of Night. O Majeſty! How qi 
When thou doſt pinch thy Bearer, thou do'ſt fit When 
Like à rich Armor, worn in heat of day, For this 
That ſcald'ſt with ſafety; by his Gates of breath, ave br 
There lyes a downy Feather, which ſtirs not: Their b 
Did he ſuſpire, that light and weightleſs Down For this 
Perforce muſt move. My gracious Lord! my Father he car 
This ſleep is ſound indeed; this is a ſleep, For this 
That from this Golden Rigol bath divorc'd heir 8. 


So many Exgliſh Kings. Thy due from me, 


Then, 


Is Tears, and heavy Sorrows of the Blood, he vir 
Which Nature, Love, and filial Tenderneſs Our Me 
Shall, O dear Father, pay thee plenteouſly. nd like 
My due, from thee, is this Imperial Crown, This bit 
Which, as immediate from thy place, and blood, lo the 
Derives it ſelf to me. Lo, here it fits, 
Which Heav'n ſhall guard: | V w] 
And put the World's whole ſtrength Il his 
Into one Gyant Arm, it ſhall not force Mar. 
This Lineal Honour from me. This, from thee, Vahing 
Will I to mine leave, as 'tis left to me. . th ſu, 
Enter Warwick, Glouceſter, and Clarence. W Ty 
X. Henry. Warwich ! Glouceſter ! Clarence! ould, 
Ca, Doth the King call ? i th Ser 
IWeſt. What would your Majeſty? how fares your Glace, A. Hes 
K. Henry, Why did you leave me here alone, my Lorch 
| Cla. We left the Prince, my Brother, here, my Liege; Ig 
tt 


Who undertook to fit and „% mf 
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K. Henry. The Prince of Wales! where is he? let me ſee him. 
Har. The door is open, he is gone this way. 
Glo, He came not through the Chamber where we ſtaid. 
X. Henry, Where is the Crown? who took it from my 
Pillow $ : 
ne: Wl 1147. When we with-drew, my Lige, we left it here. 
tal K. Henry. The Prince hath ta'en it hence: 
ry» Jo ſeek him out, 
Is he ſo haſty, that he doth ſuppoſe 
My ſleep, my death? Find him, my Lord of Warwick, 
Chide him hither; this part of his conjoins 
With my Diſeaſe, and helps to end me. 
See, Sons, what things you are: 
How quickly Nature falls into revolt, 
When Gold becomes her Object? 
For this, the fooliſh over-careful Fathcrs 
we broke their ſleeps with thought, 
Their brains with care, their bones with induſtry, 
For this, they have engroſſed and pi''d up 
he canker d heaps of flrange-atchiey'd Gold: 
For this, they have been thoughtful to inveſt 
heir Sons with Art, and Martial Exerciſes : 
Vhen, like the Bee, culling from every Flower 
he virtuous Sweets, our Thighs packt with War, 
Our Mouths with Honey, we bring it to the Hive; 
nd like the Bees, are murthered for our pairs. 
[his bitter taſte yield his Engroſsments 
Lo the ending Father. 
Enter Warwick, 
Now where is he, that will not ſtay ſo long, 
Ill his friend's ſickneſs hath determin'd me? 
War, My Lord, I found the Prince in the next Ræom, 
Vihing with kindly Tears his gentle Checks, 
Vith ſuch a deep demeanour, in great Sorrow, 
hat Tyranny, which never quafft but blood, 
ould, by beholding him, have waſh'd his Knife 
th gentle Eye-drops. He is coming hither. 
K. Henry. But wherefore did he take away the Crown? 
Enter Prince Henry. 
o where he comes. Come hither to me, Harry, 
Put the Chamber, leave us here alone. Exit. 
U 4 P. Henry, 


| Exit 


race! 
Lords* 
Liege! 


Hen). 


1270 The Second Part 


War. Not ſo much noiſe, my Lords, X. 
Sweet Prince, ſpeak low. Wat 
The King, your Father, is diſpos'd to ſleep, Glo. 

Cla. Let us withdraw into the other Room. K.. 

War. Wilt pleaſe your Grace to go along with us? Pillow 


P. Henry. No; I will fit, ard watch here by the King, War, 
Why doth the Crown lye there, upon his Pillow, | Exeunal WW K. 7 


Being fo troubleſome a Bed-fellow ? but P. Henry, Co oe 
O poliſh'd Perturbation ! Golden Care! Is he ſ 
That keep'ſt the Ports of ſlumber open wide My fle 
To many a watchful Night: Sleep with it now, Chide | 
Yet not ſo ſound, and half ſo deeply ſweet, Vith u 
As he whoſe Brow, with homely Biggen bound, dee, So 
Snores out the Watch of Night. O Majeſty! How q 
When thou doſt pinch thy Bearer, thou do'ſt fit Vhen ( 
Like a rich Armor, worn in heat of day, or this 
That ſcald'ſt with ſafety ; by his Gates of breath, we br 


There lyes a downy Feather, which ſtirs not: 

Did he ſuſpire, that light and weightleſs Down 

Perforce muſt move. My gracious Lord ! my Father 

This fleep is found indeed; this is a ſleep, 

That from this Golden Rigol bath divorc'd 

So many Engliſh Kings. Thy due from me, 

Is Tears, and heavy Sorrows of the Blood, 

Which Nature, Love, and filial Tenderneſs 

Shall, O dear Father, pay thee plenteouſly. 

My due, from thee, is this Imperial Crown, 

Which, as immediate from thy place, and blood, 

Derives it ſelf to me, Lo, here it fits, 

Which Heav'n ſhall guard: | 

And put the World's whole ſtrength 

Into one Gyant Arm, it ſhall not force 

This Lineal Honour from me. This, from thee, 

Will I to mine leave, as 'tis left to me. | Exit 

Enter Warwick, Glouceſter, and Clarence. 

K. Henry. Warwich ! Glouceſter ! Clarence! 
Ca, Doth the King call? 
IWeft. What would your Majeſty 2 how fares your Grice: 
K, Henry. Why did you leave me here alone, my Lolch; 
Cla. We left the Prince, my Brother, here, my Liege; 

Who undertook to fir and watch by you. r 
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T. Henry. The Prince of Wales! where is he? let me ſee him. 
Hur. The door is open, he is gone this way. 
Glo, He came not through the Chamber where we ſtaid. 
K, Henry, Where is the Crown ? who took it from my 
low ? 
Fn When we with-drew, my Lige, we left it here. 
K. Henry, The Prince hath ta'en-it hence: 
Co ſeek him out. 
5 he ſo haſty, that he doth ſuppoſe 
My ſleep, my death? Find him, my Lord of Warwick, 
Chide him hither; this part of his conjoins 
With my Diſeaſe, and helps to end me. 
dee, Sons, what things you are: 
How quickly Nature falls into revolt, 
Vhen Gold becomes her Object? 
or this, the fooliſh over- careful Fathers 
ave broke their ſleeps with thought, 
heir brains with care, their bones with induſtry, 
or this, they have engroſſed and pii'd up 
The canker'd heaps of lrange-atchiey'd Gold: 
or this, they have been thoughtful to inveſt 
Their Sons with Art, and Martial Exerciſes : 
Vhen, like the Bee, culling from every Flower 
The virtuous Sweets, our Thighs packt with War, 
Dur Mouths with Honey, we bring it to the Hive; 
nd like the Bees, are murthered for our pairs. 
Ulis bitter taſte yield his Engroſsments 
Lo the ending Father. 
Enter Warwick. 
ou where is he, that will not ſtay ſo long, 
il his friend's ſickneſs hath determin'd me? 
War, My Lord, I found the Prince in the next Rcom, 
ing with kindly Tears his gentle Checks, 


np. 
t al, 


| Exit ſuch a deep demeanour, in great Sorrow, 

"at Tyranny, which never quafft but blood, 

ould, by beholding him, have waſh d his Knife 

th gentle Eye-drops. He is coming hither, 
Grace? K Hen. But wherefore did he take away the Crown? 
Lords“ Enter Prince Henry. 
Liege; % where he comes. Come hither to me, Harry, 

Put the Chamber, leave us here alone. Exit. 
Hen. U 4 P. Henry, 
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P. Heury. I never thought to hear you ſpeak again. 
K. Heury. Thy with was Father, Harry, to that thought 
I ſtay too long by thee, I weary thee. 
Do'ſt thou ſo hunger for my empty Chair, 
That thou wilt needs inveſt thee with my Honours, 
Before thy Hour be ripe? O fooliſh Youth ! 
Thou ſeek'ſt the Greatnefs, that will over-whelm thee : 
Stay but a little; for my Cloud of Dignity 
Is held from falling, with ſo weak a wind, 
That it will quickly drop; my Day is dim 
Thou haſt ſtoln that, which after ſome few hours 
Were thine, without offence; and at my death 
Thou haſt ſeal'd up my Expectation, 
Thy life did manifeſt, thou lov'dſt me nor, 
And thou wilt have me die aſſur'd of it. 
Thou hid'ſt a thouſand Daggers in thy thoughts, 
Which thou haſt whertted on thy ſtony heart, 
To ſtab at half an hour of my frail life, 
W hat! car'ſt thou not forbear me half an hour? 
Then get thee gone, and dig my Grave thy ſelf, 
And bid the merry Bells ring to thy ear, 
That thou art Crowned, rot that I am dead; 
Let all the Tears, that ſhould bedew my Herſe, 
Be drops of Balm, to ſanctifie thy Head: 
Only compound me with forgorten duſt; 
Give that, which gave thee life, unto the Worms: 
Pluck down my Officers, break my Decrees ; 
For now a time is come, to mock at Form. 
Henry the Fifth is Crown'd : Up Vanity, 
Down Royal State : All you ſage Counſellors hence : 
And to the Engliſh Court, aſſemble now 
From ev'ry Region, Apes of idleneſ. 
Now Neighbou--Confines, purge you of your Scum: 
Have you a Ruffian that will ſwear ? d:ink ? dance? 
Revel the night? rob? muider ? and commit 
The oldcſt fins, the neweſt kinds of ways? 
Be happy, he will trouble you no more: 
England ſhall double gild his trebble g lt. 
England ſhall give him Office, Honour, Might: 
For the Fifth Harry, from curb'd Licence plucks 
The muzzle of Reſtraint, and the wild Dog 


Shall 
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Shall fleſn his Tooth in every Innocent. 
O my poor Kingdom, ſick with civil Blows, | 
When that my Care could not with-hold thy Riots, 
What wilt thou do, when Riot is thy Care ? 
O, thou wilt be a Wilderneſs again, 
Peopled with Wolves, thy old Inhabitants. 

P. Henry. O pardon me, my Liege, | Kneeling. 
But for my Tears, 
The moſt [mpediments unto my Speech, 
I had fore-ſtall'd this dear and deep rebuke, 
Eer you, with Grief, had ſpoke, and I had heard 
The courſe of it ſo far, There is your Crown, 
And he that wears the Crown immorrtally, 
Long guard it yours; if I affect it more, 
Than as your Honour, and as your Renown, 
Let me no more from this Obedience riſe, 
Which my moſt true and inward dutious Spirit 
Teacheth this proſtrate and exterior bending. 
Heav'n witneſs with me, when I here came 1n, 
And found no courſe of breath within your Majeſty, 
How cold it ſtruck my Heart. If I do feigr, 
O let me, in my preſent wildneſs, die, 
And never live, to ſhew th'incredulous World, 
The noble change that I have purpoſed. 
Coming to look on you, thinking you dead, 
(And dead almoſt, my Liege, to think you wert) 
ſpake unto the Crown, as having ſenſe, 
And thus upbraided it. The care on thee depending, 
Hith fed upon the Body of my Father, 
Therefore, thou beſt of Gold art worſt of Gold. 
Other, leſs fine in Carrat, is more precious, 
Preſerving life, in Med'cine potable: 
But thou, moſt fine, moſt honour'd, moſt renow!'d, 
Hiſt eat the Bearer up. 
Thus, my Royal Liege, 
Accuſing it, I put it on my Head, 

o try with it, as with an Enemy, | 
That had before my Face murdei'd my Father, 

he Quarrel of a true Inheritor: 
But if it did infect my Blood with Joy, 
vr (well my Thoughts to any train of Pride, 


— 
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If any Rebel, or vain Spirit of mine, 
Did, with the leaſt Affection of a Welcome, 
Give entertainment to the might of it, 
Let Heav'n for ever keep it from my Head, 
And make me as the pooreſt Vaſſal is, 
That doth with awe and terror kneel to it. 
K. Henry. O my Son! 
Heav'n put it in thy mind to take it hence, 
That thou might'ſt join the more, thy Father's love, 
Pleading ſo wiſely, in excuſe of it. 
Come hither Harry, fit thou by my Bed, 
And hear, I think, the very laceſt Counſel 
That ever I ſhall breath. Heav'n knows, my Son, 
By what by-paths, and indirect crook'd-ways 
T met this Crown; and I my ſelf know well 
How troubleſome it fate upon my Head. 
To thee, it ſhall deſcend with better Quiet, 
Better Opinion, better Confirmation : 
For all the Soil of the Atchievment goes 
With me, into the Earth, It ſeem'd in me, 
But as an Honour ſnatch'd with boiſt'rous Hand, 
And I had many living to upb aid 
My gain of it, by their Aſſiſtances, 
Which daily grew to Quarrel, and to Blood-ſhed, 
r ſuppoſed Peace. All theſe bold Fears, 
Thou ſ:eſt, with peril, I have anſwered : 
For all my Reign hath been but as a Scene 
Acting that Argument, And now my Death 
Changes the Mode: For what in me was purchas'd, 
Falls upon thee, in a more fairer ſort, 
So thou the Garland wear'ſt ſucceſſively; 
Yer, though thou ſtand'ſt more ſure, than I could do, 
Thou art not firm enough, ſince griefs are green: 


And all thy Friends, which thou muſt make thy Friends, 


Have but their Stings, and Teeth, newly taken out; 
By whoſe fell working, I was firſt advanc'd, 

And by whoſe Power, I well might lodge a Fear 
To be again diſplac'd. Which to avoid, 

I cut them off, and had a purpoſe now 

To lead out many to the Holy Land; 
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Leſt reſt, and lying ſtill, might make them look 

Too near unto my State. Therefore, my Harry, 

Be it thy Courſe to buſie giddy Minds 

With Foreign Quarrels; that Action, hence born out, 

May waſte the Memory of the former Days. 

More would I, but my Lungs are waſted fo, 

That ſt,ength of Speech is utterly deny'd me. 

How I came by the Crown, O Heaven forgive: 

And grant it may, with thee, in true pcace live, 

P. Henry. My gracious Liege: 

You won it, wore it, kept it, gave it me; 

Then plain and right muſt my poſſeſſion be; 

Which I, with more, than with a common pain, 

'Gainſt all the World, will rightfully maintain. 

Enter Lord John of Lancaſter and Warwick, 

K. Henry. Look, lock, 

Here comes my John of Lancaſter: 

Lan. Health, Peace and Happincſs 
To my Royal Father: 

K. Henry. Thou bring'ſt me Happineſs, Son John, 
But Health, alack, with youthful Wings is flo nn 
From this bare, wither'd Trunk. Upon thy fight 
My worldly Buſineſs makes a Period. 

Where is my Lord of Warwick? 

P, Henry, My Lord of Warwick. 

K. Henry, Doth any Name particular belong 
Urto the Lodging, where I firſt did ſwoon? 

War, * Tis call'd Jeruſalem, my noble Lord. 

K. Henry, Laud be to Heav'n: 

Even there my Life muſt end, 

I hath been propheſy'd to me many Years, 
L ſhould not die but in Jeruſalem: 

Which, vainly, I ſappos'd the Holy-Land. 
but bear me to that Chamber, there Il. lye: 


4 CY 


Liſt 


li thar Jeruſalem, ſhall Harry die. [ Exennt, 
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Toc 

RS TY. SCENS I of tb 

$ 

Euter Shallow, Silence, Falſtaff, Bardolph, Page, and Davy, that 
Shal. D Cock and Pye you ſhall not away to Night, D, 
B*win, Davy, I ſay. A g 


Fal. You muſt excuſe me, Miſter Robert Shallow. ö 
Shal. I will not excuſe you: You (hall not be excuſed, Ex · Wo 
cuſes ſhall not be admitted: There is no excuſe ſhall ſerve; 12 


You ſhall not be excus d. or tw 
I hav 

Why Davy. 
Knave 
Davy. Here, Sir. * 
Shal. Davy, Davy, Davy, let me ſee, Davy, let me ſee; % 


William,Cook,bid him come hither---- Sir John, you ſhall not 1 
be excus d. Whe 

Davy. Marry, Sir, thus : Thoſe Precepts cannot be ſerv'd; "ma 
and again, Sir, ſhall we ſow the head-land with Wheat? 


Shal. With read Wheat, Davy, But, for William, Cook; are 2 
there no young Pidgeons? dolph 
Davy. Yea, Sir. Ce 
Here is now the Smith's Note for Shooing, Fal. 
And Plough- Irons. 40 0h ; | 
Shal. Let it be caſt, and paid----Sir Johr, yo": (hall not Br * 
be (xcuꝰ id. 15 Maſt 


Davy. Sir, a new link to the Bucket muſt needs be hid. blable « 

And, Sir, do you mean to ſtop any of William's Wages about ſervin 
the Sack he loſt the other day at Hinckley Fair? by » 
Spal. He ſhall anſwer it. * man. 
Some Pigeons, Davy, a couple of ſhort-legg'd Hens; 2 joint Particip 
of — and any pretty little tiny Kickſhaws, tell MEʒ Ie 6 

Cook. op, 

Davy. Doth the Man of War ſtay all Night, Sir? bear 14 
Shal. Ves, Davy. ltr Sal 

I will uſe him weil. A Friend ith? Court is better thin! Vants, 
Penny in Purſe, Uſe his Men well, Davy, for they are ane nage is c 
Knaves, and will back-bite. lore let! 
Davy. No worſe than they are bitten, Sir; for they have later c 
marvellous foul Linnen. | continual 
Shal. Well conceited, Pavy, About thy buſit eſs, Dat). Is four Te 


Davy. 
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Davy. I beſeech you, Sir, 
Jocountenance William Viſor of Woncot, againſt Clement Perkes 
of the Hill. 3 
Shal. There are many Complaints, Davy, againſt that Yiſor, 
. that Viſor is an arrant Knave, on my knowledge, ; 

Davy. 1 grant yourWorſhip that he is a Knave, Sir; but 
yet, Heav'n forbid, Sir, but a Knave ſhould have ſome coun- 
tenance at his Friends requeſt, An honeſt Man, Sir, is able 
toſpeak for himſelf, when a Knave is not. I have ſerv d your 
Worſkip truly, Sir, theſe eight years; and if I cannot once 
or twice in a Quarter bear out a Knave againſt an honeſt Man, 
[ have but a very little credit with your Worſhip, The 
Knave is mine honeſt Friend, Sir, therefore, I beſeech your 
Worſhip, let him be countenanc'd. 

Shal. Go too, 
| ay he ſhall have no Wrong: Look about, Davy. 

Where are you, Sir John? Come, off with your Boots. 
Give me your Hand, Maſter Bardolph. 

Bard. I am glad to ſee your Worſhip. 

Shal. 1 thank thee, with all my Heart, kind Maſter Bar- 
dolph, and welcome, my tall Fellow: | To the Page. 
Come, Sir John. 

Fal. I'll follow you, good Maſter Robert Shallow. Bar- 
dolph, look to our Horſes. If I were ſaw'd into Quantities, 
[ ſhould make four dozen of ſuch bearded Hermites Staves, 
35 Maſter Shallew, It is a wonderful thing to ſee the ſem- 
blable Coherence of his Mens Spiri's and his: They, by ob- 
ſerving of him, do bear themſclves like fooliſh Juſtices: He, 
by converſing with them, is turn d into a Juſticc -like Serving- 
man, Their Spirits are ſo married in Conjunction with the 
| Participation of Society, that they flock together in conſent 
n Wit ſo many Wild-Geeſe, If I had a ſuit to Maſter Shal- 

hu, T would hi mour his Men with the imputation of being 
deer their Maſter, If to his Men, I would curry with Ma- 
ter Shallow, that no Man could better Command his Ser- 


po b Yants, It is certain, that either wiſe bearing or ignorant Car- 
12 age is caught, as Men take Diſeaſes, one of another: There- 
$2 ore let Men take heed of their Company. I will deviſe 


Mater enough out of this Shallow to keep Prince Henry in 
"tinual Laughter, the wearing out of fix Faſhions, which 
four Terms, or two Actions, and he ſhall laugh with In- 
tervallums, 


1278 The Second Part 


" tervallums, O, it is much that a Lie with a ſlight Oh, 
and a Jeſt with a ſad Brow, will do with a Fellow that ge. 
ver had the Ache in his Shoulders. O you ſhall fee hin 


laugh, till his Face be like a wet Cloak ill laid up. 8. 
Shal. Sir John. I am 
Fal. I come, Maſter Shallow; I come, Maſter Shallow, Cl 

[ Exeunt, Whi 

SCENE I ** 

Enter the Earl of Warwick and the Lord Chief FJuſtice. * | 
War. How now, my Lord Chief Juſtice, whither away? If 75 
Ch. Juſt. How doth the King? Ill to 
Mar. Exceeding well: His Cares And ti 

Are now all ended. Way 
Ch. Juſt. I hope not dead. 

Mar. He's walk'd the way of Nature, Ch, 

And, to our Purpoſes, he lives no more. * p. H 
Ch. Faſt. I would his Majeſty had call'd me with him. "ppp 

The Service that I truly did his Life Brothe; 

Hath left me open to all Injuries, This js 

Mar. Indeed I think the young King loves you not. Not 4 
Ch. Fauſt, I know he doth not, and do arm my ſelf But 27, 

To welcome the condition of the Time, For, to 

Which cannot look more hideouſly upon me, Sow - 

Than I have drawn it in my fantaſie. Tha: 1 


Enter Lord John of Lancaſter, Glouceſter and Clarence, And we; 
Mar. Here comes the heavy Iſſue of dead Harry: 
O, that che living Harry had the temper 


na 
Of him, the worſt of theſe three Gentlemen: wy 
How many Nobles then ſhould hold their Places, Il be ye 
That muſt ſtrike ſail to Spirits of vile ſort ? Let me b 
Ch. Fauſt, Alas, I fear all will be over-turn'd. but weep 
Lan. Good morrow, Couſin Warwick, good morto's, But Harz 
Glo. Clar. Good morrow, Couſin. Y numb 
Lan. We meet like Men that had forgot to ſpeak. Lan, e 
Mar. We do remember; but our Argument b. Hen 
Is all too heavy to admit much talk. Tou are, 
Lan. Well, peace be with him that hath made us he. G. 7, 
Ch, Fuſt. Peace be with us, leſt we be heavier. dur Maj 


Glo, 
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Glo. O, good my Lord, you bave loſt a Friend indeed: 
And, I dare ſwear, you borrow not that Face 
Of ſeeming Sorrow, it is ſure your own. 

Lan. Tho' no Man be aſſur d what Grace to find, 
You ſtand in coldeſt Expectation, 
I am the ſorrier, would 'twere otherwiſe. 

cla. Well, you muſt now ſpeak Sir John Falſtaff fair, 
Which ſwims againſt your ſtream of Quality, 

Ch. Juſt. Sweet Princes, what I did, I did in honour, 
Led by th* Imperial Conduct of my Soul, 
And never ſhall you ſee that I will beg 
A ragged and foreſtall'd Remiſſion. 
If Troth and upright Innocency fail me, 
I'll to the King, my Maſter that is dead, 
And tell him who hath ſent me after him. 

Mar. Here comes the Prince. 

Enter Prince Henty. 
ch. Juſt. Good morrow, ard Heav'n ſave your Majeſty, 


p. Henry, This new and gorgegus Garment, Majeſty, 
its not ſo eaſie on me as you think, 


brothers, you mix your Sadneſs with ſome Fear; 
This is the Engliſh, not the Turkiſh Court: 
Not Amurah an Amurah ſucceeds, 
But Harry, Harry, Yet be ſad, good Brothers, 
For, to ſpeak truth, it very well becomes you: 
row ſo Royally in you appears, 
That J will deeply put the faſhion on, 
And wear it in my Heart. Why then be ſad, 
Put entertain no more of it, good Brothers, 
Than a joint-burthen laid upon us all. 
For me, by Heav'n, I bid you be aſſut'd, 

ll be your Father and your Brother too: 
Let me but bear your Love, Il bear your Cares; 
Put weep that Harry's dead, and ſo will J. 
Put Harry lives, that ſhall convert thoſe Tears 
number, into hours of Happineſs, 
Lan, &c, We hope no other from your Majeſty. 
J. Henry. You all look ſtrangely on me; and you moſt. 
ou are, I think, aſſur'd I love you not, [To the Ch. Juſt. 

2 Juſt. Im aſſur'd, if I be meaſur'd rightly, 
ur Majeſty hath no juſt cauſe to hate me. - 


ut 


y? 


Ss 


vy 
Cl. 


0 
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X. Henry. No! How might a Prince of my great Hope; 
So great Indignities you laid upon me? [ forget 
What! Rate! Rebuke ! and roughly ſend to Priſon 
Th immediate Heir of England! Was this eaſie? 
May this be waſh'd in Lethe, and forgotten? 

Ch, Fuſt. 1 then did uſe the Perſon of your Father; 
The Image of his Power lay then in me, 
And, in th'Adminiſtration of his Law, 
Whiles I was buſie for the Common-wedlth, 
Your Highneſs pleaſed to forget my Place, 
The Majeſty and Power of Law and Jiftice, 
The Image of the King, whom I preſented, 
And ſtruck me in my very Seat of Judgment: 
Whereon, as an Offender to your Father, 

I gave bold way to my Authority, 

And did commit you. If the Deed were ill, 

Be you contented, wearing now the Garlard, 

To have a Son, ſet your Decrees at naught? 

To pluck down Juftice from your awful Bench? 

To trip the Courſe of Law, and blunt the Sword 

That guards the peace and ſafety of your Perſon? 

Nay, more, to ſpurn at your moſt Royal Image, 

And mock your workings in a ſecond Body ? 

| Queſtion your Royal Thoughts, make the caſe yours; 
Be now the Father, and propoſe a Son: 

Hear your own Dignity ſo much prophan'd, 

See your moſt dreadful Laws fo looſely ſlighted; 

Behold your ſelf ſo by a Son diſdain'd: 

And then imagine me taking your part, 

And in your Power ſoft-filencing your Son: 

After this cold conſiderance, ſentence me; 

And, as you are a King, ſpeak in your State, 

What I have done that misbecame my Place, 

My Perſon, or my Liege's Sovereignty. 

P. Henry. You are right Juſtice, and you weigh this well; 
Therefore ſtill bear the Ballance, and the Sword : 
And I do wiſh your Honours may increaſe, 

Till you do live to ſee a Son of mine 
Offend you, and obey you. as I did: 
So ſhall I live to ſpeak my Fathei's words. 
Happy am I, that have a Man ſo bold, 


18 well! 
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That dares do Juſtice on my proper Son; 
And no leſs happy having ſuch a Son, 
That would deliver up his greatneſs fo 
Into the hands of Juſtice, You did commit me; 
For which I do commit into your Hand 
Tb unſtained Sword that you have us d to bear, 
With this Remembrance, that you uſe the ſame 
With the like bold, juft and impartial Spirit 
As you have done gainſt me; There is my Hand, 
You ſhall be as a Father to my Youth, / 
My Voice ſhall ſound as you do prompt mine Ears 
And I will ſtoop and humble my Intents 
To your well practis'd wiſe Directions. 
And Princes all, believe me, I beſeech you ; 
My Father is gone wild into his Grave, 
(For in his Tomb lye my AﬀeRions) 
And, with his Spirit, ſadly I ſurvive, 
To mock the Expectations of the World: 
To fruſtrate Propheſies, and to race out 
Rotten Opinion, who hath writ me down 
After my ſeeming. The tide of Blood in me 
Hath proudly flow'd in Vanity till now. 
Now doth it turn and ebb back to the Sea; 
Where it ſhall mingle with the ſtate of Floods; 
And flow henceforth in formal Majeſty. 
Now call we our High Court of Parliament, 
And let us chuſe ſuch Limbs of noble Counſel 
That the great Body of our State may go 
In equal rank with the beſt govern'd Nation; 
That War or Peace, or both gt once, may be 
As things acquainted and farfffliar to us, 
la which you, Father, ſhall have formoſt Hand. 
| [To Lord Chief Jute 
Our Coronation done; we will accite 
l before remembred) all our State, 


NY (Heaven conſigning to my good Intents) 
| 


o Prince; nor Peer, ſhall have juſt cauſe to ſay; 
aven ſhorten Harry's happy life one day. [Exexnt, 
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SIC EE IM. 
Enter Falſtaff, Shallow, Silence, Bardolph, Page, and Davy. 
| Shal, Nay, you ſha'l ſee mine Orchard, where in an A. 
bor we will eat a laſt Years Pippin of my own grafting, with 
a Diſh of Carraways, and fo forth: Come, Couſin Silence; 
and then to Bed. 

Fal. You have here a goodly dwelling, and a rich, 

Shal. Barren, barren, barren: Beggars all, beggars all, d. 
John: Marry, good Air. Spread Davy, ſpread Davy: Wel 
ſaid, Davy. | | + 

Fal. This Davy ſerves you for good uſes; he is your Set. 
vingman, and your Husbandman. 

Shal. A good Varlet, a good Varlet, a very good Varlet, 
Sir John: I have drank too much Sack at Supper. A good 
Varier, Now fit down, now fit down: Come, Couſin, 

Sil. Ah, Sirr.h, quoth+a, | 
We ſhall do nothing but eat, and make good Chear, | Singing, 
And praiſe Heaven for the merry ear, 

When Fleſh is cheap and Females dear, 
And luſty Lads roam here and there; 
So merrily, and ever among {0 merrily, GC. 

al. There's a merry Heat, good Maſter Silence. Vl 
d:iink your h:alth for that anon. 

Shal. Good Maſter Bardelph: Some wine, Davy. 

Davy. Sweet Sir, fit; I'll be with you anon; moſt ſwett 
Sir, fir, Matter Page, fits: Good Maſter Page, fit: Proface. 
What you want in Meat we'll have in Drink; but you beu, 
the Heait's all. c 

Shal. Be merry, Maſter Bardolph, and my little Soldier 
there, be merry. 

Sil, [ Singing.) Be merry, be merry, my Wife has all, 

For Women are Shrews, both ſhort and tall; 

'Tis merry in Hall, when Beards wag all; 

And welcome, merry Shrovetide. 

Be merry, be merry. | 

* Fal I did not think Maſter Silence had been a Man of tt 
lertle, 

Sil. Who I? I have bten merry twice and once cer hol. 
* Dav. There is a diſh of Leather- coats for you. 

Shal Da- : Dans 
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Da. Your Worſhip--I'Il be with you ſtreight. A Cup 
of Wine, Sir. | 
Sl. | Singing. ] A Cup of Wine, 
k That's Gris and fine, 
And drink unto the Leman mine; 
þ And a merry Heart lives long-a. 


Fal. Well ſaid, Maſter Silence. 

Sil, If we ſhall be merry, now comes in the ſwezt of the 
Night. 

2 Health and long Life to you, Maſter Silence. 

S. Fill the Cup, and let it come. I'll pledge you, were't 
2 mile to the bottom. 

Shal. Honeſt Bardolph, welcome; if thou want'ſt any 
thing and wilt not call, beſbrew thy Heart, Welcome my 
little tyny thief, and welcome indeed too: I'll drink to Ma- 
ſter Bardolph, and to all the Cavileroes about London. 

Dav. I hope to ſee London, once cer I dye. 

Bard, If I might ſee you there, Davy. 

Shal. You'll crack a Quart together} Ha, will you not, 
Maſter Bardolph ? | 

Bard, Yes, Sir, in a pottle Pot. 

Shal. I thank thee; the Knave will ſtick by thee, I can 
iure thee that. He will not out, he is true bred, 

Bard, And Ill ſtick by him, Sir. 

Shal. Why, there ſpoke a King: Lack nothing, be merry. 
Look, who's at Door there, ho: Who knocks? 
ſwett BY Fal. Why now you have done me right. 
oface. Sl. [Singing.] Do me right, and dub me Knight, Samingo. 
i bean il Lt not ſo: 

Fal. "Tis ſo, | | | 

Soldiet Sil, Ist? Why then ſay an old Man can do ſomewhat. 

Dav. If it plezſe your Worſhip there's one Piſtol come 
om the Court with News, 
Ful. From the Court? Let him come. 

Enter P iſto!, 


Pl 


How now, Piſtol ? 
Piff. Sir Jahn, five you, Sir. 
of this Fal, What Wind blew you hither, P;/tol ? 
Pit. Not the ill Wind which blows none to good, ſweet 


er nov git Thou art: now one of the greateſt Men in the 
um. 


Dat: | T2 Sil, 
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Sil. Indeed, I think he be, but Goodman Puff of Barſon, 

Piſt. Puff? puff in thy teeth, moſt recreant Coward baſe, 
Sir John, I am thy Piſtel, and thy Friend; helter skelter 
have I rode to thee, and tydings do I bring, and lucky joys, 
and golden Times, and happy News of price. 

Fal. I prithee now deliver them, like a Man of this World. 

Piſt. A footra for the World, and Worldings baſe, 

I ſpeak of Africa, and Golden Joys. 

Fal. O baſe Aſhrias Knight, what is thy News ? 
Let King Covitha 2 the truth thereof. 

Sil. And Robin- hood, Scarlet, and John. 

Piſt. Shall dunghil Curs confront the Helicon ? 
And ſhall good News be baffled? 

Then Piſtol lay thy head in Fury's lap. 
Shal. Honeſt Gentleman, 
I know not your breeding. 

Piſt. Why then lament therefore. 

Shal. Give me pardon, Sir. 5 
If, Sir, you come with News from the Court, I take it, 
there is but two ways, either to utter them, or to conceal 
them. I am Sir, under the King, in ſome Authority. 

Piſt. Under which King 
Bezonian, ſpeak, or dye. 

Shal. Under King Harry. 

Piſt. Harry the Fourth ? or Fifch ? 

Shal. Harry the Fourth, 

Pift, A footra for thine Office. 

Sir John, thy tender Lamb«kin now is King, 

Harry the Fifth's the Man, I ſpeak the truth. 

When Piſtol lies, do this, and fag-me, like 

The braggirg Spaniard, 
Fal. What, is the old King dead? 

Piſt. As nail in door, 

The Things I ſpeak are juſt, 

Frlal. Away Bardolf, ſaddle my Horſe, 

Maſter Robert Shallsw, chuſe what Office thou wilt 

In the Land, *tis thine. Piſtol, I will double charge the 

With Dignities. | 
Bard. O joyful day! 

I will not take a Knighthood for my Fortune. 


2 Pf 
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Piſt. What? I do bring good News. 


Fal. Carry Maſter Silence to Bed: Maſter Shallow, my 


Lord Shallow, be what thou wilt, I am Fortune's Steward, 
Get on thy Boots, we'll ride all Night. Oh, ſweet Piſtol; 
away Bardolph: Come, Piſtol, utter more to me ; and, withal, 
deviſe ſomething to do thy ſelf good. Boot, boot, Maſter 
Shallow, IL know the young King is fick for me. Let us take 
any Man's Horſes: The Laws of England are at my Com- 
mandment. Happy are they which have been my Friends ; 
and wo unto my Lord Chief Juſtice, | 
Piſt. Let Vultures vile ſeize on his Lungs alſo : 
Where is the Life that late I led, ſay they? 
Why here it is, welcome thoſe pleaſant Days. [ Exeunt, 


TCEN'E M5 


Eater Hoſteſi Quickly, Doll Tear-ſheet and Beadles. 


Hoſteſi. No, thou arrant Knave, I would I might die, that 
1 7 have thee hang'd; thou haſt drawn my Shoulder out 
01 joynr, 

2 The Conſtables have deliver'd her over to me; and 
ſhe ſhall have whipping Cheer enough, I warrant her. There 
bath been a Man or two, lately, kill'd about her. 

Del. Nut-hook, nut-hook, you lie: Come on, I'll tell thee 
what, thou damn'd Tripe-viſag'd Raſcal, if the Child I now 
go with do miſcarry, thou hadſt better thou hadſt ſtrook 
thy Mother, thou Paper-fac'd Villain. 

Hoſt. O that Sir John were come, he would make this a 
bloody day to ſome body. But I would the Fruit of her 
Womb might miſcarry, 

Bead, If it do, you ſhall have a dozen of Cuſhions a- 
gain, you have but eleven now. Come, I charge you both 
go with me, for the Man is dead that you and Piſtol beat a- 
mong you. | 

Dol. I'll tell thee what, thou thin Man in a Cenſor; I 
will have you as ſoundly ſwing'd for this, you blue - bottl' d 
Rogue; you filthy famiſh'd Correctioner, if you be not 
lwing'd I'll forſwear half Kirtles. | 

Bead. Come, come, you ſhe-Koight-arrant, come. 

X 3 Hoſt. 
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Hoſt. O, that right ſhould thus o'ercome might, Well, 


of ſufferance comes eaſe. 
Dol. Come, you Rogue, come; 
Bring me to a Juſtice, 
Hoſt. Ves, come, you ſtarv'd Blood- hound. 
Dol. Goodman Death, Goodman Bones. 
Hoſt. Thou Anatomy, thou. 
Dol. Come, you thin Thing: 
Come, you Raſcal. 
Bead. Very well. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE. 1, 


Enter two Grooms, 


1 Groom, More Ruſhes, more Ruſhes. 

2 Groom. The Trumpets have ſounded twice. 

1 Groom. It will be two of the Clock e'er they come from 
the Coronation, [ Exennt Grooms. 

Enter Falſtaff, Shallow, Piſtol, Bardolph and Page. 

Fal. Stand here by me, Maſter Robert Shallow, I will 
make the King do you Grace: Iwill lear upon him as he 
comes by, and do but mark the Countenance that he wil! 

ive me. 

Piſt. Bleſs thy Lungs, good Knight. 

Ful. Come here, Piſtol, ſtand behind me. O, if I had 
had time to have made new Liverics, I would have beſtow'd 
the thouſand pound I borrow d of you. But it is no matte! 
this poor ſhew doth better; this doth infer the zca] I had to 


ſec him. 


Shal. It doth ſo. 

Fal. It ſhews my earneſtneſs in Affection. 

Piſt. It doth ſo. 

Fal. My Devotion. 

Piſt. It doth, it doth, it doth. 

Fal. As it were to ride day and night, 
And not to deliberate, not to remember, 


Not to have patience to ſhift me, 


Shal, It is molt certain. 
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Fal. But to ſtand tained with Travel and Sweating with 
defire to ſee him, thinking of nothing elſe, pitting all AV. 
fiirs in oblivion, as if there were nothing ci: tu be done but 
to ſce him. | 

Piſt. 'Tis ſemper idem; for abſque hec nihil eſt, Tis all 
in every part. 

Shal. Tis ſo indeed. 

Piſt. My Knight, I will enflame thy Noble Liver, and 
mile de rage. Thy Dol, and Helen of thy noble Thoughts 
Durance and contagious Priſon; ba!l'd thither by 
m1 1 .crameal and dirty Hands, Rowze up Revenge from 
een, with fell Alecto's Snake, for Dol's in. Piſtol ſpeaks 
acht but ttoth. 

gal. I will deliver her. 

Puſt, There rœar'd the Sea; and Trumpet Clangour 
ſound<, 

The Trumpets ſound. Exter King Herr 7 we Fifth, his Brothers, 
and the Lord Chief Fuſtice. 

Fal. Save thy Grace, King Hal, my Royal Hal. 

Pit. The Heavens thee guard and keep, moſt Royal Imp 
of Fame. 

Fal. Save thee, my ſweet Boy. 

King. My Lord Chief Juſtice ſpeak to that vain Man, 

Ch, Faſt. Have you your Wits ? | 
Know you what 'cis you ſpeak? 

Fal. My King, my Jove, I ſpeak to thee, my Heart. 

King, I know thee not, old Man: Fall to thy Prayers: 
How ill white Hairs become a Fool ard jeſter! h 
I have long Dream'd of ſuch a kind of Man, 

80 ſurfeit-well'd, ſo old, and fo prophane; 

But, being awake, I do deſpiſe my Dream. 

Make leſs thy Body, hence, and more thy Grace, 
Lewe gormandizing. Know, the Grave doth pape 
Fir ther, thrice wider than for other Men. 

Reply not to me with a Fool-horn Jeſt ; 

preſume fot that I am the thing I was, 

For Heaven doth know, ſo ſhall the World perceive, 
That T have turt'd away my former (elf, 

Y will I thoſe that kept me Company. 

nen thou doſt hear I am as ] have been, 

X 4 Approach 
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Approach me, and thou ſhalt be as thou waſt, 
The tutor and the feeder of my Riots ; 
*Till then 1 baniſh thee, on pain of Death, 
As I have done the reſt of my Miſs-leaders, 
Not to come near our Perſon by ten mile. 
For competence of Life I will allow you, 
That lack of Means enforce you not to Evil: 
And, as we hear you do redeem your ſelves, 
We will, according to your Strength and Qualities, 
Give you Advancement. Be it your Charge, my Lord, 
To ſee perform'd the tenour of our Word, Set on. 
[Exit King, 
Fal. Maſter Shallow, T owe you a thouſand pound, 
Shal. Ay marry, Sir John, which I beſeech you to let me 
have home with me. 
Fal That can hardly be, Mr. Shallow. Do you not grieve 
at this; I ſhall be ſent for in private to him: Look you, he 
muſt ſeem thus to the World. Fear not your Advancement, 


I will be the Man yet that ſhall make your Great. Ree 
Shal. I cannot well perceive how, unleſs you would give 5 
me your Doublet and ſtuff me out with Straw, I beſcech oat 


you, good Sir John, let me have five hundred of my 
thouſand, | 
Fal. Sir, I will be as good as my word. This, that you 
heard, was but a Colour. 
Shal. A colour, I fear, that you will die in, Sir John. 
Fal. Fear no Colours, go with me to Dinner: 
Come Lieutenant Piſtol, come Bardolph, 
I ſhall be ſent for ſoon at Night. 
Ch. Fuſt. Go carry Sir John Falſtaff to the Fleet, 
Take all his Company along with him. 
Fal. My Lord, my Lord. 
Ch. Fuſt. I cannot now ſpeak, I will hear you ſoon. 
Take them away, 
Piſt. Si fortuna me tormento, ſpera me contents. | Exeunt. 
Manet Lancaſter and Chief Fuſtice. 
Lan. I like this fair proceeding of the King's, 
He hath intent his wonted Followers 
Shall be very well provided for; 
But are baniſh'd, *cill their Converſations 
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Appear more wiſe and modeſt in the World. 
Cb. Juſt. And ſo they are. 
Lan. The King hath call'd his Parliament, 
My Lord. 
Ch. Juſt. He hath. 
Lan, I will lay odds, that &er this year expire, 
We bear our Civil Swords and Native Fire 
As far as France, I heard a Bird fo ſing, 
Whoſe Muſick, to my thinking, pleas'd the King. 
Come, will you hence? [ Exeunt, 
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EPT- 


EPILOGUE 

Irſt. my Fear; then, my Courteſie; laſt, my Speech. th 

Fear is your Diſpieaſure; my Conriejue, my Duty; and m 
Speech, to beg jour Pardons, If you look for 4 £ ood Speech nov, 
ou undo me; for what I have to ſay is of mine o makin), 
and what, indeed, I ſhould ſay, will, 1 doubt, prove mine ci 
Atarring, But, to the Purpoſe, ana ſo to the Venture. Veit 
n0wn to you, as it is very well, 21 was lately here in thi til 
of a diſpleaſing Play, to pray your Patience for it, and to pit 
; miſe you a better; I did mean, indeed, to pay you wil tt 
which if, like an ill Venture, it come wnluckily home, I b, 
and you, my gentle Creditors, leſe. Here I promiſed you 1 :vould 
be, and here I commit my Body to your Mercies : Bate int ſont, 
and I will pay you ſome, and, as moſt Debtors de, prowij 
Jou infinite'y, 

If my Tongue cannot entreat you to acquit me, will you con- 
mand me to uſe my Legs? And yet that were but light Paymeii, 
to Dance out of your Debt: But a good Conſcience will u 
any poſſible Satisfaction, and ſo will J. All the Gentien u 
here have forgotten me; if the Gentlemen will not, tht: 0 
Gentlemen do not agree with the Gentlewomen, which 71s #* 
ver ſeen before in ſuch an Aſſembly. 

One word more, I beſeech you; if you be not 199 much c 
with fat Meat, our humble Author will continue the Stir), 
with Sir John in it, and make you merry with fair Katie 
of France; where, for any thing I know, Falltafi a A. 
a Sweat, unleſs already he be kill d with your hard C1169 
For Oldcaſtle died a Martyr, and this is not the Mii. „ 
Tongue is weary, when my Legs are too; 1 will bid go {0 
Night, and ſo kneel down before vou; but indeed to pri) / 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


ING Henry the Fifth. 
Duke of Glouceſter, 


Duke of Bedford, Ceuta to the King 
Duke of Clarence, 


Duke of York | ; 
Duke 77 Eren er 7 Unkles to the King. 


Earl of Salisbury. 

Earl of Weſtmorland. 
Earl of Warwick. 

Arch- Biſhop of Canterbury. 
Biſhop of Ely. 


Earl of Cambridge, 3 1 
Lerd Scroop, 5 Conſpirators againſt 


Sir Thomas Grey, * : 
Sir Thomas Erpingham, } | War, 
Gower | RE 

Fluellen, _—_ 
Mackmorris, | 19 — 8 
Jamy, J the 
N vm, | In E 
Bardolph, ( Formerly Servants to Falſtaff, now M who] 
Piſtol, diers in the King's Army. 

Boy, 


Bates, 
Court, © Soldiers. 
Williams, 


harles the Sixth, King of France. 
The Dauphin. 

Duke of Burgundy. 

IConſtable, 

Orleans, 

WMambures, French Lords. 
3ourbon, 

tandpree, 

overnour of Harfleur. 

ountjoy, 4 Herald. 


Imbaſſadors to the King of England. 


Ling 


label, Queen of France. 

atherine, Daughter to the King of France. 

lice, 4 Lady attending on the Princeſs Cathe- 
rine, 


%%. 


dr, Meſſengers, French and Engliſh Soldiers, 
1 with other Attendants. 
Hen 


e SCENE hes for Part of the ſinſt 4G 
in England, but during the reft of the Play 
ww 1 wholly in France. 
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On your imaginary Forces work, 


PROLOGUE 


O For a Muſe of Fire, that would aſcend 

The brighteſt Heuv'n of Invention, 

A Kingdom for 4 Stage, Princes to att, 

And Monarchs to behold the ſwelling Scene. 

Then ſhould the Warlike Harry, like himſelf, 

Aſſume the Port of Mars, and at his Heels, 

Leaſbt in, like Hounds, ſhould Famine, Sword, and Firg 
Crouch for Employments, But pardon, Gentles all, 

The flat unraiſed Spirit, that hath dar d, 

Os this unworthy Scaffold, to bring forth 

So great an Object. Can this Cock-Pit hold 

The vaſt y Field of France? Or may we cram 

Within this Wooden O, the very Caskes 

That did affright the Air at Agincourt ? | — 
O pardon; ſince 4 crooked Figure may 
Atteſt in little place a Million, 

And let us, Cyphers to this great Accompt, 


Suppoſe within the Girdle of theſe Walls 

Are now confiu d two mighty Monarchies, 
Whoſe high, up-reared, and abutting Fronts, 
The perillous narrow Ocean parts aſunder. 
Piece out our Imperfettions with your Thoughts : —_ 
Into a thouſand Parts divide one Man, AED 


And make- imaginary Puiſſance. | 2 5 . 
Think, when we talk of Horſes, that you ſee them LEE 
Brinting their proud Hoofs #th' receiving Earth: AW 

For tis your Thoughts that now muſt deck our Kings, — 
Carry them here and there; jumping o'er Times; th, B. 
Turning ib accompliſhment of many Tears Cant, I 
Into an Honr-glaſs; for the which ſupply, loſe t. 
Admit me Chorus 10 this Hiſtory; or all the 
Who Prologue libe, your humble Patience pray, } Teſta 
Geptly te hear, kindly to j1#4ge our Play. 0uld the 
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ACT I. SCENE 1 


Enter the Arch-Biſoop of Canterbury, and Biſhop 
of Ely. 30 775 


Arch. Biſhop of CANTERBURY. 


PCT Y Lord, I'Il tell you, that ſelf Bill is-urg'd, 
ey wich in th'cleyenth Year o'th' Jaſt King's 
NIN Reign 

Keds Y Was like, and had indeed againſt us paſt, 
But that the ſcambling and unquiet time 
Did puſh it out of farther Queſtion. 
Fh. But how, my Lord, ſhall we reſiſt it now? 
Cant. It muſt be thought on: If it paſs againſt us, 
Ve loſe the better part of our Poſſeſſion: 

or a! the Temporal Lands, which Men devout 
Teſtament have given to the Church, 

old they ſt;ip from us; being valu'd thus, 

much as would maintain, to thz King's Honour, 
ul bfteen Earls, and fifteen hundred Knights, 

x thouſand and two hundred good Eſquires: 


— — 


— 


And 
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And to relief of Lazars, and weak Age 
Of indigent faint Souls, paſt corporal Toil, 
A hundred Alms-houſes, right well ſupply'd; 
And to the Coffers of the King, beſide, 
A thouſand pound by th' Year. Thus runs the Bill, 
Ely. This would drink deep. 
Cant. *T would drink the Cup and all. 
Ely. But. what prevention? 
Cant. The King is full of grace, and fair regard. 
Ely. And a true Lover of the Holy Church, 
Cant, The courſes of his Youth promis'd it not; 
The breath no ſooner left his Father's Body, 
But that his Wildneſs mortify'd in him, 
| Seem'd to die too; yea at that very moment, 
Conſideration, like an Angel, came, 
And whipt th' offending Adam out of him, 
Leaving his Body as a Paradiſe, 
T'invelope and contain Celeſtial Spirits. 
Never was ſuch a ſudden Scholar made: 
Never came Reformation in a Flood 
With ſuch a heady current, ſcowring Faults: 
Nor never Hydra-headed Wilfulneſs 
So ſoon did loſe his Seat, and all at once, 
As in this King. 
Ely. We are bleſſed in the Change. 
Cant. Hear him but reaſon in Divinity, 
And all-admiring, with an inward wiſh 
You would defire the King were made a Prelate. 
Hear him debate of Commonwealth Affairs; 
You would fay, it hath been all in all his Study: 
Lift his Diſcourſe of War, and you ſhall hear 
A fearful Battel rendred you in Muſick. 
Turn him to any Cauſe of Policy, 
The Gordian Knot of it he will unlooſe, 
Familiar as his Garter ; then when he ſpeaks; 
The Air, a Charter'd Libertine, is ſtill, 
And the mute Wonder lurketh in Mens Ears, 
To ſteal his ſweet and honied Sentences: 
So that the Art and practick Part of Life 
Muſt be the Miſtreſs to his Theoriqu. 
Which is a wonder how his Grace ſhould glean it, 
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diace his Addiction was to courſes vain, 

His Companies unletter' d, rude, and ſhallow, 

His Hours fill'd up with Riots, Banquets, Sports; 

And never noted in him any ſtudy, 

Any retirement, any ſequeſtration | 

From open Haunts and Popularity. | 
Ely. The Strawberry grows underneath the Nettle, 4 

And whol ſom Berries thrive and ripen beſt, F 

Neighbour'd by Fruit of baſer quality : |; 

Ard ſo the Prince obſcur'd his Contemplation | 

Under the vail of Wildneſs; which, no doubt, 0 
rew like the Summer Graſs, faſteſt by Night, q 

Unſeen, yet creſcive in his Faculty. 
Cant, It muſt be ſo; for Miracles are ceas'd : i 

And therefore we muſt needs admit the Means, . 

How things are perfected. = 
Eh. But, my good Lord: i 

How now for mitigation of this Bill, 

Urg'd by the Commons? Doth his Majeſty | 

Incline to it, or no? | 

. 


Cant, He ſeems indifferent: 

Or rather ſwaying more upon our Part, 

Than cheriſhing th' exhibiters againſt us: 

For J have made an offer to his Majeſty, 

Upon our Spiritual Convocation, y | 
nd in regard of Cauſes now in hand, 

Which I have open'd to his Grace at large, | 

V touching France, to give a greater Sum I 
han ever at one time the Clergy yet 

Did to his Predeceſſors part withal. 

Eh. How did this Offer ſeem receiv'd, my Lord? 

Cant, With good acceptance of his Majeſty : 

pwe that there was not time enough to hear, 

| $I perceiv'd his Grace would fain have done, 

he ſeverals and unhidden Paſſages 

V! his true Titles to ſome certain Dukedoms, 

'd generally, to the Crown and Seat of France, 


. inat 5 ” 70 


Heri d from Edward, his great Grandfather, 
Ely. What: was th* impediment that broke this off ? 
Cant, The French Ambaſſador upon that inſtant 
wa awd Audience; and the Hour I think is come, 
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To give him hearing. Is it four a Clock? 

Ely. It 1s. ; ; 

Cant, Then go. we in to know his Embaſlic: 
Which I could with a ready gueſs declare, 
Before the Frenchman ſpeaks a Word of it. 

Ely. I'll wait upon you, and 1 long to hear it. [ Exeun, 


Enter King Henry, Glouceſter, Bedford, Clarence, Warwick, Bur 
Weſtmorland, and Exeter. | 7 

K. Henry. Where is my gracious Lord of Canterbury? No 
Exe. Not here in es | Wh 
K. Henry. Send for him, good Uncle, | To 
Weſ#. Shall we call in the Ambaſſador, my Liege? The 
K. Henry, Not yet, my Couſin; we would be r:folv'c, ver 


Before we hear him, of ſome things of weight, 
That task our Thoughts, concerning us and France. 1 
Enter the Arch. Bi ſhop of Canterbury, and Biſhop of Liu. Whe 

Cant. God and his Angels guard your ſacred Throne, Ther 


And make you long become it, Who 

K. Henry. Sure we thank you. For 
My learned Lord, we pray you to proceed, Eſtat 
And juſtly and religiouſly unfold, _ Shou 
Why the Law Salike, that they have in France, Whi, 
Or ſhould, or ſhould not bar us in our Claim. Is at 
And God forbid, my dear and faithful Lord, Then 
That you ſhould faſhion, wreſt, or bow your reading, Was : 
Oc nicely charge your underſtanding Soul Nor 
With opening Titles miſcreate, whole right Until 
Sutes not in native Colours with the truth: After 
For God doth know, how mary now in health Idly ſ 
Shall drop their Blood, in approbation Who | 
Of what your Reverence ſhall incite us to. Four } 
There fore take heed haw you impawn our Peilon, Subdy 
How you awake our ſleeping Sword of War: eyon 
We charge you in the Name of God take heed. Eight 
For never two ſuch Kingdoms did contend King 1 
Without much fall of Blaod, whoſe guiltleſs drops Did, 2 
Are every one, a Woe, a ſore Complaint, ; Of Bl; 
'Gainſt kim, whoſe Wrong gives edge unto the Swords, Make c 
That make ſuch waſte in brief Mortality. Hagh ( 
Under this Conjuration, ſpeak my Lord; Of Cha 


For we will hear, note, and believe in Heart, 
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That what you ſpeak is in your Conſcience waſher, | 
As pure as Sin with Baptiſm. 
Cant. Then hear me, gracious Soveraign, and you Peers, 
That owe your ſelves, your Lives, and Services, 
To this Imperial Throne, There is no Bar 
To make againſt your Highneſs' Claim to France, 
But this which they produce from Pharamond, 
In terram Salicam Mulieres ne ſuccedant, 
No Woman ſhall ſucceed in Salike Land : 
Which Salike Land, the French unj aſtly gloze 
To be the Realm of France, and Pharamond 
The founder of this Law and female Bar. 
Vet their own Authors faithfully affirm, 
That the Land Salike is in Germany, 
Between the Floods of Sala and of Elve: 
Where Charles the Great having ſubdu'd the Saxons, 
There left behind and ſettled certain French: | 
Who holding in diſdain the German Women, 
For ſome dithoneſt manners of their Life, f 
Eſtabliſhe then this Law; to wit, No Female | 
Should be Inheritrix in Salike Land : 
Which Salike, as I ſaid, 'twixt Elve and Sala, | | 
Is at this Day in Germany call'd Meiſen. ; 
Then doth it well appear; the Salike Law | 
Was not deviſed for the Realm of France : | 
Nor did the French poſſeſs the Salike Land, 
Until four hundred one and twenty Years 
After de function of King Pharamond, 
ldly ſupposg'd the Founder of this Law, 
Who Yied within the Year of our Redemption, 
Four hundred twenty ſix; and Charles the Great 
Subdu'd the Saxons, and did ſeat the French 
Beyond the River Sala, in the Year 
Eight hundred five. Beſides, their Writers ſay, 
King Pepin, which depoſed Childerick, 
Did, as Heir general, being deſcended 


; Of Blizhild, which was Daughter to King Clothair, 

a Make Claim and Title to the Crown of France: 

Hugh Capet alſo, who uſurp'd the Crown 

Of Charles the Duke of Lorain, ſole Heir-male 

Of the true Line and Stock of Charles the Great: 
3 | To 


Daughter to Charles the foreſaid Duke of Lorain : 
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To find his Title with ſome ſhews of truth, 
Though in pure truth it was corrupt and naught, 
Convey'd himſelf as th Heir to th Lady Lingare, 
Daughter to Charlemain, who was the Son 

To Lewis the Emperor, and Lewis the Son 

Of Charles the Great: Alſo King Lewis the Tenth, 
Who was ſole Heir to the Ufurper Caper, 

Could not keep quiet in his Conſcience, 

Wearing the Crown of France, till ſatisfy'd, 
That fair Queen Jſabel, his Grandmoth:r, 

Was Lincal of the Lady Ermengere, 


By the which Marriage, the Line of Charles the Great 
Was re-united to the Crown of Fance. 

So, that as clear as is the Summer's Sun, 

King Pepins Title, and Hugh Capets Claim, 
King Lewis his Satisfaction, all appear 

To hold in Right and Title of the Female : 

So do the Kings of France upon this Day. 
Howbeit, they weuld hold up this Salike Law, 
To bar your Highneſs claiming from the Female, 
And rather chuſe to hide them in a Net, 

Than amply to make bare their crooked Titles, 


Uſurpt from you and your Progenitors, [ Claim 7 
K, Henry. May I with Right and Conſcience make this hs la 
Cant. The Sin upon my Head, dread Soveraign : A* 
For in the Book of Numbers, it is writ, 1 | 
When the Man dies, let the Inheritance " "Th 
Deſcend unto the Daughter, Gracious Lord, . b 
Stand for your own, unwind your bloody Flag, wy 
Look back into your mighty Anceſtors; ig! f 
Go, my dread Lord, to your great Grandſire's Tomb, Wh 4 
From whom you claim; invoke his Warlike Spirit, 3 0 
And your great Uncle, Edward the Black Prince, "Rag 
Who on the French Ground play'd a Tragedy, * : \ 
Making defeat on the full Power of France: Ih; 2 
Whiles his moſt Mighty Father on a Hill, Wir), al 
Stood ſmiling, to behold his Lion's Whelp Call al 
Forage ia Blood of French Nobility. Gi 4: 8 
as 


O noble Engliſh, that could entertain, 
With half their Forces, the full Pride of France, 


And 


im 
this 


King Henry V. 1301 


And let another half ſtand laughing by, 
And out of work, and cold for action. 
Ely. Awake remembrance of theſe valiant dead, 
And with your puiſſant Arm renew their Feats; 
You are their Heir, you fit upon their Throne: 
The Blood and Courage that renowned them, 
Runs in your Veins 3 and my thrice-puiſſant Liege 
Is in the very 24ay-Morn of his Youth, 
Ripe for Exploits and mighty Enterpriſes, 
Exe, Your Brother Kings and Monarchs of the Earth 
Do all expect, that you ſhould rouze your ſelf, 
As did the former Lions of your Blood. [ might; 
Wee. They krow your Grace hath cauſe, and means, and 
So hath your Hgihneſe, never King of England 
Had Nobles richer, and more loyal Subjects, 
Whoſe Hearts have left their Bodies here in Exgland, 
And lye pavillion'd in the Field of France. 
Cant, O let their Bodies follow, my dear Liege, 
With Blood, and Sword, and Fire, to win your Right: 
Ia aid wheteof, we of the Spirituality 
Will raiſe your Highneſs ſuch a mighty Sum, 
As never did the Clergy, at one time, 
Bring in to any of your Anceſtors. 
K. Henry, We muſt not only arm t'invade the French, 
But lay down our Proportions, to defend 
Avgainit the Scot, who will make road upon us, 
With all advantages. 
Cant, They of thoſe Marches, gracious Soveraign, 
Shall be a Wall ſefficient to deferd 
Our Inland from the pilfering Borderers, 
K. Henry, We do not mean the courſing Snatchers only, 
But fear the main intendment of the Scor, 


Who hath been till a giddy Neighbour to us: 


For you ſhall read, that my great Grandfather 

Never went with his Forces into France, 

But that the Scot, on his unſurniſht Kingdom, 

Came pouring like a Tide into a Breach, 

With zmple and brim fulneſs of his force, 

Galling the gleaned Land with hor aſſays, 

virding with grievous Siege, our Towns and Caſtles: 
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That Exgland being empty of defence, 
Hath ſhook and trembled at th' ill Neighbourhood. 


Cant. She hath been then more fear'd than harm'd, my To 
For hear her but exampl'd by her ſelf. [ Liege, Wh 
When all her Chivalry hath been in France, The 


And ſhe a mourning Widow of her Nobles, 
She hath her ſelf not only well defended, 
But taken and impounded as a Stray, 
The King of Scots; whom ſhe did ſend to France, 
To fill King Edward's Fame with Priſoner Kings, 
And make his Chronicle as rich with praiſc, 
As is the Ouzy bottom of the Sea 
With ſunken Wrack, and ſum-leſs Treaſuries. 
Eh. But there's a Saying very old and true, 
If that you will France win, then with Scotland firſt begin. 
For once the Eagle, England, being in prey, 
To her unguarded Veſt, the Weazel, Scot, 
Comes ſr:e:king, and ſo ſucks her Princely Eggs, 
[ Playing the Mouſe in abſence of the Cat, 
4 To ſpoil and havock more than ſhe can eat. 
| Exe. It follows then, the Cat muſt ſtay at home: 
xi Yet that is but a cruſh'd neceſſity; 
| Since we have Locks to ſafeguard Neceſlaries, 
And pretty Traps to catch the petty Thieves. 
While that the armed Hand doth fight abroad, 
Th' adviſed Head defends it ſelf at home: 
For Government, though high, and low, and lower, 
Put into parts, doth keep in one conſent, 
| Congreeing in a full and natural cloſe, 
bo Like Muſick. | 
Cant, Therefore doth Heav'n divide 
The ſtate of Man in divers Functions, 
1 Setting Endeavour in continual Motion: 
To which is fixed, as an Aim or Butt, 
Obedience; for ſo work the Honey Bees, 
N Creatures that, by a Rule in Nature, tcach 
I /; © The Act of Order to a peopled Kingdom. 
1 They have a King, and Officers of ſorts, . 
Where ſome like Magiſtrates correct ar hom: : 
| Others, like Merchants, venture Trade abroad: 
Others, like Soldiers armed in their ſtings, 
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"peak freely of our Acts, or elſe our Grave, 
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Make boot upon the Summer's Velvet buds: 
Which Pillage, they with merry march bring home 
To the Tent-Royal of their Emperor : 
Who buſied in his Majeſty, ſurveys 
The ſinging Mafon building Roofs of Gold, 
The civil Citizens kneading up the Honey; 
The poor Mechanick Porters, crowding in 
Their heavy Burthens at his narrow Gate : 
The fad-ey'd Juflice, with his ſurly hum, 
Dclivering o'er to Executors pale 
The lazy yawning Drone. I this infer, 
That many things having full refcrence 
To one conſent, may work contrariouſly: 
As many Arrows looſed ſeveral ways 
Come to one mark; as many ways meet in one Town, | 
As many freſh Streams mect in one ſalt Sea; | 
As many Lines cloſe in the Dial's center ; | 
$9 may a thouſand Actions once a-foot, | 
And in one purpoſe, and be all well ton L 
Without defeat. Therefore to Fraxce, my Liege, 
Divide your happy England into four, | 
hereof, take you one quarter into France, 
And you withal ſhall make all Gallia ſhake, 
If we with thrice ſuch Powers left at home, 
Cannot defend our own Doors from the Dog, 
Let us be worried, and our Nation loſe 
The name of hardineſs ard policy. 
K. Henry. Call in the Meſſengers ſent from the Dauphin. 
Now are we all reſolv'd, and by God's help | 
And yours, the noble Sinews of our Power; 
France being ours, we'll bend it to our Awe, 
Or break it all to pieces. Or there we'll fit, 
Ruling in large and ample Empery, 
Oer France, and all her, almoſt, Kingly Dukedoms, 
Or lay theſe Bones in an unworthy Urn, 
Jomdle ß, with no remembrance over them; 
Lither our Hiſtory ſhall with full Mouth 


1.303 


U. ke Turkiſh Mute, ſhall have a Tonguelc% Mouth, 
Not worſhipt with a waxca Epitaph, 


— 
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Enter Ambaſſadors of France. 

Now are we well prepar'd to know the pleaſure 
Of our fair Couſin a; "con for we hear, 
Your Greeting is from him, not from the King. 

Amb. May't pleaſe your Majeſty to give us leave 
Freely to render what we have in Charge: 
Or ſhall we ſparingly ſhew you far off 
The Dauphin's Meaning, and our Embaſſie. 

X. Henry. We are no Tyrant, but a Chriſtian King, 
Unto whoſe Grace our Paſhon is as ſubject, 
'As are our Wretches fetter'd in our Priſons : 
Therefore with frank and with uncurbed plaineſs, 
Tell us the Dauphin's Mind. 

Amb. Thus then in few. 
Your H:ghneſs, lately ſending into France, 
Did claim ſome certain Dukedoms, in the right 
Of your great Predeceſſor, King Edward the Third. 
In anſwer of which Claim, the Prince our Maſter 
Says that you favour too much of your Youth, 
And bids you be advis'd: There's nought in France 
That can be with a nimble Galliard won; 
You cannot revel into Dukedoms there: 
He therefore ſends you, meeter for your Spirit, 
This Tun of Treaſure; and in lieu of this, 
Deſires you let the Dukedoms that you claim 
Hear no more of you. This the Dauphin ſpeaks. 

K. Henry, What Treaſure, Uncle; 

Exe. Tennisballs, my Liege. | 

K. Henry, We are glad the Dauphin is ſo pleaſant with us 
His Preſent, and your Pains we thank you for; 
When we have match'd our Rackets ro theſe Balls, 
We will in France, by God's Grace, play a ſet 
Shall ſtrike his Father's Crown into the hazard, 
Tell him he hath made a match with ſuch a Wrangler, 
That all the Courts of France will be diſturb'd 
With Chaces. And we underſtand him well, 
And he comes o'er us with our wilder days, 
Not meaſuring what uſe we made of them. 
We never valu'd this poor Seat of England, 
And therefore living hence, did give our ſelf 
To barbarous licence; as tis ever common, 
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That men are merrieſt when they are from home: 
But tell the Dauphin, I will keep my State, 
Be like a King, and ſhew my Sail of Greatneſs, 
When I do rowſe me in my Throne of France. 
For that I have laid by my Majeſty, 
Ard plodded like a Man for working days : 
But I will riſe there with ſo full a Glory, 
That I will dazzle all the Eyes of France, 
Yea ſtrike the Dauphin blind to look on us. 
Ard tell the pleaſant Prince, this Mock of his 
Hith turn'd his Balls to Gun-ſtones, and his Soul 
all ſtand fore charged, for the waſteful Vengeance 
That ſhall fly with them : For many a thouſand Widows 
Shall this his Mock mock out of their dear Husbands; 
Mock Mothers from their Sons, mock Caſtles down: 
And ſome are yet ungotten and unborn, 
That ſhall have cauſe to curſe the Dauphin's Scorn. 
But this lyes all within the Will of God, 
To whom I do appca!, and in whoſe Name 
Tell you the Dauphin, I am coming on, 
To venge me as I may, and to put forch 
My rightful hand in a well-hallow'd cauſe. 
So get you hence in Peace, and tell the Dauphin, 
His Teſt will ſavour but of ſhallow Wit, 
When thouſands weep more than did laugh art it. 
Convey them with ſafe Conduct. Fare ye well. 
[ [ Exennt Ambaſſadors. 
Exe. This was a merry Meſſage. 
K. Henry, We hope to make the Sender bluſh at it: 
Therefore, my Lords, omit no happy hour, 
That may give furth'rance to our Expedition; 
For we have now no thought in us but France, 
dave thoſe to God, that run before our buſineſs. 
Therefore let our Proportions for theſe Wars 
he ſoon collected, and alt things thought upon, 
That may with reaſonable ſwiftneſs add 
More Feathers to our Wings: For God before, 
We'll chide this Daupbin at his Father's door. 
Therefore let every Man now task his thoughr, 
That this fair Action may on foot be brought, [Exemnt. 


Flouri b. 


The LIFE of 


Flouriſh. Enter Chorus. 

Now all the Youth of England are on fire, 
And filken Dalliance in the Wardrobe lyes : 
Now thrive the Armourers, and Honour's thought 
Reigns ſolely in the breaſt of every Man. 
They ſell the Paſture now, to buy the Horſe, 
Following the Mirror of all Chriſtian Kings. 
With winged heels, as Eugliſih Mercuries. 
For now fits Expectation in the Air, 
And hides a Sword, from Hilts unto the Point, 
With Crowns imperial, Crowns and Coronets, 
Promis d to Harry, and his Followers, | 
The French ad visd by good intelligence 
Ofth is moſt dreadful preparation, 
Shake in their fear, and with pale Policy 
Seek to divert the Engliſh purpoſes. 
O England! Model to thy inward Greatneſs, 
Like little Body with a mighty Heart ; 
What might'ſt thou do, that Honour would thee do, 
Were all thy Children kind and natural : 
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But ſee, thy fault France hath in thee found out, 


A neſt of hollow boſoms, which he fills 

With treacherous Crowns, and three corrupted men: 
One Richard Earl of Cambridge; and the ſecond, 
Henry Lord Scroop of Aa ſbam; and the third, 


Sir Thomas Gray Knight of Northumberland, 


Have for the Gilt of France, (O Guilt indeed !) 
Confirm'd Conſpiracy with fearful France, 

And by their hands this grace of Kings muſt dye, 
If Hell and Treaſon hold their Promiſes, 

E'er he take ſhip for France; and in Southampton, 
Linger your patience on, and we'll digeſt 
Th'abuſe of diſtance; force a play: 

The Sum is pay'd, the Traitors are agreed, 

The King is ſet from London, and the Scene 

Is now tranſported, Gentles, to Southampton, 
There is the Play-houſe now, there mult you fit, 
And thence to Fraxce ſhall we convey you fafe, 
And bring you back: Charming the narrow Seas 
To give you gentle Paſs; for if we may, 

We'll not offend one ſtomach with our Play. 


King Henry V. 1307 


But till the King come forth, and not till then, | 
Unto Southampton do we ſhift our Scene, Exit. 
Enter Corporal Nim, and Lieutenant Bardolph. 

Bard, Well met, Corporal Nim. 

Nim, Good morrow, Licutenant Bardolph. 

Bard, What, are Ancient Piſtol and you Friends yet? 

Nim. For my part, I care not: I fay little; but when 
time ſhall ſerve, there ſhall be ſmiles, but that ſhall be 
x it may. f dare not fight, but I will wink, and hold out 
mine Iron; it is but a ſimple one, but what though? It will 
tot cheeſe, and it will endure cold, as another Man's ſword 
will; and there's an end. 

Bard, 1 will beſtow a breakfaſt to make you Friends, and 
we'll be all three ſworn Brothers to France: Let it be ſo, 
good Corporal Nun. 

Nim, Faith, I will live ſo long as I may, that's the cer- 
ninof it; and when I cannot live any longer, I will do as 
| may: That is my reſt; that is the rendezvous of it. 

Bard, It is certain, Corporal, that he is married to Nel 
Oxichly, and certainty ſhe did you wrong, for you were 
troth-plight to her. 

Mm. I cannot tell, Things muſt be as they may; Men 
my ſlecp, and they may have their Throats about them at 
that time, and ſome ſay, knives have edges: It muſt be as 
t may, though patience be a tired name, yet ſhe will plod, 
there muſt be Conclufions; well, I cannot tell. 

Enter Piſto!, and Quickly. 

Bard, Here comes Ancient Piſtol and his Wife; good Cor- 
pral, be patient here, How now, mine Hoſt Piſtol ? 

Pit, Baſe Tyke, call'ſt thou me Hoſt? now by this 
hand, 1 ſwear 1 ſcorn the term; nor ſhall my Nel keep 


odge rc, 


Quick, No by my troth, not long: For we cannot lodge 
ind board a di zen or fourteen Gentlewomen that live honeſt- 
by the prick of their Needles, but it will be thought we 
ket 2 Biwdy-houſe ſtraight. O welliday Lady, if he be 
p hewn now, we ſhall ſce wilful Adultery and Murther 

mntred. 


* Good Lieutenant, Good Coporal, offer nothing 


Te, 


Mm. Piſh. 
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Piſt. Piſh for thee, Iſand Dog; thou prick- ear d Cur af 


Iſland, 
Quick, Good Corporal Vim, ſhew thy Valour, and put 


up thy Sword. Bu 

Nim. Will you ſhog off? I would have you Solus, "a. 

Piſt. Solus, egregious Dog! O Viper vile; The „i i 
thy moſt marvellous Face, the ſolus in thy Teeth, and in thy Pi 
Throat, and in thy hateful Lungs, yea in thy Maw pd,; Nis 
and which is worſe, within thy naſty Mouth, I do reton I Ber 
the /olxs in thy Bowels; for I can take, and Pifo!'s cock i; Piſ. 
up, and flaſhing fire will follow, Nin 


Nim, I am not Barbaſon, you cannot conjure me: I have Pip. 
an humour to knock you indifferently well; If you grow foul Bars 
with me, Piſtol, I will ſcour you with my Rapier, 4 1 Wil hin 
may in fair terms. If you would walk off, I would prick Pip, 
your Guts a little in good terms, as I may, and that's de 34-4 


humour of it. and tho 
Piſt. © Braggard vile, and damned furious Wight, thee put 
The Grave doth gape, and doating Death is near, 22 


Therefore exhale. 
Bard. Hear me, hear me what I ſay : He that ſtrikes the 
firſt ſtroak, I'll run him up to the hilts, as I am a Soldier. 
Piſt. An Oath of mickle might, and fury ſhall abate, 
Give me thy fiſt, thy fore - foot to me give: Thy ſpirits at 


more tall. PP. 1 
Nim, I will cut thy throat one time or other in fait terms, Mm. 
that is the humour of it. | 
Piſt, Couple a gorge, that is the word, I defie thee 2847. tp, | 
O hound of Creer, think'ſt thou my Spouſe to get? No, ' Wi Sir 74, 
the Spittle go, and from the Powdring tub of infamy, fetch WWidizn Te; 


forth the Lazar Kite of Creſſd's kind, Dol Tear- ſheet, ſhe b 
name, and her eſpouſe, I have, and I will hold the G. 
dam Quickly for the only ſhe; and Pauca, there's enought? 


£0 to, Pift. N 
Enter the Boy. d corrob 

Boy. Mine Hoſt Piſtol, you muſt come to my Malin Bil Nn. 7 
and your Hoſteſ,: He is very ſick, and would to bed. 0" Be paſſes { 
Bardolph, put thy face between the ſheets, ard dothe old Bf Let 


of a Warming-pan: Faith, he's very ill. 
Bard, Away, you Rogue, 
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r of Onick, By my troth, he'll yield the Crow a pudding one 
of theſe days; the King has kill'd his heart. Good Huſ- 
put band come preſently. | Exit Quick. 
Bard, Come, ſhall I make you two Friends? We mult to 
nice together; why the Devil ſhould we keep Knives to 
n i cut one another's Thioats? 
thy Piſt. Let Flouds o'erſwell, and Fiends for Food how! on. 
d:; Mm. You'll pay me the cight Shillings, I won of you 
tot t Betting. 
k1s piſt. Baſe is the Slave that pays. 

Mim. That now I will have; that's the humour of ir, 
nave Pit. As Manhood ſhall compound; puſh home. [ Draw. 
foul Bard, By this Sword, he that makes the ſirſt thruſt, Til 
n bim; by this Sword I will. 
rick piſt. Sword is an Oath, and Oaths muſt have their courſe. 
the Bard, Corporal Vim, and thou wilt be Friends, be Friends; 
nd thou wilt not, why then be Enemies with me too; pre- 
thee put up. 

Pit, A Noble ſhalt thou have, and preſent Pay, and 
Liquor likewiſe will I give to thee, and Friendſhip ſhall 
combine, and Brotherhood. Dil live by Nm, and 
m ſhall live by me, is not this juſt ? For I ſhall Sutler be 
mo the Camp, and Profits will accrue. Give us thy hand. 
Mm. I (hall have my Noble? 

Piſt, In caſh, moſt juſtly paid. 

Mm. Well then, that's the humaur of't. 

Enter Hoſteſs. 


241" Wi Hoſt. As ever you came of Women, come in quickly 
„ 10 io Sir 70% : A poor heart, he is ſo ſhak'd of a burning quo- 
fetch din Tertian, that it is moſt lamentable to behold. Sweer 
eb Nen, come to him. 


Mm. The King hath run bad humours on the Knight, 

let's the even of it. 

Pi. Nim, thou haſt ſpoke the right, his heart is fracted 

d corroborate, 

Mm. The King is a good King, but it muſt be as it may; 

e Paſſes ſome humours and carreers. 

iſt, Let us condole the Knight, for, Lambkins, we will live, 
[ Exennt, 

, , Enter Exeter, Bedford, and Weſtmorland. 

Fore God, his Grace is bold to truſt theſe Traitors, 

Exe. 
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Exe. They ſhall be apprehended by and by. 

Weſt. How ſmooth and even they do bear themſelves, 
As if Allegiance in their Boſoms ſate, 

Crowned with Faith and conſtant Royalty. 

Bed. The King hath note of all that they intend, 
By interception which they dream not of. 

Exe. Nay, but the Man that was his Bedfellow ! 
Whom he hath lull'd and cloy'd with gracious favour; 
That he ſhould, for a Foreign Purſe, ſo ſell 
His Soveraign's life to death and treachery. 


| Sound Trump, 


Enter the King, Scroop, Cambridge, and Gray. 

K, Henry. Now {its the Wind fair, and we will aboard, 
My Lord of Cambridge, and my kind Lord of Ma ſham, 
And you my gentle Knight, give me your thoughts: 
Think you not, that the Powers we bear with us 
Will cut their paſſage through the Force of France? 
Doing the execution, and the act, 

For which we have in head aſſembled them. 

Scroop. No doubt, my Liege; if each Man do his beſt. 

X. Henry, I doubt not that, ſince we are well perſuade 
We carry not a Heart with us from hence, 

That grows not in a fair conſent with ours: 
Nor leave not one behind, that doth not wiſh 
Succeſs and Conqueſt to attend on us. 

Cam. Never was Monarch better fear'd and lov'd, 
Than is your Msjeſty; there's nor, I think, a Subject 
"Chat fits in heart. grief and uneaſineſs 
Under the feet ſhade of your Government. {| 

Gray. True; thoſe that were your Father's Enemies 
Have ſteept their Gauls in Honey, and to obſcrve you 
Wirth hearts create of duty, and of zeal. 

K. Henry, We therefore have great cauſe of thankfal't! 
And ſhall forget the Office of our hand, 

S ner than quittance of deſert and merit, 
According to the weight and worthineſs. | 

Scroop. So Service ſhall with ſteeled ſinews toil, 
And labour ſhall refreſh it ſelf with hope, 

To do your Grace i nccllant ſervices. 

K. Henry. We judge no leſs. Uncle of Exeter, 
Inlarge the Man committed yeſterday, 
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That rail'd againſt our Perſon: We conſider, 
It was exceſs of Wine that ſet him on, 
And on bis more advice, We pardon him. 
Scroop. That's Mercy, but too much Security: 
Let him be puniſh'd, Soveraign, leſt Example 
Breed, by his ſufferance, more of ſuch a kind. 
K. Henry. O let us yet be merciful, 
Cam. So may your Highneſs, and yet puniſh too. 
Gray. Sir, you ſhew great mercy, if you give him Life, 
Afrer the taſte of much Correction. | 
K, Henry. Alas, your too much love and care of me, 
Are heavy Oriſons *gainſt this poor wretch. 
| li little faults, proceeding on diſtemper, 
Shall not be wink'd at, how ſhall we ſtretch our Eye 
When Capital Crimes, chew'd, ſwallow'd, and digeſted 
Appear before us? We'll yet enlarge that Man, 
Though Cambridge, Scroop, and Gray, in their dear care 
And tender pre ſervation of our Per ſon, 
Would have him puniſh'd. And now to our French Cauſes, 
of, hs are the late Commiſſioners ? 
Cam, I one, my Lord, 
Your Highneſs bad me ask for it to day. 
Scroop, So did you me, my Liege. 
Gray. And I. my Royal Soveraign. 
K. Henry. Then Richard Earl of Cambridge, there is yours: 
There yours Lord Scroop of Ma ſbam, and Sir Knight, 
Gray of Northumberland, this ſame is yours: 
Read them, and know, I know your worthineſs. 
My Lord of Weſtmorland, and Uncle Exeter, 
We will aboard to night. Why, how now Gentlemen ? 
hat ſee you in thoſe Papers, that you loſe 
much Complexion ? Look ye how they change! 
heir Cheeks are Paper. Why, what read you there, 


hat bath ſo cowarded and chac'd your Blood 
0.t of appearance? 


Camb, I do confeſs my fault, 

:d do ſubmit me to your Highneſs mercy. 

Cray. Scroop. To which we all appeal. 

| N. Henry. The mercy that was quick in us but late, 
your own Counſel is ſuppreſt and kill'd: 

du muſt not dare, for ſhame to talk of mercy, 


Delis 


For 


— 


Would'ſt thou have practisd on me, for thy uſe? 


With Patches, Colours, and with Forms, being fetcht 
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For your own Reaſons turn into your Boſoms, 

As Dogs upon their Maſters, worrying you. 

See you, my Princes and my Noble Peers, | 
Theſe Engliſh Monſters! My Lord of Cambridge here, 
You know how apt our love was to accord 

To furniſh him with all appertinents 

Belonging to his Honours; and this Man, 

Hath for a few light Crowns, lightly conſpir'd 
And ſworn unto the practices of France 

To kill us here at Hampton. To the which, 

This Knight, no leſs for bounty bound to us 

Than Cambridge is, hath like wiſe ſworn. But O? 
What ſhall I ſay to thee, Lord Scroop, thou cruel, 
Ingrateful, ſavage, and inhuman Creature! | 
Thou that did'ſt bear the Key of all my Counſels, 
That knew'ſt the very bottom of my Saul, 

That, almoſt, might'ſt have coin'd me into Gold, 


May it be poſſible, that Foreign hire 

Could out of thee extract one ſpark of Evil 
That might annoy my finger? *Tis fo ſtrange, 
That though the truth of it ſtand off as groſs, 
As black and white, my Eye will ſcarcely ſee it. 
Treaſon and Murder, ever kept together, 

As two yoak Devils ſworn to either's purpoſe, 
Working ſo groſly in a Natural Cauſe, 

That admiration did not hoop at them. 

But thou, *gainſt all Proportion, didſt bring in 
Wonder to wait on Treaſon, and on Murther : 
And whatſcever cunning Fiend it was 

That wrought upon thee \» prepoſterouſly, 
Hath got the voice in Hell for excellence: 

And other Devils that ſuggeſt By-Treaſons, 
Do botch and bungle up Damnation, 


From gliſt'ring Semblances of Piety: 

But he that temper'd thee, bad thee ſtand up, 
Gave thee no inſtance why thou ſhouldſt do Trezlo", 
Unleſs to dub thee with the name of Traitor. 
If that ſame Dzmon that hath gull'd thee thus, 
Should with his Lion-gate walk the whole world, 
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He may return to vaſty Tarta# back, 
And tell the Legions, I can never win 
A Soul ſo eaſie as that Engliſhmar's. 
Oh, how haſt thou with J ealouſie infected 
The ſweetneſs of Affiance !- Shew Men dutiful? 
Why ſo didſt thou. Seem they Grave and Learned? 
Why ſo didſt thou. Come they of Noble Family? 
Why ſo didſt thou. Seem they Religious? 
Why ſo didſt thou. Or are they ſpare in Diet, 
free from groſs Paſſion, or of Mirth, or Anger, 
Conſtant in Spirit, nor ſwerving with the Blood, 
Garniſh'd and deck'd in modeſt Complement, 
Not working with the Eye, without the Ear, 
And but in purged Judgment truſting neither? 
Such and ſo finely houlted didſt thou ſeem: 
And thus thy Fall hath left a kind of blot, 
To make thee full fraught Man, the beſt endued 
With ſome ſuſpicion, I will weep for thee, 
For this revolt of thine methinks is like 
Another fall of Man. Their Faults are open, 
Arreſt them to the anſwer of the Law 
ad God acquit them of their Practices, 
Exe, Larreſt thee of High Treaſon, by the Name of Ki- 
4rd Earl of Cambridge. 2 
[ arreſt thee of High Treaſon, by the Name of Thomas 
Lord Scroop of Aa ſham. 
[ arreſt thee of High Treaſon, by the Name of Thomas 
rey, Knight of Northumberland. 
Scroop, Our Purpoſes God juſtly hath diſcover'd, 
nd I repent my Fault more than my Death; 
nich I beſeech your Highneſs to forgive, 
though my Body pay the price of it. 
Cm, For me the Gold of France did not ſeduce, 
though I did admit it as a motive, 
e ſooner to effect what I intended; 
h God be thanked for prevention, 
ch I in ſufferance heartily will rejoyce for, 
leeching God and you to pardon me. 
Gray, Never did faithful Subject more rejoyce 
me diſcovery of moſt dangerous Treaſon, 
g an I do at this hour joy o'er my ſelf, 
Mor ul. 2 Prevented 


— — 
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Prevented from a damned Enterprize: 


My Fault, but not my Body, pardon, Soveraign. = 
X. Henry. God quit you in his Mercy; hear your Sentence; A* 
You have cenſpir'd againſt our Royal Perſon, | ad 
Join'd with an Enemy proclaim'd, and from his Coffers "M: 
Receiv'd the golden Earneſt of our Death; mat 
Wherein you would have ſold your King to laughter, * 
His Princes and his Peers to Servitude, 850 
His Subjects to Oppreſſion and Contempt, bid " 
And his whole Kingdom into Deſolation : reed 
Touching our Peron, ſeek we no Revenge, mel; 
But we our Kingdom's ſafety mult fo — +4 Bed 
Whoſe Ruin you three ſought, that to her Laws felt 
We do deliver you. Get you therefore hence, cold a 
Poor miſerable Wretches, to your Death ; Nin 
The taſte whereof God of his Mercy give Ho 
You patience to endure, and true Repentance * 
Of all your dear Offences. Bear them hence, [Ext 2 
Now, Lords, for France, the Enterprize whereof y. 


Shall be to you as us, like glorious, 

We doubt not of a fair and Iucky War, | 

Since God ſo graciouſly hath brought to light 

This dangerous Treaſon lurking in our way, 

To hinder our beginning. We doubt not now, 

But every Rub is ſmoothed in our way : 

Then forth, dear Country-men; let us deliver 

Our Puiſſance into the Hand of God, 

Putting it ſtreight in expedition, 

Chearly to Sea, the ſigns of War advance, 

No King of England, if not King of France. [ Extunt 

Enter Piſtol, Nim, Bardolph, Boy, and Hoſtels. 

Hoſt. Prethee Honey, ſweet Husband, let me bring i Nuhamp 


to Staines, | Pit. C 
Piſtol. No, for my manly Heart doth yern. Bardi, Lonk to 
be blith : Nim, rouze thy vaunting Veins: Boy, briſtle Mae word 
Courage up; for Falſtaff he is dead, and we muſt yern the len, Fair] 
fore. MM) Duck 
Bard. Would I were with him whereſoc'er he is, e thy Chriff 
in Heaven, or in Hell, ö Norſeeleec] 
Hoſt. Nay, ſure, he's not in Hell; he's in Arthur's u luck, 
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end, and went away and it had been any Chriſom Child; 
a parted juſt between Twelve and One, ev'n to the turning 
oth Tyde ; for after I faw him fumble with the Sheets, 
and play with Flowers, and ſmile upon bis Fingers end, IL 
knew there was but one way; for his Noſe was as ſharp as a 
Pen, and a Table of Green Fields. How now, Sir John? 
quoth J. What Man? be a good Cheer; ſo a cried out, God, 
God, God, three or four times: Now I, to comlort him, 
bid him a ſhould not think of God; I hop'd there was no 
reed trouble himſelf with any ſuch Thoughts yet : ſo a bad 
me lay more Clothes on his Feet: I put my Hand into the 
Bed and felt them, and they were as cold as a Stone: Then 
| felt to his Knees, and ſo upward and upward, all was as 
cold as any Stone, 

Nim. They ſay he cried out of Sack. 

Hoſt. Ay, that a did, 

Bard, And of Women, ; 
un., Hoſt. Nay, that a did not. 

Boy. Yes, that a did, and ſaid they were Devils Incar- 
rate, | | 

Hoſt. A could never abide Carnation, twas a Colour he 
never lik'd, 

Boy, A faid once, the Deule would have him about 
Women, 

Hoſt. A did in ſome ſort, indeed, handle Women; but 
then h@was rheumatick and talk'd of the Whore of Babylon, 

Boy, Do you not 1emember a ſaw a Flea ſtick upon Bar- 
duph's Noſe, and ſaid it was a black Soul burning in Hell. 

Bard, Well, the fuel is gone that maintain'd that Fire: 
Thus all the Riches I got in his Service. 

Nim, Shall we ſhogg? the King will be gone from 
Smbampton, 

"ff. Come, let's away. My Love, give me thy Lips: 
Lonk to my Chattels, and Moveables; let Senſes rule; 
Wie word is, Pitch and pay; truſt none, for Oaths are Straws, 
Mens Faiths are W afer-Cakes, and hold-faſt is the only Dog; 
ny Duck, therefore, Caveto be thy Connſcllor, Go, clear 
10 Chriſtals, Yoke-fellows in Arms, let us to France, like 
N my Boys, to ſuck, to ſuck, the very Blood 


2 2 Boy. 
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Boy. And that's but unwholſome Food, they ſay. W 
Piſt. Touch her ſoft Mouth, and march. He 
Bard. Forewel, Hoſteſs. Ho 


Nim. I cannot kiſs, that is the humour of it; but adicy, Ho 
Piſt. Let Houſwifery appear; keep cloſe, I thee command. An 


Hoſt. Fare wel; adieu. | Exeunt, We 
Enter the French King, the Dauphin, the Duke of Burgundy, WF Coy 
and the Conſtable. As 


Fr. King. Thus come the Engliſh with full Power upon us, WW that 
And more than carefully it us concerns, 
To anſwer Royally in our Defences. 
Therefore the Dukes of Berry and of Britain, 
Of Brabant, and of Orleans ſhall make forth, 
And you, Prince Dauphin, with all ſwift diſpatch; 
To line and new repair our Towns of War 
With Men of Courage, and with means defendant: 
For England his approaches makes as fierce 
As Waters to the ſucking of a Gulf, 
It bts us then to be as provident 
As Fear may teach us, out of late Examples, 
Left by the fatal and neglected Engliſh, 
Upon our Fietds. 
Dau. My molt redoubted Father, 
It is moſt meet we arm us *gainſt the Foc: 
For Peace it ſelf ſhould rot ſo dull a Kingdom, 
(Tho' War, nor no known Quarrel were in queſtiong 
But that Defences, Muſters, Preparations, 
Should be maintain'd, aſſembled and collected, 
As were a War in expectation. 
Therefore, I ſay, *tis meet we all go forth, 
To view the ſick and feeble parts of France: 
And let us do it with ro ſhew of Fear; 
No, with no more than if we heard that England” 
Were buſied with a Whitſos Morris-dance : 
For, my good Liege, ſhe is ſo id'y King'd, 


Her Scepter fo fantaſtically born, Mell. 
By a vain, giddy, ſhallow, humorous Youth, Do crave 
That F-ar attends her not. Fr. Ki 


Con. O Peace, Prince Danphin, 
You are too much miſtaken in this King: 
Queſtion your Grace the late Ambaſſadors, 


lieu. 
and, 
eunt, 


ndy, 


n Us, 
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With what great State he heard their Embaſſic, 
How well ſupply'd with Noble Counſellors, 
How modeſt in exception, and, withal, 
How terrible in conſtant Reſolution : 
And you ſhall find his Vanities fore-ſpent 
Were but the out- ſide of the Roman Brutus, 
Covering Diſcretion with a Coat of Folly ; 
As Gardeners do with Ordure hide thoſe Roots 
That ſhall firſt ſpring, and be moſt delicate. 

Dau. Well, tis not ſo, my Lord High-Conſtable. 
But tho we think it fo, it is no matter: 
In cauſes of Defence, tis beſt to weigh 
The Enemy more mighty than he ſeems, 
do the Proportions of defence are hil'd ; 
Which of a weak and niggardly projection, 
Doth, like a Miſer, ſpoil his Coat with ſcanting 
Alittle Cloath. 

Fr. King. Think we King Harry ſtrong ; 
And Princes, look, you ſtrongly arm to mcet him, 
The Kindred of him hath been fleſh'd upon us: 
And he is bred out of that bloody ſtrain 
That haunted us in our familiar Paths; 
Witneſs our too much memorable Shame, 
When Creſy Battel fatally was ſtruck, 
Ard all our Princes captiv'd by the Hand 
Of that black Name, Edward, black Prince of Wales: 
While that his Mountain Sire, on Mountain ſtanding, 
Up in the Air, crown'd with the Golden Sun, 
dy his Heroick Seed, and ſmil'd to ſee him 
Mingle the work of Nature, and deface 
The Patterns that by God and by Frezch Fathers 
Hd twenty Years been made. This is a Stem 
Of that Victorious Stock; and let us fear 
The native mightineſs and fate of him. 

Enter a Meſſenger, 

Mell. Ambaſſ. dors from Harry, King of England. 
Do crave admittance to your Majeſty. 

Fr. King, Well give them preſent Audience. 
oo, and bring them. 
Tou ſee this Chaſe is hotly followed, Friends, 
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Runs far before them. Good my Sovercign, 
Take up the Engliſh ſhort, and let them know 
Of what a Monarchy you are the Head : 
Self-love, my Liege, is not ſo vile a Sin, 
As ſelf· neglecting. 

Enter Exeter. 

Fr. King. From our Brother of England? 

Exe. From him, and thus he greets your Majeſty : 
He wills you in the Name of God Almighty, 
That you diveft your ſelf, and lay apart 
The borrowed Glories, that, by gife of Heaven, 
By Law of Nature, and of Nations, *longs 
To him and to his Heirs; namely, the Crown; 
And all wide- ſtretched Honours that pertain, 

By Cuſtom and the Ordinance of Times, 

Unto the Crown of France. That you may know 
*Tis no ſiniſter, ner no awkward Claim, 

Pick'd from the Worm-holes of long-vaniſh'd days, 
Nor from the duſt of old Oblivion rak'd, 

He ſends you this moſt memorable Line, 

In every Branch truly demonſtrative, 

Willing you over-look his Pedigree; 

And when you find him evenly deriv'd 

From his moſt fam'd of famous Anceſtors. 
Edward the Third; he bids you then reſign 

Your Crown and Kingdom indirectly held 

From him, the native and true Challenger, 

Fr. King, Or elſe what follows ? 

Exc. Bloody conſtraint ; for if you hide the Crown 
Even in your Heats, there will he rake for it, 
And therefore in fierce Tempeſt is he coming, 

In Thunder and in Earthquake, like a Fove : 
That if requiring fail, he will compell. 

He bids you, in the Bowels of the Lord, 
Delivcr up the Crown, and to rake mercy 
On the poor Souls for whom this hungry War 
Opens this vaſty Jaws; and on your Head 


Turning the Widow's Tears, the Orphans Cries, 


The dead Mens Bloods, the privy Maidens Grozn?, 


Dau. Turn Head, and ſtop purſuit; for Coward Dogs 
Moſt ſpend their Mouths, when what they ſeem to threaten 
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For Husbands, Fathers, and betrothed Lovers, 
That ſhall be ſwallowed in this Controverſie. 
This is his Claim, his Threatning, and my Meſſage; 
Unleſs the Dauphin be in preſence here, 
To whom expreſly I bring Greeting too. 
Fr. King, For us, we will conſider of this further: 
To morrow ſhall you bear our full intent 
Back to our Brother of England. 
Dau. For the Dauphin, 
| ſtand here for him; what to him from England ? 
Exe. Scorn and Defiance, {light Regard, Contempt, 
And any thing that may not miſ-become 
The mighty Sender, doth he prize you at. 
Thus ſ:ys my King; and if your Father's Highneſs 
Do not, in grant of all Demands at large, 
Sweeten the bitter Mock you ſent his Majeſty ; 
He'll call you to fo hot an Anſwer of it, 
That Caves and womby Vaultages of France 
dial chide your Treſpaſs, and return your Mock 
In ſ-cond Accent of his Ordinance. 
Daz. Say, if my Father tender fair return, 
It is againſt my will; for I deſire 
Nothing but Odds with Exgland; to that end, 
As matching to his Youth and Vanity, 
did preſent him with the Paris Balls. 
Exe, He'll make your Paris Louver ſhake for it, 
Were it the Miſtreſs Court of mighty Europe: 
Ard be aſſur'd you'll find a difference, 
As we, his Subjects, have in wonder found, 
between the Promiſe of his greener days 
And theſe he maſters now; now he weighs Time 
Lven to the utmoſt Grain, that you ſhall read 
la your own Loſſes, if he ſtay in France, 
tr, King, To morrow you ſhall know our mind at full. 
Flouri ſb. 
Exe, Diſpatch us with all ſpeed, leſt that our King 
Come here himſcif to queſtion our delay, 
Fr he is footed in this Land already. 
Fr. Kirg. You ſhall be ſoon diſpatchd with fair Conditions, 
A Night is bat {mall breath, and little pauſe 
9 anlwer matters of this Conſequence, Exeunt. 
Z 4 ACT 
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SCENE I. 


E nter Chorus. 


ACI II. 


Hus with imagin'd Wing our ſwift Scene flies, 
In motion of no leſs celerity, 

Than that of Thought. Suppoſe that you have ſeen 
The well appointed King at Dover Peer, 
Embark his Royalty; and his brave Fleet, 
With ſilken Streamers, the young Phæbus fanning ; 
Play with your Fancies; and in them behold, 
Upon the Hempen Tackle, Ship Boys climbing; 
Hear the ſhrill Whiſtle, which doth Order give 
To ſounds confus'd ; behold the threaden Sails, 
Born with th' inviſible and creeping Wind, 
Draw the huge Bottoms thro' the N Sea, 
Breaſting the lofty Surge. O, do but think 
You ſtand upon the Ravage, and behold 
A City on th' inconſtant Billows dancing; 
For ſo appears this Fleet Majeſtical, 
Holding due courſe to Har fleur. Follow, follow. 
Grapple your Minds to ſternage of this Navy, 
And leave your Euglaud as dead Midnight, ſtill, 
Guarded with Grandſires, Babies and old Women, 
Either paſt, or not arriv'd to pitch and puiſſance: 
For who is he, whoſe Chin 1s but enrich'd 
With one appearing Hair, that will not follow 
Theſe cull'd and choice drawn Cavaliers to France ? 
Work, work your Thoughts, and therein ſeea Siege: 
Behold the Ordnance on their Carriapes, 
With fatal Mouths gaping on girded Harſleur. 
Suppoſe th' Amb iſſador from the French comes back, 
Tells Harry, That the King doth offer him 
Katherine his Daughter, and with her to Dowry 
Some petty and unprofitable Dukedoms. 
The Offer likes not ; ard the nimble Gunner 
With Lynſtock now the deviliſh Cannon touches. 
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And down goes all before him. Still be kind, 
And ech out our performance with your mind. Exit. 
Enter King Henry, Exeter, Bedford, and Glouceſter, with 
Scaling-Ladders as before Harfleur. 
K, Henry. Once more unto the Breach, 
Dear Friends, once more ; 
Or cloſe the Wall up with our Exgliſþ dead: 
In Peace there's nothing ſo becomes a Man 
As modeſt ſtillneſs and humility : 
But when the blaſt of War blows in our Ears, 
Then imitate the actions of the Tyger; 
Siffen the Sinews, ſummon up the Blood, 
Diſguiſe fair Nature with hard-favour'd Rage; 
Then lend the Eye a terrible aſpect; 
Let it pry through the portage of the Head, 
Like the Braſs Cannon, let the Brow o'erwhelm it, 
A; fearfu!ly as doth a galled Rock 
O'er-hang and jutty his confounded Baſe, 
Swil.'d with the wild and waſteful Ocean. 
Now ſet the Teeth, and ſtretch the Noſtril wide, 
Hold hard the Breath, and bend up every Spirit 
To his full height, On, you nobleſt Exgliſh, 
Whoſe Blood is fet from Fathers of War- proof; 
Fathers, that like ſo many Alexanders, 
Have in theſe parts from Marn 'till Even fought, 
And ſheath'd their Swords for lack of Argument; 
Diſhonour not your Mothers; now atteſt, 
That thoſe whom you call'd Fathers did beget you. 
Be Copy now to Men of groſſer Blood, 
And teachthem how to War; and you, good Yeomen, 
Whoſe Limbs were made in England, ſhew us here 
The mettle of your Paſture: Let us ſwear, 
That you are worth yo :r breeding, which I doubt not; 
For there is none of you ſo mean and baſe, 
(hat hath not noble luſtre in your Eyes. 
| {:e you ſtand like Greyhounds in the lips, 


Vraining upon the Start. The Game's a- foot: 


follow your Spirit; and upon this Charge, 
Cry, God for Harry, England, and St. George. 


Alarm, and Chambers go off. 
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Enter Nim, Bardolph, Piſtol, aud Boy, 
Bard. On, on, on, on, on, to the Breach, to the Breach, 
Nim. Pray thee, Corporal, ſtay, the Knocks are 100 


5 thei 
zoainſt 
to put 


hot; and for mine ewn part, I have not a Caſe of Liv:;: I muſt 
the humour of it is too hot, that is the very plain Song of i, u ge 
Piſt. The plain Song is moſt juſt; for humours do abound: N it 
Knocks go and come: God's Vaſſals drop and dye; and Sword 
and Shield, in bloody Field, doth win immortal Fame, Gow 
Boy. Wou'd I were in an Ale-houſe in London, I would Mines; 
give all my Fame for a Pot of Ale, and ſafety. Fil, 
Piſt, And I; if wiſhes would prevail with me, my pur good te 
poſe ſhould not fail with me; but thether would I hye. eG 
g Bop As duly, but not as tryly, as Bird doth fing on Wl; 3 
ough. Bic 
Enter Fluellen. * t 
Flu. Up to the breach, you Dogs; avant, you Culliors, þ if 
Piſt. Be merciful, great Duke, to men of Mould, abate Tm : 
the Siep 


thy Rage, abate thy manly Rage; abate thy Rage, great 
Duke. Good Bawcock, bate thy Rage, ule lenity, wee , ve 
Chuck. * 
Nim. Theſe be good humours; your Honour wins bad On 
M, 


- humours. Exeun, WM... 
Boy. As young as I am, I have obſerv'd theſe three oe 1 
Swaſhers. I am a Boy to them all three, but all they three, by 
though they would ſerve me, could not be Man to me; Pu 

for indeed three ſuch Antiques do not amount to 2 Man; Wil 
for Bardolph, he is white-liver'd, and red-fac'd; by the N 23 
means whereof, a faces it out, but fights not; for Piſtol he * v 
hath a killing Tongue, and a quiet Sword; by the meis hn. 0 þ 


whereof, a. breaks Words, and keeps whole Weapons; inc 

for Vim, he hath heard, that Men of few Words are tt 3 
beſt Men, and therefore he ſcorns to ſay his Prayers, leſt a 3 
ſhould be thought a Coward; but his few bad words dt iſh N 
matcht with as few good Deeds; for a never broke 40 -#; 
Man's head but his own, and that was againſt a Poſt, when "nx - 
he was drunk. They will ſteal any thing, and call it Pu- * © 
chaſe. Bardolph ſtole a Lnte-caſe, bore it twelve Leagdes þ Mine: 


and fold it for three ha!f-pence. Vim and Bardolps ate |. 

fworn Brothers in filching; and in Calice they it-le 4 He, r 0 

ſhovel; Iknew, by that piece of Service, the Men would cal} Bi... 25 
dne 


Ooals. They would have me as familiar with Mens Pockets 
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: their Gloves or their Hand- kerchers; which makes much 
zozinſt my Manhood, if I would take from another's Pocket, 
to put into mine; for it is plain pocketting up of Wrongs, 
I muſt leave them, and ſeek ſome better Service; their Vile 
ey goes againſt my weak Stomach, and therefore 1 muſt 


It | 
litt it up. Exit Boy. 
d: Enter Gower, 4 
rd Gower, Captain Fluellen, you muſt come preſently to the 
1 Mines; the Duke of Glouceſter would ſpeak with you. 

1 


Flu. To the Mines? Tell you the Duke, it is not fo 
good to come to the Mines; for look you, the Mines are 
rot according to the Diſciplines of War; the Concavitics of 
It is not ſufficient; for look you, th' adverſiry,: you ma 
diſcuſs unto the Duke, look you, is digt himſelf four _—_ 
under the Countermines; by Cheſh, I think a will plow up 
ill if there is not better directions. 


cer. The Duke of Gloncefter, to whom the Order of 
due Ee diege is given, is altogether directed by an /riſþ man, a 
a” very valiant Gentleman, Pfaith, 


Flu; It is Captain MMackmorrice, is it not? 

Gower, I think it be. 

Hu. By Cheſbu he is an Ass, as is in the World, I will 
eitie as much, in his Beard; he has no more directions in 
e true diſciplines of the Wars, look you, of the Roman 
ucipliner, than is a Puppy-dog. 


* Enter Mackmorrice, and Captain Jamy. 

V * Gower, Here a comes, and the Scots Captain, Captain 

f * Fam), with him. 

4 Fla. Captain Famy is a marvellous valorous Gentleman, 
. bit 15 certain, and of great expedition and knowledge in the 

** inciant Wars, upon my particular knowledge of his di- 

" * tions; by Che ſun he will maintain his Argument as well 

by Bay Military Man in the World, in the Diſciplines of the 

Mo nſtine Watis of the Komans. 

e * am). I ſtay gudday, Captain Fluellen. 

* Fla. Godden to your Worſhip, good Captain James. 

* Cover, How row, Captain Machimorrice, have you quit 

» „ Mines? have the Pioneers given o'er ? 

56 Mack, By Curiſh, Law, tiſh ii done; the Work iſh give 

\ cart ler, the Trompet ſ:urd the Retreat, By my hard I 


Far, and by my Fathers Soul, the Work iſh ill done; it 
iſh 


—__—— 2 — r 
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iſh give over; I would have blowed up the Town, ſo Chiiſh 
fave me, law, in an hour. O tiſh ill done, tiſh ill done; 
by my Hand tiſh ill done. 

Flu, Captain Mach morrice, I beſeech you now, vil 
you vouchſafe me, look you, a few diſputations with you, 
as partly touching or concerning the diſciplines of the Wa 
the Roman Wars, in the way of Argument, look you, and 
friendly communication; partly to ſatisfy my Opinion, and 
partly for the ſatisfaction, look you, of my Mind, as touch. 
ing the direction of the Military Diſcipline, that is the 
Point, . 

Jamy. It fall be vary gud, gud feith, gud Captens bath, 
and I 12 quit you with gud leve, as I may pick occaſion; 
that ſal I marry. 

Mach. It is no time to diſcourſe, ſo Chriſh ſave me: The 
Day is hot, and the Weather, and the Wars, and the King, 
and the Duke; it is not time to diſcourſe, the Town is be. 
ſeech'd; and the Trumpet calls us to the Breach, and ve 
talk, and by Chriſh do nothing, tis ſhame for us all; ſ God 
ſame *tis ſhame to ſtand ſtill, it is ſhame by my hand; ard 
there is Throats to be cut, and Works to be done, and there 
iſh nothing done, ſo Chriſh ſa'me law. 

Jamy. By the Mes, ere theiſe eyes of mine take themſelves 
to ſlomber, ayle de gud ſervice, or Ile ligge ith'ground for 
it; ay, or goto death; and Ile pay't as valorouſly as 1 mi) 
chat fal I ſurely do, the breff and the long; marry, I wadtul 
fain heard ſome queſtion *tween you tway. 

Flu. Captain Mach morrice, I think, look you, unde: 
your correction, there is not many of your Nation. 

Mack, Of my Nation? What iſh my Nation? Iſh a Vi. 
Jain, and a Baſtard, and a Knave, and a Raſcal? What iſ 
my Nation? Who talks of my Nation. | 

Flu. Look you, if you take the matter otherwiſe th" 
meant, Captain Machmorrice, peradventure I ſhall think you 
do not uſe me with that affability, as in diſcretion you auge 
to uſe me, look you, being as good a Man as your {ct bott 
in the diſciplines of Wars, and in the derivation of my birth, 
and in other particulars. | 

Mack, I do not know you ſo good a Man as my ſelf, U 
Chriſh ſave me, I will cut off your head. 


Gower, Gentlemen both, you vill miſtake each ab in) 
4 4 
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iſh amy. A, that's a foul fault. [.4 Parley ſounded, 

Gower, The Town ſounds a Parley. 

Fls. Captain Mackmorrice, when there is more better 
opportunity to be requir'd, look you, I will be ſo bold as 
on, WY to tell you, I know the diſciplines of War, and there is an 
1 Exeunt. 

Enter King Henry, and his Train before the Gates. 

* K. Henry. How yet reſolves the Governor of the Town? 
ch. This is the lateft Parle we will admit: 
he WY Therefore to our beſt mercy give your ſelves, 
Or like to Men proud of deſtruction, 
tb. Deße us to our worſt; for as I am a Soldier, 
Name that in my thoughts becomes me beſt; 
If I begin the batt'ry once again, 


The vill not leave the half-atchieved Harflenr, 

ing, Till in her aſhes ſhe lye buried. 

be. The Gates of Mercy ſhall be all ſhut up, 

| ve And the fleſh'd Soldier, rough and hard cf heart, 
Gods liberty of bloody hand, ſhall range 

Wich Conſcience wide as Hell, mowing like Graſs 
here WY Hour freſh fair Virgins, and your flowring Infants. 


What is it then to me, if impious War, 
Arraycd in flames like to the Prince of Fiende, 


Do with his ſmircht complexion all fell feats, 

mv, Ealinck to waſte and de ſolation? 

a Vbat ist to me, when you your ſelves are cauſa, 
If your pure Maidens fall into the hand 

unde! Of hot and forcing Violation ? 
What Rein can ho'd licentious Wickedne ſs, 

Vil When down the Hill he holds his edge Carer 

t iſh © May as bootleſs ſpend our vain Command 
Upon thi enraged Soldiers in their Spoil, 

han 1s As ſend Precepts to the Leviathan 

K you come a-ſhoar. Therefore, you men of Harfleur, 


1 pity of your Town and of your People, 
Vhiles yet my Soldiers are in my Command, 
are yet the cool and temperate Wind of Grace 
5 N the filthy and contagious Clouds 
- hezdy Muther, Spoil, ard Villany. 

dot; why in a moment look to ſce 


The blind and bloody Soldier, with foul hand | 
Deſire 
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Deſire the Locks of your ſhrill-ſhricking Daughters; Ali 
Your Fathers taken by the filver Beards, 1 Kat 
And their moſt reyerent Heads daſht to the Walls: Hand, 
Your naked Infants ſpitted upon Pikes, Ali 
While the mad Mothers, with their howls confus'd, Kat 
Do break the Clouds; as did the Wives of Jewry, Ali 
At Hereod's bloody-hunting ſlaughter- men. Kat 
What ſay you? Will you yield, and this avoid? Alic 
Or guilty in defence be thus deſtroy'd? Kat 
| Enter Governor, mots . 
Gov. Our expeRarion hith this day an end: Alic 
The Dauphin, of whom Succours we entreated, Kat 
Returns us, that his Powers are yet not ready, Nayles, 
To raiſe ſo great a Sicge. Therefore, great King, Alic 
We yield our Town and Lives to thy foft Mercy: Kit! 
Enter our Gates, difpoſe of us and ours, pelle 
For we no longer are defenſible. ; Alic 
K. Henry. Open your Gates: Come, Unkle Exeter, Kath 
Go you and enter Harſleur, there remain, Alic 
And fortifie it ſtrongly 'gainſt the French: Kath 
Uſe mercy to them all for us, dear Unkle. Alic 
The Winter coming on, and Sickneſs growing (es mots 
Upon our Soldiers, we will retire to Calais. Kath 
To night in Harfleur we will be your Gueſt, & en p. 
To morrow for the March we are addreſt. Alice 
[ Flowriſh, and enter the Town ſeipue, 
Euter Katherine and an old Gentlewoman. Kath 
Kath. Alice, tu as eſtè en Angleterre, & tu parlois bien # Fingre, 
Language. Alice 
Alice. Un peu, Madame. Kith. 
Kath. Fe te prie de menſeigner, il fant que j appreme“ Alice 
parler. Comment appelle vous la main en Anglois? | Kath, 
Alice, La main, il eſt appelle, de Hand, / gf ow 
ice, 


Kath, De Hand. 
Alice. Et le doyt. | Kath, 
Kath, Le doyt, me foy je oublie le doyt, mais je me Toa Wan? 


aray le doyt, je penſe quils ont appelle des fungres, ou) de fig Honne, 
Alice. La main, de Hand, le doyt, le Fingres, Je ee 
que je ſuis le bon eſcolier. © le Cou 
Kath, 7'ay gaione deux mots d Arglois viſtement, commes ry 

Ul / eck, 


eppelle wons les ongles ? 


Al > 
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Alice. Les ongles, les appellons de Nayles, 

Kath. De Nayles eſcontez, : dites moy, fi je parle biens de 
Hand, de Fingres, de Naples, 

Alice. C'eſt bien dit Madame, il eſt fort bon Anglois. 

Kath. Dires moy en Anglois le bras. 

Alice. De Arme, Madame. 

Kath, Et le Coude. 

Alice. D' Elbow. 

Kath. D'Elbow : Fe men faitz, la repetition de tons les 
mots que vour mavir apprins des a preſent. 

Alice, II eſt trop difficile Madame, comme je penſe. 


Kath. Excuſe moy Alice, eſcoute, d Hand, de Fingre, de 


Nayles, 4 Arme, de Bilbow. 
Alice. D' Elbow, Madame. 


Kath, O Seigneur Dieu, j: wen oublie d Ellom, comment 


appelle vous le col? 

Alice. De Necks Madame. 

Kath. De Neck, & le manton? 

Alice. De Chin. | 

Kath. De Sin, le col, de Neth : le manton, de Sin. 

Alice. Ouy. Sanf voſtre honneur en verite vous prononcies 
le; mots auſſi droitt, que le Natifs d Angleterre, 

Kath, Je ne doute point d'apprendre par la grace de Dieu, 
en pen de temps. | 
, Alice, N'avez vous pas deſia oubliè ce que je vous ay en- 
eine, 

Kath, Nen, je reciteray a vous promptement d' Hand, de 
Fingre, de Nayles, Madame. 

Alice, De Nayles, Madame. 

Kath. De Nayles, de Arme, de Ilbow. 

Alice. Sauf voſtre honneur d Elbow. 

Keith. Ainſs dis. je & Elbou, de Neck, de Sin : comment ar- 
pelle vous les pieds & de robe. 

Alice. Le Foot Madame, & le Count. 

Kath, Le Foot, & le Count: O Seigneur Dies ce ſont des 
„ mauvais, corruptible & impudique, & non pour les Damnes 
4 Honneur d'uſer: Je ne voudrois prononcer ces mots devant 
les Selgneurs de France, pour tout le monde! Il fant le Foot, 
e Count, neant moins. Fe reciteray un autrefois ma li pon 
ſemble, a Hand, de Fingre, de Nayles, d Arme, d Elbow, 
Weck, de Sin, de Foot, de Count. | 


Town 


bien | 


ennt ! 


Hier 


2 
[4 pen 


mer 


Ale Alice. 


| 
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Kath. C'eſt aſſex pour une fois, allons nous eu diſuer. Exeur, 
Enter the King of France, the Dauphin, Dube of Britain, th; 


Conſtable of France, and others, 
Fr. R. Tis certain he hath paſs'd the River Same. 
Cn. And if he be not fought withal, my Lord, 
Let us not live in France; let us quit all, 
And give our Vineyards to a Barbarous People. 
Dau. O Dieu vivant ! ſhall a few Sprays of us, 
The emptying of our Father's Luxury, 
Our Syens, put in Wild and Savage Stock, 
Spirt up ſo ſuddenly into the Clouds, 
And over-look their Grafters ? 
Brit. Normans, but Baſtard Normans, Norman Baſtards, 
Mort de ma vie, if thus they march along 
Unfought withal, but I will ſell my Dukedom, 
To buy a ſlobbry and a dirty Farm 
In that nook-ſhotten Iſle of Albion. 
Con. Dieu de Batailles) Where have they this Mettle? 
Is not their Climate foggy, raw, and dull? | 
On whom, as in de ſpight, the Sun looks pale, 
Killing their Fruit with Frowns? Can ſodden Water, 
A Drench for Sur-reyn'd Jades, their Barly-broth, 
Decoct their cold Blood to ſuch valiant heat? 
And ſhall our quick Blood ſpirited with Wine, 
Seem froſty? O! for the Honour of our Land, 
Let us not hang like roping Ificles 
Upon cur Houſes Thatch, whiles a more froſty People 
Sweat drojs of gallant Youth in our rich Fields: 
Poor we may call them, in their Native Lords. 
Dau. By Faith and Honour, 
Our Madams mock at us, and plainly fay, 
Our Mettle is bred ont, and they will give 
Their Bodies to the Luſt of Ergii/h Youth, 
To New-ſtore France with Biſtard Warriors. 
Brit. They bid us to the Exzliſh Dancing Schools, 
And teach Lavalta's high, and ſwiſt Curranto's, 
Saying, our Grace is only in our Heels, 
And that we are moſt lofry Run-aways, | 
Fr. King. Where is 7fontjoy, the Herald? ſpeed him hence, 
Let him greet England with our ſharp Defiance, 
Up Princes, and with Spirit of Honour edg'd, Me 
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More ſharper than your Swords, hie to the Field: 

t. Charles Delabreth, High Conſtable of France; 

e WH You Duke of Orleans, Bourbon, and of Berry, 
Alanſon, Brabant, Bar, and Burgund), 
Jaques Chatillion, Rambures, Vaudemont, 
Beaumont, Grandpree, Rouſſie, and Faulconbridge, 
Lojs, Leſtrale, Bouciquall, and Charaloys, | 
High Dukes, great Princes, Barons, Lords, and Kings; 
For your great Seats, now quit you of great ſhames: 
Bar Harry England, that ſweeps through our Land 
With Penons paipted in the Blood of Harflear : 
Ruſh on his Hoſt, as doth the melted Snow 
Upon the Vallies, whoſe low Vaſſal Seat 

% be 4þs doth ſpit, and void his rheum upon. 

Go down upon him, you have Power enough, 

And in a Captive Chariot, into Roan 

Bring him our Priſoner. 

Con, This becomes the Great. 

Sorry am I his Numbers are fo few, 

His Soldiers fick, and famiſht in their March: 

For I am ſure, when he ſhall ſee our Army, 

Hell drop his Heart into the ſink of Fear, 

ind for Atchievement, offer us his Ranſom. 

Fr. King, Therefore Lord Conſtable, haſte on Mountjcy, 

And let him ſay to England, that we ſend, 

To know what willing Ranſom he will give. 

Prince Dauphin, you ſhall ſtay with us in Roan. 

Das, Not I, I do beſ:ech your Mzjeſty. 

Fr. King. Be patient, for you ſhall remain with vs. 

Pow forth Lord Conſtable and Princes all; 


ind quickly bring us word of England's Fall. | Exeunt, þ 
| Enter Gower and Fluellcn, | 
Gow, How now, Captain Fluellen, come you fromthe Bridge? 1 


Fl. Laſſure you, there is very excellent Services com- | 

litted at the Bridge. 

Gow, Is the Duke of Exeter ſafe? | 

Fla. The Duke of Exeter is 28 magnanimous as Agamem- 

" and a Man that I love and honour with my Soul, and 
N Heart, and my Duty, and my Life, and my Living, and 

enct, WF! Utermoſt Power. He is not, God be praiſed and bleſſed, 


hurt in the World, but kteps the Bridge moſt valiantly, 
Moi Yor. III. — Aa | with 
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with excellent Diſcipline. There is an ancient Lieutenant 


there at the Bridge, I think in my very Conſcience he is: | 
Valiant a Man as ark Anthony, and he is a Man of no Eſti- 7 
mation in the World, but I did ſee him do as gallant Service. 7 
Gow. What do you call him? G 
Flu. He is call'd Ancient Piſtol, hay! 
Gow. I know him not. F, 
Enter Piſtol, | x5 70 

Flu, Here is the Man. he h 
Piſt. Captain, I thee beſeech to do me favours: The Duke zs ſe 
of Exeter doth love thee well. ' 7 
Flu. I, I praiſe God, and I have merited ſome love at his WM then 
hands. Lond, 


Piſt. Bardolph, a Soldier firm and ſound of Heart, and of Wi perf: 
buxom Valour, hath by cruel Fate, and giddy Fo:tune's fu- WF learn 
rious fickle Wheel, that Goddeſs blind, that ſtands upon the WW fuch 
rolling reſtleſs Stone came 


Flu, By your Patience, ancient Piſtol: Fortune is pꝛintd Wl the Er 
blind, with a Muffler before her Eyes, to ſignifie to you, BW of W, 
that Forrune 1s blind; and ſhe is painted alſo with a Whech what 3 
to ſignifie to you, which is the Moral of it, that ſhe is tutti Camp, 
and inconſtant, and mutability, and variation; and her Foo': is won; 
look you, is fixed upon a Spherical Stone, which r0w1' WM fach fl 
and rowles, and rowlcs; in good truth, the Poct males miſtog] 
molt excellent deſcription of it: Fortune is an excellent M,. Elu, 
ral, = not the 

Piſt. Fortune is Bardolph's Foe, and frowns on him; for he els; 1 
hath ſtoln a Pax, and Hanged muſt a be; Damned Death; bear yo 


let Gallows gape for Dog, let Man go free, and let ro from th 
Hemp his Wind=pipe ſuffocate ; but Exeter hath gie! 
the Doom of Death for Pax of little Price. Therefor: 
go ſpeak, the Duke will hear thy voice; and let not „ 
dolph's vital Thread be cut with edge of Penny- Cord, and V 
reproach. Speak Captain for his Life, and I will thee requi 
Flu. Ancient Piſtol, I do partly underfland your Mes“ 
ing. | 

Piſt. Why then rejoyce therefore. 44 

Flu. Certainly Ancient, it is not a thing to rejoice # 
for if, look you, he were my Brother, I would defire © 
Duke to uſe his good Pleaſure, and put him to Execute 
for Diſcipline ought to be uſed, 144 
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It Piſt. Die, and be damn'd, and Figo for thy Friendſhip, 
a$ Flu. It is well. | 


i- Piſt. The Fig of Spain. Exit Piſt, 


Flu, Very good, 
Gow. Why, this is an arrant counterfcit Raſcal, IT remem- 
ber him now; a Bawd, a Cut: purſe. 
Flu. I'll aſſure you, a utt'red as prave words at the Pridge, 
25 you ſhall ſee in a Summers Day; but it is very well; what 
he has ſpoke to me, that is well, L warrant you, when time 
ike Is ſerve, 
Gow, Why tis a Gull, a Fool, a Rogue, that now and 
his chen goes to the Wars, to grace himſelf at his return into 
London, under the form of a Soldier; and ſuch Fellows 373 
| of WM perfect in the Great Commanders Names, and they will 
fu- learn you by rote where Services were done; at ſach and 
the WW ſuch a Sconce, at ſuch a Breach, at ſuch a Con1oy; who 
came off bravely, who was ſhot, who diſgrac'd, whit terms 
nted the Enemy ſtood on; and this they con perfectly in the Phraſe 
of War, which they trick up with new- tuned Oaths; and 
what a Beard of the Generals Cut, and a horzid Sute of the 
Camp, will do among foaming Bottles, and Ale-waſh'd wits, 
Is wonderful to be thought on; but you muſt learn to know 


miſtook, 

Fly, I tell you what, Captain Gower; 1 do perceive he is 
not the Man that he would gladly make ſhew to the World 
be is; if I find a hole in his Coat, I will tell him my mind; 
hear yon, the King is coming, and I muſt ſpeak with him 
from the Pridge. 

Drum and Colours. Enter the King and his 
poor Soldiers. 
Flu. God pleſs your Majeſty. 

K. Henry, How now Flaellex, cam'ſt thou from the Bridge? 

Flu. I, fo pleaſe your Majeſty: The Duke of Exeter has 
very gallantly maintain'd the Pridge ; the French is gone 


mrry, th' athverſary was have poſſeſſion of the Pridge, but 
e if er forced to retire, and the Duke of Exeter is Maſter 
* the Pridge: I can tell your Majeſty, the Duke is a prave 
an, 
K. Henry, What Men have you loſt, Faellen ? 
8 Aa 2 | | Els, 


ſuch flanders of the Age, or elſe you may be marvellouſly 


. 
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off, look you, and there is gallant and moſt prave Paſſages ; 
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Flu. The perdition of th' athverſary hath becn very great, 


reaſonable great; marry for my part, I think the Duke hath K 
loſt never a Man, but one that is like to be executed for And 
Robbing a Church, one Bardolph, if your Majeſty know But 
the Man: His Face is all Bubukles, and Whelks, and Knobs Wil 
and flames a Fire, and his Lips blows at bis Noſe, and it i Tho 
like a Coal of Fire, ſometimes plue, and ſometimes red, but Unte 
his Noſe is executed, and his Fire's out. My! 


K. Henry. We would have all ſuch Offenders ſo cut off, My! 


and we give expreſs charge, that in gur March:s through Almo 
the Country, there be nothing compell'd ftiom the Villages; WBO 
nothing taken, but paid for; none of the French upbraided tho 
or abuſed in diſdainful Language; for when L. enity and Did r 
Cruelty play for a Kisgdom, the gentler Gameſtcr 1s the That 
ſooneſt Wu ner. Hath | 
Tuchet ſonnds, Enter Mcuntjoy. Go th. 

Mount. You know me by my Habit. [ thee? My R 
K. Henry. Well then, I know thee ; what ſhall I know of My At 
Mount. My Maſter's Mind. Yet G 
K. Henry. Unfold it, Thoug 
Mount. I his ſays my King: Say thou to Harry of Exy- Stand 1 
land, though we ſ-em'd dead, we did but ſlecp: Advan- Jod bj 
tage is a better Soldier than Raſhneſi, Tell hun, we could If we n 
have rebuk'd him at Har fleur, but that we thought not We (ſh; 
good to bruiſe an Injury, till it were full ripe. Now we Dilcolo 
ſpeak upon our Cue, and our Voice is imperial: England hall The ſu 
repent his Folly, ſee his Weaknef*, and admire our Sufte- We Wi] 
rance. Bid him therefore conſider of his Ranſom, which Nor as 
muſt proportion the Loſſes we have born, the Subjects we So tel ; 
have loſt, the Diſgrace we have digeſted; which in weight Mow 
to re-anſwer, his Pettineſ; would bow under. For out py 4 
H. 


Loſſes, his Exchequer is too poor; for th' e ffuſion of ou \ 
Blond, the Muſter of his Kingdom too faint a Number; lurch t. 


and for our Diſerace, his own Perſon kneeling at our Feeb Beyond 

but a weak and worthleſs Satisfaction. To this add Deſ- * ont 

ance; and tell him for concluſion, he hath betiay'd bis For Mer th 
lowers, whoſe Condemnation is pronounc'd. So far my King 14 

and Maſter; ſo much my Office, 1 Con, J 

X. Henry. What is thy Name? I know thy Quality. 1 d 

Mount. Honnt joy. hay . Y 

E his « 

K. Hem! Con, It 
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h K, e Thou do'ſt thy Office fairly. Turn thee back, 
And tell thy King, I do not ſeek him now, 
1 But could be willing to march on to Calais, 
4 Without impeachment; for to ſay the ſooth, 
3 Though *tis no Wiſdom to confeſs ſo much, 
K Unto an Enemy of Craft and Vantage, 
* My People are with Sickneſs much evf-ebled, 
F My Numbers leſſen'd; and thoſe few 1 have, 
h Almoſt no better than ſo many French; 


Who when they were in health, I tell thee, Herzl, 
F I thought, upon one pair of Exgliſh Legs 

; F Did march three Frenchmen. Yet forgive me, Ged, 
|. That I do brag thus; this your air of France 

Hath blown that Vice in me; I muſt repent. 

Go therefore tell thy Muſter, hare] am; 

My Ranſ-m is this frail and worthl. is Trunk; 


* My Army, but a weak and ſickly Guard: 

Yet God before, tell him we will come on, 

Though France himſelf, and ſuch another Neighbour 
- Stand in our way. There's for thy Labour, Alouni joy. 


* Jod bid thy Maſter well adviſe himſelf, 

10 If we may paſs, we will; if we be hindred, 

We (hill your tawny Ground with your red Blood 

Diſcolour; and ſo Mount joy fire you well, 

hall The ſum of all our Anſwer is but this; 

fe. BY We will not ſeck a Battel, as we are, 

dich Nor as we are, we ſay, we will not ſhun it: 

So tell your Maſter. 
Mount, I ſhall deliver ſo: Thanks to your Highneſs, | Exit, 
Glo, L hope they will not come upon us now. 

X. Henry, We are in God's hand, Brother, not in theirs : 

March to the Bridge, it now draws toward Nig/.t, 

Beyond the River well encamp our ſelves, 

Ard on to morrow bid them march away, [ Excunt, 

Enter the Conftable of France, the Lord Rambures, Orleans, 

Dauphin, with others. 

Con. Tut, I have the beſt Armour of the World; would 

it Were day. | | 
Ol. You have an excellent Armour; but let my Horſe 
we his due. | 
Cen, It is the beſt Horſe of Earope. 


Aa3 Ort. 
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Orl. Will it never be Morning? 

Dau. My Lo d of Orleans, and my Lord High Conſt:. 
ble, you talk of Horſe and Armour? | 

Or! You are as well provided of both, as any Prince in 
the World. 

Dau. What a long Night is this? I will not change my 
Horſ: with any that treads but on four Paſterns; ch'ha; he 
bounds from the Earth, as if his Entrails were hairs; Le 
Cheval volant, the Pegaſus, qu'il a les narines de feu. When 
I beitride him, I ſoar, I am a Hawk; he trots the Air; 
the Earth ſings, when he touches it; the baſeſt Horn of 
his Hoof is more Muſical than the Pipe of Hermes. 

Orl. He's of the colour of a Nutmeg. 

Dau, And of the heat of the Ginger. It is a Beall 
for Perſeus; he is pure Air and Fire; and the dull Ele- 
ments of Earth and Water never appear in him, but on- 
ly in patient ſtilneſs while his Rider amounts him; he 
is indeed a | Horſe, and all other Jades you may call 
Beaſts. | 

Con, Indeed my Lord, it is a moſt abſolute and excellent 
Horſe. 

Dau. It is the Prince of Palfrays, his Neigh is like the 
bidding of a Monarch, and his Countenance enforccs Ho: 

mage. 

65% No more, Couſin. 

Dau. Nay, the Man hath no wit, that cannot from the 
riſing of the Lark to the lodging of the Lamb, vary dee 
ſerved praiſe on my Palfray ; it is a Theme as fluent 3s thc 
S.: Turn the Sands into eloquent Tongues, and my Horle 
is argument for them all; *tis a ſubject for a Soverzign to 
reaſon on, and for a Sovcraign's Soveraign to ride on; and 
for the World, familiar to vs, and unkhown, to ley Ct 
their particular Functions, and wonder at him. I «nc 
writ a Sonnet in his praiſe and began thus, Vonder of 5'* 
Are 
Ort. I have heard a Sonnet begin fo to ones Miltreis. 

Das. Then did they imitate that, which I compos'd to 

ay Courſer, for my Horſe is my Miſtreſs. 
Orl. Your Miſtreis bears well 
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Dau. Me well, which is the pteſcript praiſe and perſe- 
2 Gion of a good and particular Miſtreſs- 

Con, Nay, for methought Yeſterday your Miſtreſs ſnrew d- 
in ly ſhook your back. 

Dax. So perhaps did yours, 
ny Con. Mine was not bridled. 
he Das, O then belike ſhe was old and gere, dd yo 
Le rode like a Kerne of Ireland, your French Bic off, any to 
your ſtrait Stroſſers. 
Con. You have good judgment in Horfemanſhip, 

Dax. Be warn'd by me then; they that ride fo, ard ride 
not warily, fall into foul Bogs ; I had rather have my Hurſe 
tomy Miſtreſs. 

Con. I had as lieve have my. Miſtreſs a Jade. 

Das. I tell thee, Conſtable, my Miſtreſs wears his own 
Hair, 

Con, I could make 2s true a Boaſt as that, if I had a Sow 
to my Miſtreſs, 

Dol. Le chien eſt retourne a ſon propre vomiſſement, & la 
trvie laute au bourbier; thou mak'ſt uſe of any thing, 

Cor, Yet do I not uſe my Horſe for my Miſtreſs, or any 
ſuch Proverb, ſo little kin to the purpoſe, 

Ram, My Lord Conſtable, the Armour that I ſaw in 
your Tent to Night, are thoſe Stars or Suns upon it? 

Con, Stars, my Lord, 

Dau. Some of them will fall to morrow, 1 hope. 

Con. And yet my Sky ſhall not want. 

Dau, That may be, for you bear a many ſuperfluouſly, 
and *twere more honour ſome were away. 

Con, Ev'n as your Horſe bears your praiſes, who would 
trot as well, were ſome of your brags diſmounted, 

Dau. Would I were able to load him with his deſert; 
Will it never be day? I will trot to morrow a Mile, and 
my way ſhal! be paved with Exgliſh Faces, 

Con, I will not ſay fo, for fear I ſhould be fac'd out of 
my way; bur I would it were Morning, for I would fain 
de about the Ears of the Engliſh, | 


| 2 Who will go Hazard with me for twenty Priſo- 
ders 


Aa4 Cam 


Friend ſhip. 
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Con. You muſt firſt go your ſelf to hazard, &er you haye 
them. 

Dan, Tis Mid- night, Ill go arm my ſelf. [Exit 

Orl. The Dauphin longs for Morning. 

Ram. He longs to eat the Engliſh. 

Con. I think he will eat all he kills. 

Orl. By the white Hand of my Lady, he's a galant 
Prince. | 

_ Swear by her Foot, that ſhe may tread out the 
Oath, 

Orl. He is ſimply the moſt active Gentleman of France, 

Con, Doing is activity, and he will ſtill be doing. 

Orl. He never did harm, that I heard cf. 

Con. Nor will do none to morrow ; he will keep that 
good Name ſtill, 

Orl. I know him to be valiant, 

Con. IT was told that, by one that knows him better than 

ou. 

Orl. What's he? 

Con. Marry, he told me ſo himſelf, and he ſaid he card 
not who knew it. 

Orl. He needs not, it is no hidden Virtue in him. 

Con. By my Faith, Sir, but it is; never any body ſaw 
it, but his Lacquey; *tis a hooded Valour, and when it 25 
pears, it will abate. 

Orl, IIl-will never ſaid well. 

Con. I will cap that Proverb with, There is Flatten i 


O-rl. And I will take up that with, Give the Devil bi 
due. 

Con. Well placd; there ſtands your Friend for the De. 
vil; have at the very Eye of that Proverb with, A Pr 
the Devil. 

Orl. You are the better at Proverbs, by how much 4 
Fool's Bolt is ſoon ſhot. 

Con. You have ſhot over. 

Orl. *Tis not the firſt time you were over-ſhot. 

Enter a Meſſenger. ” 

Meſſ. My Lord high Conſtable, the Exgliſh lye with 
fifieen hundred Paces of your Tents. 


Cox, Who hath meaſur'd the Ground? We 
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Meſſ, The Lord Granapree. 
1 a, valiant and moſt expert Gentlemar. Would it 
vi WM were day. Alas poor Harry of England; he longs not for 
the Dawning, as we do. a 
Orl. What a wretched and peeviſh Fellow is this King 
of England, to mope with his fat-brain'd Followers ſo far 
nt out of his knowledge. 
Con, If the Engliſh had any apprehenſion, they would run 
away. 
* Ot That they lack; for if their Heads had any intelle- 
ce. dual Armour, they could never wear any ſuch heavy Head- 
ieces. 
g Ram, That Iſland of England breeds very valiant Crea- 
that WY tures; their Maſtiffs are of unmatchable Courage. 
Orl. Fooliſh Curs, that run winking into the Mouth of 
2 Ruſſian Bear, and have their Heads cruſh'd like rotten Ap- 
than WY ples; you may as well ſey, that's a valiant Flea, that dare 
to eat his breakfiſt on the Lip of a Lior. 

con. Juſt, juſt; and the Men do ſympathize with the 
Maſtiffs, in robuſtious and rough coming on, leaving their 
Wits with their Wives; and then give them great Meals of 
Beef, and Iron and Stecl; they will eat like Wolves, and 
hehe like Devils. 

Orl. Ay, but theſe Engliſh are ſhrewdly out of Beef. 

On. Then ſhall we lind to morrow, they have only 
Stomachs to eat, and none to fight, Now is it time to arm; 
come, ſhall we about it? 

Orl, It is now two a Clock; but let me ſee, by ten 
We ſhall have each a hundred Engliſhmen, | Exennt. 
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Enter Chorus. 
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OW entertain Conjecture of a time, 
When creeping Murmur and the poring Dark 
Fills the wide Veſſel of the Univerſe, 
fem Camp to Camp, through the foul Womb of Ng 
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The Hum of either Army ſtilly ſounds, 

That the fixt Centinels almoſt receive 

The ſecret Whiſpers of each others Watch. 

Fire anſwers fire, and through their paly flames 
Each Battel ſces the others umber'd face. 

Steed threatens Steed, in high and boaſtfu! Neighs 
Piercing the Night's dull Ear; and from the Tents, 
The Armourers accompliſhing the Knights, 

With buſie Hammers cloſing Rivets up, 

Give dreadful Note of Preparation. 

The Country Cocks do crow, the Clocks do tow! ; 
And the third Hour of drouſie Morning nam'd, 
Proud of their Numbers, and ſecure in Soul, 

The confident and over-luſty French, 

Do the low-rated Evgliſh play at Dice: 

And chide the criple-tardy- gated Night, 

Who like a foul and ugly Witch do's limp 

So tediouſly away. The poor condemned ENI, 
Like Sacrifices, by their watchful Fires 

Sit patiently, and inly ruminate 

The Mornings Danger: and their geſture ſad, 
Inveſting lank-lean Checks, and War-worn Coats, 
Preſented them unto the gazing Moon 

So many horrid Ghoſts. O now who will bchold 
The Royal Captain of this ruin'd Band 

Walking from Watch to Watch, from Tent to Tent, 
Let him cry, Praiſe and Glory on his Head: 

For forth he goes, ard viſits all his Hoſt, 

Bids them good morrow with a modeſt Smile, 
And calls them Brothers, Friends, and Country- men. 
Upon his Royal Face there is no Note, 

How dread an Army hath enrounded him; 

Nor doth he Dedicate one jor of Colour 

Unto the weary and all- watched Night: 

But freſhly looks, and over-bears Attaint, 

With chearful Semblance, and ſweet Majeſty: 
That.every Wretch, pining and pale before, 
Beholdirg him, plucks Comfort from his Looks. 
A Largeſs univerſal, like the Sun, 

Hie liberal Eye doth give to every one, 

Thawing cold Fear, that mean and gentle all 
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hold, as miy Unworthineſs define, 
A little touch of Harry in the Night. 
1d ſo our Scene muſt to the Battel fly: 
Where, O for pity, we thall much diſgrace, 
With four or five moſt vile and ragged foils 
Right ill diſpos'd, in brawl ridiculous) 
The Name of Agincourt, Yet fit and ſee, 
Minding true things, by what their Mock'ries be, ¶ Exit. 
Enter King Henry, Bedford, and Glouceſter, 

K. Henry. Glo'ſter, tis true that we are in great danger, 
The greater therefore ſhould our Courage be. 
Good morrow, Brother Bedford : God Almighty, 
There is ſome Soul of Goodneſs in things Evil, 
Would Men obſervingly diſtil it out. 
For our bad Neighbour makes us carly Stirrers, 
Which is both Healthful, and good Husbandry, 
Beſides, they are our eutward Conſciences, 
And Preachers to us all; admoniſhing, 
That we ſhould dreſs us fairly for our end. 
Thus may we gather Honey from the Weed, 
And make a Moral of the Devil himſelf. 

Enter Erpingham. 

Good morrow, old Sir Thomas Erpingham : 
A good ſoft Pillow for that good white Head 
Were better, than a churliſh Turf of Fraxce. 
Erping. Not ſo my Liege, this Lodging likes me better, 
Ince I may ſay, now lye I like a King. 

X. King. Tis good for Men to love their preſent pain, 
Upon Example, fo the Spirit is caſed: 
And when the Mind is quickned, out of doubt 
The Organs, though Defun& and Dead before, 
Break up their drowſie Grave, and newly move 
With caſted ſlough, and fieſh celerity. 
Lerd me thy Cloak, Sir Thomas : Brothers both, 
Commend me to the Princes in our Camp: 
Do my good morrow to them, and anon 
Deſire them all to my Pavillion. 
Glo, We ſhall, my Liege. 
Erping. Shall [ attend your Grace? 
. Henry, No, my good Knight: 

o with my Brothers to my Lords of England: 
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I and my Boſom muſt debate a while, 
And then I would no other Company. 
Erp. The Lord in Heaven bleſs thee, noble Harry. | Exenn, 
K. Henry. God a mercy, old Heart, thou ſpeal'ſt chey. 
fully. 
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Enter Piſtol. 

Piſt. Qui Va la ? 

X. Henry; A Friend. 

Piſt. Diſcuſs unto me, art thou Officer, or art thou bi- 
common and popular ? | 

K. Henry. | am a Gentleman of a Company. 

Piſt. Trail ſt thou the puiſſant Pike? 

K. Henry. Even ſo: What are you? 

Piſt. As good a Gentleman as the Emperor. 

K. Henry. Then you are better than the King. 

Piſt. The King's a Bawcock, and a Heart of Gold, a La 
of Life, an Imp of Fame, of Parents good, of Filt molt v. 


liant: I kiſs his dirty Shooe, and from Heart-ſtring I lov wo 
the lovely Bully, What is thy Name? *. 
K. Henry. Harry le Roy. Faq 
Piſt. Le Roy: a Corniſh Name: Art thou of Corniſo Ce Y, 
X. Henry. No, I am a Welchman. | think 
Piſt. Know'ſt thou Fuellen? lere? 
K. Henry. Ves. K. 1 
Biſt. Tell him I'll knock his Leek about his Pate uh, ;.-, 
St. David's day. K 12. 
K. Henry. Do not you wear your Dagger in your Cp! ,,;, 
day, leſt he knock that about yours, . | 
Piſt., Art thou his Friend? x. te 
K. Henry, And his Kinſman too. d be wa 
Piſt. The Figo for thee then. Bates. 
X. Henry, I thack you: God be with you. | "A 
Piſt. My name is Piſtol call'd. 0 PP 
K. Henry, It forts well with your fierceneſs, The Vi, 
Manet King Her, to 
Enter Fluellen and Gower. n Con 
Gow, Captain Huellen. e eppear 
Flu. So, in the Name of Jeſu Chriſt, ſpeak fewer: l. Hunted 
the greateſt admiration in the univerſal World, when Me lte 
true and auncicnt Prerogatifes and Laws of the Wars U. dh, 


kept: If you would take the pains but to examine the W 
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if Powpey the Great, you ſhall find, I warrant you, that 

here 15 no tiddle taddle, nor pibble babble in Pempey s Camp: 

warrant YOu, you ſhall find the Ceremonies of the Wars, 

id the Cares of it, ard the Forms of it, and the Sobricty 

fir, and the Modeſty cf it, to be otherwiſe. 

Gow, Why, the Enemy is loud, you hear him all 

Night, 

. If the Enemy is an Aſc, and a Fool, and a prating 

oxcomb, is it meet, think you, that we ſhould alſo, look 

you, be an AFG, and a Fool, and a prating Coxcomb, in your 

wn Conſcience now 

Gow, L will ſpeak lower. 

fla. I pray. you, and beſeech you, that you will. [ Exeunt. 

K Hezry, Tho” it appear a little out of faſhion, 

acre 15 much Care and Valour in this Welchman. 

Enter three Soldiers, lohn Bates, Alexander Court, and 
Michal Williams. 

Court, Brother John Bates, is not that the Morning, which 

ters vonder? 

Bates, | think it be; but we have no great cauſe to de- 

Ire the approch of day. 

Malliums. We lee yonder the Beginning of the day, but 

lin we (hill never ſee the End of it. Who goes 

beit? 

K. Henry, A Frier d. 

ll. Under what Captain ſerve you? 

N. Henry, Under Sir John Erping ham. 

Will. A good old Commander, and a moſt kind Gentle- 

den: { pray you, what thinks he of our Eſtate? 

N. Heary, Even as Men wrack'd upon a Sand, that look 

Þ bc waſh'd off the next Tide. 

Bates, He hath not told his Thought to the King? 

A. Henry. No; nor is it meet he ſhould : For though I 

eit to you, I thing the King is but a Man, as I am: 

he Violet ſmells to him, as it doth to me; the Element 

deus to him, as it doth to me; all his Senſes have but hu- 

n Conditions, His Ceremonies laid by, in his Nakedreſs 

* Pprars but a Men; and tho' his Affections are higher 

Punted than ours, yet when they ſtoop they ſtoop with 

e ite Wing: Thercfore, when he ſecs -reafon of Fears, 

We do, his Fears, out of doubt, be of the fame reliſh as 

ours 
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ours are; yet, in reaſon, no Man ſhould poſſeſs him with ay unt 
appearance of Fear; leſt he, by ſhewing it, ſhould diſhearts; WM to ar 
his Army. of hi 
Bates, He may ſhew what outward Courage he will; bu, bot t. 
I believe, as cold a Night as tis, he could wiſh himſelf in the WY there 
Thames up to the Neck, and ſo I would he were, and I mn th 
him, ar ail Adventures, ſo we were quit here. ſpotte 
K. Henry. By my troth, I will ſpeak my Conſcience of of pr 
the King; 1 think he would not wiſh himſelf any where but ing V 
where he is. the M 
Bates, Then would he were here alone; fo ſhould he be Boſon 
ſure t: be ranſomed, and a many poor Mens Lives ſaved, Men | 
X. Henry. I dare ſay, you love him not ſo ill to wiſh hin nent; 
here alone; howlſvever, you ſpeak this to feel other M fly 
Mads. Methinks I could not die any where ſo contented u ſo that 
in the King's Company; his Cauſe being juſt, and his Qui Laws, 
re! honourable. Death, 
Mil. That's more than we know. fie th 
Bates. Ay, or more than we ſhould ſcek after, for ve de Ki, 


know enough, if we know we are the King's Subjects: Ifhis 7 of ti 
Cauſe be wrong, our Obedience tothe King wipes the Crime Fern 
of it out of us. Hul is 

Mal. But if the Cauſe be not good, the King himſi Wars, 
hath a heavy Reckoning to make, when all thoſe Legs, ud of his C 
Arms, and Heads chop'd off in a Batre}, ſhall join togetheſ #863 o. 
at the latter day, and cry all, V dy'd at ſuch a Place; ſom Preparat 
Swearing, ſome crying for aSurgeon; ſome upon their Wine to th 
left poor behind them; ſome upon the Debts they owe; ſon Ive that 
upon their Children rawly left: I am afear'd there are fe they ſhe 
die well that die in Battel; for how can they charitabiy cl Wil, 
poſe of any thing when Blood is their Argument? Nov, on 
theſe Men do not die well, it will be a black matter for tt | Bites, 
King, that led them to it, whom to diſobcy, were again determ 
all proportion of Subjection. K. He 

X. Henry. So, if a Son, that is by his Father fert 25 md. 
Merchandize, do ſinfully miſcarry upon the Sea, the 19%! 1 Ml. . 
tation of his Wickedneſs, by your Rule, ſhould be impoſe » Thre 
upon his Father that ſent him; or, if a Servant, under H e. 
Maſter's Command, tranſporting a ſum of Mony, be {ſa * Hen 
by Robbers, and die in many irreconcil'd Iniquities; J a 


may call the bufineſs of the Maſter the Author of the „ 
| aſt 
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wy vant's Damration ; but this is not ſo: The King is not bound 
[ter BY to anſwer the particular endings of his Soldiers, the Father 
of his Son, nor the Maſter of his Servant; for they purpoſe 
bu, WY rot their Death, when they purpoſe their Services. Beſides, 
dere is no King, be his Cauſe never fo ſpotleſs, if it come 
to the Arbitrement of Swords, can try it out with all un- 
ſpotted Soldiers: Some, peradventure, have on them the guilt 
of premeditated and contrived Murther; ſome, of beguil- 
ing Virgins with the broken Seals of Perjury; ſome, makin 
th: Wars their bulwark, that have before gored the gentle 
Bolom of Peace with Pillage and Robbery, Now, if theſe 
Mea have defeated the Law, and out-run Native Puniſh. 
ment; though they can out-{trip Men, they have no Wings 
to fly from God. War is his Beadle, War is his Vengeance; 


en that here Men are puniſh'd, for before breach of the King's 
Yu Ls, in now the King's Quarrel; where they feared the 


Death, they have born Life away, and where they would be 
ite they periſh, Then if they die unprovided, no more is 
the King guilty of their Damnation, that he was before guil- 
Jef rhoſ? Impictics, for the which they are now viſited. 
Lyery Subject's Duty is the King's, but every Subject's 
Fuß is his own. Therefore ſhould every Soldier in the 


im rs, as every ſick Man in his Bed, waſh every Moth out 
„ 1nd of his Conſcience: And dying ſo, Death is to him advan- 
gehe e; or not dy ing, the time was bleſſedly loſt, where in ſuch 
en eparztion was gained; and in him that eſcapes, it were not 
Wire n to think that making God ſo free an offer, lie let him out- 
bone that day to ſee his Greatneſe, and to teach others how 
re f Mould prepare. | 
yy di Will, Tis certain, every Man that dies ill, the ill is upon 
ow, Mos Head, the King is not to anſwer for it, 

for , 3er. I do not deſire he ſhonld anſwer for me, and yet 
191 determine to fight luſtily for him, 


i Henry, I my ſelf heard the King ſay, he would not be 


nom d. 


: in. Wl. Ay, he ſaid ſo, to make us fight chearfully; but when 
mpoſ Is roats are cut, he may be ranſom'd, and we ne'er the 
ider i l ab 
offalll - Henry. TFT live to ſee it, I will never truſt his word 
. 


Will, 
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Will. . You pay him then; that's a perilous ſhot out of u 
Elder-Gun, that a poor and private diſpleaſure can do again} 
a Monarch; you may as well go about to turn the Sun u 
Ice, with fanning in his Face with a' Peacock's Feather: 
You'll never truſt his Word after! Come, tis a ſoolill 
ſaying. 

X. Henry. Your Re proof is ſomething too round, I ſhoull 
be angry with you, if the time were convenient, 
Will, Let it be a Quarrel between us, if you live. 
X. Henry. I embrace it. 
Mill. How ſhall I know thee again? 
X. Henry. Give me any Gage of thine, and I will weir i 


in my Bonnet: Then it ever thou dar'ſt acknowledge it, | Mu. 0 
will make it my Quarrel. Ang bi 
Mill. Here's my Glove; give me another of thine, Think! 


K. Henry. There, 

Will. This will I alſ» wear in my Cap; if ever thou come 
to me, and ſay, after to marrow, This is my Glove, by thi 
Hand I will give thee a box on the Ear. 

X. Henry. If ever I live to ſee it I will challenge it. 

Will, Thou dar'ſt as well be hang'd. 

X. Henry, Well, I will do it, tho' I take thee in the King's 
Company. | 

Will. Keep thy Word : Fare thee wel!. 

Bates. Be Friend, you Engliſh Fools, be Friends; we have 
French Quarrels enow, if you could tell how to reckon. 

[ Exennt Soldiers 

K. Henry, Indeed, the French may lay twenty Freud No, not 
Crowns to one, they will beat us, for they bear them on their 
Shoulders; but it is no Engliſh Treaſon to cut French Crows 
and to morrow the King himſelf will be a Clipper. 
Upon the King! let us, our Lives, our Souls, 
Our Debts, our careful Wives, our Children, and 
Our Sins. lay on the King; he muſt bear all. 
O hard Condition, twin-born with Greatneſs, 
Subject to the breath of every Fool, whoſe Sen ſe 
No more can fee', but his own wrioging. 
What infinite heart-eaſe muſt Kings neglect, 
That private Men enjoy? 
And what have Kings that Privates have got too, 
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se Ceremony, ſave general Ceremony? 
ud what art thou, thou Idol Ceremony? 
what kind of God art thou? that ſuffer'ſt more 
of mortal Griefs than do thy Worſhippers. 
il hit are thy Rents? What are thy comings in? 
O Ceremony, ſhew me but thy worth: 
what! is thy Soul of Adoration ? : 
Art thou ought elſe but Place, Degree, and Form, 
Creating awe and fear in other Men? 
Wherein thou art leſs happy, being fear'd, 
Arb they in fearing. 
r 1! Nhat drink'ſt thou oft, inſtead of Homage ſweer, 
„ur poiſon'd Flattery? O be fick, great Greatneſs, 
And bid thy Ceremony give thee cure. 
Think'ſt thou the fiery Feaver will go out 
Vith Titles blown from Adulation? 
il it give place to flexure and low bending ? 
Can't thou, when thou command'ſt the beggars knee, 
Command the health of it? No, thou proud Dream, 
hou play'{ ſo ſubtilly with a King's Repoſe, 
lam a King that find thee; and I know, 
[is not the Balm, the Scepter, and the. Ball, 
de Sword, the Mace, the Crown Imperial, 
he enter=tiſſued Robe of Gold and Pearl, 
be farſed Title running fore the King, 
he Throne he fits on; nor the Tide of Pomp, 
hut beats upon the high ſhoar of this World: 
No, not all theſe thrice- gorgeous Ceremonies, 
0 2] theſe, laid in Bed Majeſtical, 
n ſlzep fo ſoundly as the wretched Slave: 
a0, with a Body filbd, and vacant Mind, 
ts him to reſt, cramm'd with diſtreſsful Bread, 
\cver ſees horrid Night, the Child of Hell: 
ut like a Lacquey, from the Riſe to Set, 
wens in the Eye of Phæbus; and all Night 
eps in Ehhſium; next day after dawn, 
th riſe ard help Hyperion to his Horſe, 
Vd f How. ſo the ever- running Year 
Ul profitable Labour to his Grave: 
* but for Ceremony, ſuch a Wretch, | 
ding up days with Toil, and Nights with Sleep, 
Vo . III, B b Had 
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Had the fore-hand and, vantage of a King, 
The Slave, a Member of the Country's peace, 
Enjoys it; but in groſs Brain little wots, 
What Watch the King keeps to maintain the Peace; 
Whoſe hours the Peaſant beſt advantages. 
Enter Erpingham. 

Erp. My Lord, your Nobles, jealous of your abſence, 
Seek through your Camp to find you. 

K. Henry, Good old Knight, collect them all together, 
At my Tent: I'll be before thee. 

Erp. I ſhall do't, my Lord. [ Exit, 
EK. Henry. O God of Battels, ſteel my Soldiers Hearts, 
Poſſeſs them not with Fear: Take from them now 
The ſenſe of reck'ning of the oppoſed Numbers: 

Pluck their Hearts from them. Not to day, O Lord, 

O not to day, think not upon the Fault 

My Father made, in compaſſing the Crown. 

I Richard's Body have interred new, 

And on it have beſtowed more contrite Tears 

Than from it iſſued forced drops of Blood. 

Five hundred poor I have in yearly pay, 

Who twice a day their wither'd Hands hold up 

Toward Heaven, to pardon Blood: | 

And I have built two Chauntries, 

Where the ſad and folemn Prieſts ſing ſtill 

For Richard's Soul, More will I do; 

Tho! all that I can do is nothing worth, 

Since that my Penitence comes after all, hut that 

Imploring Pardon. 

Enter Glouceſter. 

Glo. My Liege. 
K. Henry. My Brother Gloſter's Voice ? 

I know thy Errand, I will go with thee: 

The Day, my Friend, and all things ſtay for me. [Ex 
Enter the Dauphin, Orleans, Rambures, and Beaumont 
Orl. The Sun doth gild our Armour, up, my Lords. 
Dau. Monte Cheval: My Horſe, Valet Lacquay: Ha! 
rl. Oh brave Spirit | | 
Dai. Yoyer les Cienx & la terre. 
Orl. Rien puis le air & feu. 
Dau. Cien, Coulin Orleans. 
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Enter Conſtable. 
Now my Lord Conſtable! WE 4 
Con. Hark how our Steeds for preſent Service neigh. 
Dau. Mount them, and make Inciſion in their Hides, 
hat their hot Blood may ſpin in Exgl;ſþ Eyes, 
nd d' out them with ſuperfluous Courage: Ha! 
Ram. What, will you have them weep our Horſes Blood? 
How ſhall we then bekold their natural Tears? 
Enter Meſſenger. 
Meſ. The Engliſh are embattcll'd, you French Peers. 
Con, To Hock, you gallant Princes, ſtreight to Horſe, 
> but behold yond poor and ſtarved Band, 
\nd your fair ſhew ſhall ſuck away their Souls, 
eving them but the ſhales and husks of Men. 
here is not work enough for all our Hands, 
Karce Blood enough in all their ſickly Veins, 
Lo give each naked Curtle- ax a ſtain, 
That our French Gallants ſhall to day draw out, 
nd ſheath for lack of Sport. Let us but blow on them, 
(he vapour of our Valour will o'er-turn them. 
ls poſitive gainſt all exception, Lords, 
tat our ſuperfluous Lacqueys and our Peaſants, 
bo in unneceſſary action ſwarm * 
out our Squares of Battel, were enow 
o purge this Field of ſuch a hilding Foe, 
do we upon this Mountain's Baſis by 
ook ſtand, for idle Speculation : 
ut that our Honours muſt not. What's to ſay? 
very little little let us do; 
id all is done; then let the Trumpets ſound | 
e Tucket Sonuance, and the Note to mount: MK 
our approach ſhall ſo much dare the Field, iT 
* bat England ſhall couch down in fear, and yield- 
— Enter Grandpree. 
mot. 6:49, Why do you ſtay ſo long, my Lords of France? 
® I{ſlind Carrions, deſperate of their Bones, 
wvour'dly become the Morning Field: 
ir ragged Curtains poor ly are let looſe, 
id our Air ſhakes them paſſing ſcornfully. | 
8 Mars ſeems bankrupt in their beggar d Hoſt, 
d faintly through a ruſty Bever peeps, 
Bb 2 
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The Horſemen fit like fixed Candleſticks, 

With Torch-ſtaves in their Hand; and their poor Jade 

Lob down their Heads, drooping the Hide and Hips: 

The Gum down roping from their palc-dead Eyes, 

And in their pale dull Mouths the [ymold Bitt 

Lyes fou with chaw'd Graſs, ſtill and motionleſs; 

And their Exccutors, the knaviſh Crows, 

Fly o'er them, all impatient for their hour. 

Deſcription cannot ſuit it ſelf in words, 

To demoi;ſtrate the Life of ſuch a Bartel, 

In life fo liveleſs as it ſhews it (elf. 

Con. They have ſaid their Prayers, 

And they ſtay for Death. 

Dau. Shall we go ſend them Dinners, and freſh Sutcs, 

And give their faſting Horſes Provender, 

And after fight with them? 

Con, I ſtay but for my Guard : On, to the Field; 

I will the Banner from a Trumpet take, 

And uſe it for my haſte, Come, come away, 

The Sun is high, and we out-wear the day. [Ext 
Enter Glouceſter, Bedford, Exeter, Erpingham with all 
Hoſt, Salisbury and Weſtmorland. 

61. Where is the King? 
Bed. The King himſelf is rode to view their Battel. 

p Weſt. Of fighting Men they have full threcſcore tho 

and, 
Exe. There's five to ore, beſides they are all frelh, 
Sal. God's Arm fliike with us, 'tis a fearful odds. 

God be wi' you Princes all; I'll to my Charge: 

It we no more mect 'till we meet in Heaven, 

Then joyfully, my Noble Lord of Bedford, 

My dear Lord Glo ſter, and my good Lord Exeter, 

And my kind Kinſwan, Warriors all adieu. 
Bed. Farewel, good Salisbury, and good luck go with th 

And yet I do thee wrong, to mind thce of it, 

For thou art ſam'd of the firm truth of Valour. 3 
Exe. Fare wel, kind Lord: Fight valiantly to day. [Ex 
Bed. He is as full of Valour as of Kindncls, 

Princcly in both. 

Enter King Henry. 
liest. O that we now had here 
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But one ten thouſand of thoſe Men in England, 
That do no work to day. 
K. Henry. What's he that wiſhes (0? 
My Couſin Weſtmorland ? No, my fair Couſin : 
If we are mark'd to die, we are enow 
To do our Country loſs; and if to live, 

he fewer Men the greater ſhare of Honour. 
God's will, I pray thee wiſh not one Man more. 
By Jove, I am not covetous for Gold, 
Nor care I, who doth feed upon my coſt : 
It yerns me not, if Men my Garments wear; 
Such outward things dwell not in my detires : 
But if it be a Sin to covet Honour, | 
I :m the moſt offending Soul alive. 
No, faith, my Coz, wiſh not a Man from England: 
God's Peace, I would not loſe fo great an Honour, 
As one Man more methinks would thare from me, 
For the beſt hope I have. O, do not wiſh one more: 
Rither proclaim it (Weſtmorland) through my Hoſt, 
That he which bath no Stomach to this Fight, 
Let him depart, his Paſſport thall be made, 
And Crowns for Convoy put into his Purſe: 
We would not die in that Man's Company 
That fears his Fellowſhip to die with us. 
This day is call'd the Feaſt of Criſpian: 
He that out-lives this day, and comes fate Home, 
Will ſtand a tip-toe when this day is named, 
Aud rouze him at the Name of Criſpian: 
He that ſhall ſee this day, and Ive old Age, 
Will yearly on the Vigil feaſt his Neighbours, 
And ſay to morrow is Saint Criſpian: 
Then will he ſtrip his Sleeve, and ſhew his Scars: 
Old Men forget; yet all ſhall not be forgot; 
But hell remember, with advantages, ; 
What feats he did that day. Then ſhall our Names, 
familiar in his Mouth as houſhold Words, 

ry the King, Bedford ard Exeter, 
Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury and Gloſter, 
ve in their flowing Cups freſhly remembred. 
lis Story ſhall the good Man teach bis Son: 
And Criſpine Criſpian ſhall ne er go by, 
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From this Day to the ending of the World, 
But we in it ſhall be remembered; 
We few, we happy few, we band of Brothers: 
For he to day that ſheds his Blood with me, 
Shall be my Brother; be he ne'er fo vile, 
This day ſhall gentle his Condition, 
And Gentlemen in England now a-bed 
Shall think themſclves accurs'd they were not here; 
And hold their Manhoods cheap, whiles any ſpeaks, 
That fought with us upon St. Cri/piar's day. 
Enter Salisbury. 
Sal. My Sovereign Lord, beſtow your ſelf with ſpeed: 
The French are bravely in their Battels ſer, 
And will with all expedience charge on us. 
X. Henry, All things be ready, if our minds be ſo. 
Meſt. Periſh the Man whoſe Mind is backward now. 
K. Henry, Thou doſt not wiſh more help from Engl 
Coz? | 
Weſt. God will, my Liege, would you and I alone, 
Without more help, could fight this Royal Battel. 
K. Henry, Why now thou haſt unwiſh'd five thouſand Men 
Which likes me better than to wiſh us one. 
You know your Places: God be with you all. 
A Tucket ſounds, Euter Mountjoy. 
Mount. Once more I come to know of thee, King Har) 
If for thy Ranſom thou wilt now compound, 
Before thy moſt aſſured Overthrow : 
For certainly thou art ſo near the Gulf, 
Thou needs muſt be englutted. Beſides, in mercy, 
The Conſtable defires thee thou wilt mind 
Thy Followers of Repentance; that their Souls 
May make a peaceful and a ſweet retire | 
From off theſe Fields; where, Wretches, their poor Bodics 
Muſt lye and feſter. 
K. Henry. Who hath ſent the now? 
Mount. The Conftable of France. 
K. Henry. I pray thee bear my former Anſwer back: 
Bid them atchieve me, and then fell my Bones, 
Good God! why ſhould they mock poor Fellows thus? 
The Man that once did ſell the Lion's Skin 
While the Beaft liv'd, was kill'd with hunting him. F 
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And many of our Bodies ſhall, no doubt, 

Find Native Graves ; upon the which, I cruſt, 
Shall witneſs live in Braſs of this day's work. 

And thoſe that leave their valiant Bones in France, 
Dying ike Men, tho* buried in your Dunghils, 
Tay ſhall be fam'd; for there the Sun ſhall greet them, 
And d:aw their Honours reeking up to Heaven, 
Laving their earthly Parts to choak your Clime, 
The ſmell whereof ſhall breed a Plague in France, 
Mak then abounding Valour in our Engliſh: 

That being dead, like to the Bullets graling, 

B «ak out into a ſecond courſe of Miſchief, 

Kling in relapſe of Mortality. 

L-t me ſpeak proudly; tell the Conſtable, 

We are but Wirt iors for the working day; 

Our Gayneſs and our Gilt are all be- ſmirch'd 
With rainy marching in the painful Field. 

There's aot a piece of Feather in our Hoſt; 

God Argument, I hope, we will not flye : 

And time hath worn us into ſlovenry. 

But, by the Mals, our Hearts are in the trim: 

And my poor Soldiers tell me, yet cer night 
They'll be in freſher Robes, or they will pluck 
The gay new Coats o'er the French Soldiers Heads, 
And turn them out of Service. If they do this, 
And if God pleaſe they ſhall, my Ranſom then 
Will ſoon be levied. 

Herald, fave thou thy labour: 

Come thou no more for Ranſom, gentle Herald, 
They ſhall have none, I ſwear, but theſe my Joints: 


Which if they have, as I will leave em them, 


Shall yield them little, tell the Conſtable. 
Mon, I (hall, King Harry: And ſo fare thee well. 


Thou never ſhalt hear Herald any more, [ Exit. 
K. Henry, I fear thou wilt once more come again for a 
Ran ſom. 
Enter Vork. 


Tork, My Lord, moſt humbly on my Knee I beg 
The leading of the Vaward. 
X. Henry, Take it, brave Tork, 


Bb 4 Now 
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Now Soldiers, march away; 
And how thou pleaſeſt, God, diſpoſe the Day. | Extun, 
Alarm. Excurſions, Euter Piſtol, French Soldier, and Boy, 

Piſt. Yield, Cur. 

Fr. Sol. Fe penſe que vous eſtes le Gentil- home de bon 

ualitè. | 
. Piſt. Quality calmy ct: ture me. Art thou a Gentleman! 
What is thy Name? diſcuſs. 

Fr. Sol. O Seigneur Dieu! 

Piſt. O Signicur Dewe ſhould be a Gentleman: Perpend 
my words, O Signieur Dewe, and mark: O Signieur Deut, 
thou dieſt on point of Fox, except, O Signeur, thou do give 
to me egregious Ranſom. | 

Fr. Sol. O prennez miſericorde ayez, pitie de moy. 

Piſt, Moy ſhall not ſerve, I will have forty Moys; for! 
will _ thy rym out at thy Throat, in drops of Crimſon 
Blood. 

Fr. Sol. Eſc- il impeſſible d'eſchapper la force de ton bras, 

Piſt. Braſs, Cur? thou damned and luxurious Mountain 
Goat, offer'ſt me Braſs? 

Fr. Sol. O pardonnez moy. 

Piſt. Say'ſt thou me fo? is that a Ton of Moys? 
Come hither, Boy, ask me this Slave in French, what is bi 
Name. | 

Boy. Eſcoute comment eſtes vous appelle ? 

Fr, Sol. Monſieur le Fer. 


Boy. He iays his Name is Mr. Fer. Heart 
Piſt. Mr. Fer! Vil ter him, and ferk him, and ferret him: greateſt 
Diſcuſs the ſame in French unto him. lour th; 
Boy. I do not know the French for fer, and ferret, and My pa 
rk. both H 
Piſt. Bid him prepare, for I will cut his Throat. thing a 
Fr. Sol. Que dit-1l, Morfrenr? | the lug! 
Boy. Il me commande de vous dire que vous vou tene "rey of 
preſt, ear ce ſoldat icy eſt diſpoſge ont a cette heure de cue it bur | 
voſtre gorge. E. 

Piſt. Owy, cuppele gorge parmafoy pe ſant, unleſs thot 
give me Crowns, brave Crowns, or mangled ſhalt thou de Con. 
by this my Sword. | _ 
au, 
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Fr. Sol. O je vous ſupplie pour amour de Dieu, me par- 
. dunner, je ſuis Gentilhome de bonne maiſon, garde ma vie, & 
. Je vous donneray deux cents eſcus. 

Piſt. What are his words? 
on Boy. He prays you to fave his Life, he is a Gentleman of 

good Houſe, and for his Ranſom he will give you two 

1an! hundred Crowns, 
Pift, Tell him my fury ſhall abate, and I the Crowns will 


take. | 
hend Fr. Sol. Petit Monſieur que dit. il? 
we, Boy. Encore qu'il eſt contre ſon Furement, de pardonner 


give il c un priſonnier : neant moins pour les eſcus que voss Lay pro- 
mene x, il eſt content de vous donner la liberte de franchiſe. 

Fr. Sol. Sur mes genoux je voux donne milles remerciemens, 
& je me eſtime heureux que je ſuis tombe entre les mains d un 
Chevalier, je penſe, le plus brave, valiant, & tres eſtimee 
Sgneur d' Angleterre. 

Piſt. Expound unto me, Boy. 

Boy, He gives you upon his knees a thouſand thanks, and 
eſleems himſelf happy, that he hath fal'n into the hands of 
one, as he thinks, the moſt brave, valorous, and thrice- 
worthy Signeur of England. 

Piſt. As I ſuck Blood, I will ſome mercy ſhew, Follow 
me, 

Boy. Sui ve le grand Capitain. 
| did never know to woful a Voice iſſue from ſo empty a 
Heart; but the Song is true, the empty Veſſel makes the 
greꝛteſt ſound. Bardolf and Nim had ten times more Va- 
lour than this roaring Devil ith' old Play, that every one 
My pair his Nails with a wooden Dagger, and they are 
both Harg'd, and ſo would this be, if he durſt ſteal any 
thing adventurouſly, I muſt ſtay with the Lackics, with 
the luggage of our Camp, the French might have a good 
tene: Prey of us, if he knew of it, for there is none to Guard it 
e con" but Boys. Exit. 
Enter Conſtable, Orleans, Bourbon, Dauphin, 

and Rambures, 


Con. O Diable! 

Orl. O Signeur ! le jour eſt perdu, toute eſt perdu. 
| Dau, Mort de ma vie, all is confounded, a :-: 
Fr. d Reproach, and everlaſting ſhame 


Sits 
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Sits mocking in our Plumes. : A ſhort Alayn, 


O meſchante Fortune, do not run away. 
Can, Why, ali our Ranks are broke, 
Dax. O perdurable ſhame, let's ſtab our ſelves : 
Be theſe the Wretches that we play'd at Dice for? 
Orl. Is this the King we ſent to for his Ranſom? 

Bour. Shame, and eternal ſhame, nothing but ſhame! 

Let us fly in once more back again, 

And he that will not follow Bourbon now, 

Let him go hence, and with his Cap in hand, 
Like a baſe Pander, hold the Chamber-door, 
Whilſt by a baſe Slave, no gentler than my Dog, 
His faireſt Daugliter is contaminated. 

Con, Diſorder, that hath ſpoil'd us, Friend us now, 
Let us on heaps go offcr up our Lives. 

Orl. W: are enow yet living in the Field, 

To ſawther up the Engliſb in our Throngs 
If any order might be thought upon. 

Bour. The Devil take Order now, T'll to the throng ; 

Let Life be ſhort, elſe Shame will be too long, | Exewnt 
Alarm. Enter the King and his Train, 
| with Priſoners. 

K. Henry. Well have we done, thrice valiant Countrymen, 
But all's not done, yet keep the French the Field. 

Exe. The Duke of York commends him to your Majeſty. 

K. Henry. Lives he, good Uncle; thrice within this hour 
I ſaw him down; thrice up again, and fighting: 

From Helmet to the Spur all Blood he was. 

Exe, In which array, brave Soldier, doth he lye 
Larding the Plain; and by his bloody ſide, 
(Yoak-fellow to his Honour-owing wounds) 

The Noble Earl of Saffolk allo lyes. 

Suffolk firſt dyed, and Tork all hagled over 
Comes to him, where in gore he lay inſteeped, 
And takes him by the Beard, kiſſes the gaſhes, 
That bloodily did yawn upon his Face. 

He cries aloud: Tarry, my Couſin S»folk, 

My Soul ſhall thine keep company to Heaven: 
Tarry, ſweet Soul, for mine, then flye a- breaſt: 
As in this glorious and well-foughten Field 


We kept together in our Chevalry, 


— 
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Upon theſe words I came, and cheer'd him up; 
He (mil'd me in the Face, raught me his Hand, 
And with a feeble gripe, ſays, Dear my Lord, 
Commend my Service to my Soveraign 
$ did he turn, and over Suffolk's Neck 
He threw his wounded Arm, and kiſt his Lips, 
And ſo eſpous'd to Death, with Blood he ſeal'd 
A Teſtament of Noble-ending Love: 
The pretty and ſweet manner of it forc'd 
Thoſe waters from me, which I would have ſtop'd, 
But I had not much of Man in me, 
And all my Mother came into mine Eyes, 
Ard pave me up to Tears, 
X. Henry, I blame you not, 
For hearing this I muſt perforce compound 
With mixtful Eyes, or they will iſſue too, [ Alarm, 
But heark, what new Alarum 1s this ſame? 
The French have re-inforc'd their ſcatter'd Men: 
Then every Soldier kill his Priſoners. 
Give the word through. 
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Enter Fluellen and Gower. 
1 the poyes and the luggage, tis expreſly againſt the 


Law of Arms, tis as arrant a piece of Knavery, 
mark you now, as can be offer'd in your Conſcience now, 
i it not? 

Co. Tis certain, there's not a Boy left alive, and the 
Cowardly Raſcals that ran away from the Battel ha' done 
this Slaughter; beſides, they have burned and carried away 
il that was in the King's Tent, wherefore the King moſt wor- 


thily hath caus'd every Soldier to cut his Priſoner's Throat. 
O 't a gallant King. 


rn? 


vow, Alexander the Great. 


- you the Town's name, where Alexander the pig was 


Els. 


Fls, I, he was porn at Monmouth, Captain Gomer; what 
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Flu. Why 1 pray you, is not pig, great? The pig, or 
the great, or the mighty, or the huge, or the magnari- 
mous are all one reckonings, ſave the Phraſe is a little vatia- 
tions, 

Gow, I think Alexander the Great was born in AMa- 
cedon, his Father was called Philip of Macedon, as I take 
It, | 
Flu. I think it is in Macedon, where Alexander is porn: [ 
tell you Captain, if you look in the Maps of the Orld, I 
warrant that you fall find in the compariſons between A4. 
cedon and Monmonth, that the Siruations, look you, is beh 
alike. There is a River in Macedon, there is alſo more- 
over a River at Monmouth, it is caii'd Wye ut Monmouth; 
but it is out of my prains, hat is the name of the other 
River, but tis all one, tis as like as my Fingers to my Fingers, 
and there is Salmons in both. If you mark Alexander's Life 
well, Harry of Monmonth's Life is come after it indiff reit 
well, for there 1s Figures in all things. Alexander, God 
knows, and you know, in his rages, and his furies, and his 
wraths, and his cholers, and his moods, and his diſpleaſure, 
and his indignations, and alſo being a little intoxicates in his 
prains, did in his Ales and his Angers, look you, kill his belt 
Friend Cytus. 

Gow. Our King is not like him in that, he never kill's 
any of his Friends. 

Flu. It is not well done, mark you now, to take the 
Tales out of my Mouth, Cer it is made and finiſhed. I ſpeak 
but in the Figures, and Compariſons of it; as Alexanan 
kill'd his Friend Chews, being in his Ales and his Cups; 1 
alſo Harry Monmouth beng in his right wits, and his good 
judgments, turn'd away the fat Knight wich the great bel 
Doublet: he was full of jeſt, and gypes, and knaveries, nd 
mocks, I have forgor his name, | 

Gow. Sir John Falſtaff 

Flu. That is he: I'll tell you, there is good Men porn ® 
Monmouth. | | 

| Gow. Here comes his Maj: ſty, 

Alarum. Enter King Harry and Bourbon with Pri nir 
| Lords and Attendants, Flouriſh. 
K. Henry. I was not angry ſince I came to France, 

Until this inſtant. Take a Trumpet, Herald, 


Rice 


Of their dead Bodies. 
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Ride thou unto the Horſemen on yond Hill: 
If they will fight with us, bid them come down, 
Or void the Field; they do offend our fight. 
If they'll do neither, we will come to them, 
And make them sker away, as ſwift as ſtones 
Erforced from the old AHrian Slings: 
Beſides we'll cut the Throats of thoſe we have, 
And not a Man of them that we ſhall take, 
Shall taſte our Mercy. Go and tell them ſo. 
| Enter Mountjoy. 
Exe, Here comes the Herald of the French, wy Liege, 
Glo. His Eyes are humbler than they us'd to be. 
K. Henry, How now, what means their Herald? Know'ft 
thou not, 
That I have fin'd theſe Bones of mine for Ranſom # 
Com'ſt thou again for Ranſom? 
Mount, No, great King: 
I come to thee for charitable Licenſe, 
That we may wander o'er this bloody Field, 
To book our dead, and then to bury them: 
To fort our Nobles from our common Men; 
For many of cur Princes, woe the while, 
Lye drown'd ard ſoak'd in mercenary Blood : 
So do our vulgar drench their peaſant Limbs 
In blood of Princes, and with wounded Steeds 
Fret fet-lock deep in gore, and with wild rage 
Yerk out their armed heels at their dead Maſters, 
Killing them twice. O give us leave, great King, 
To view the Field in ſafety, and diſpoſe 
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K. Henry, I tell thee truly, Herald, 
I know not whether the day be ours or no, 
For yet a many of your Horſemen peer, 
And gallop o'er the Field. 

Mount. The day is yours. 

. Henry, Praiſed be God, and not our ſtrength for it: 
Whar is this Caſtle call'd, that ſtands hard by 2 

Mount. They call it Agincourt. 

K. Henry, Then call we this te Field of Agincourt, 
Fought on the day of Criſpin Criſpianue. 


——— —— — I 
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Flu, Your Grandfather of famous Memory, an't pleaſe Fl. 
your Majeſty, and your great Unkl: Edward the Plick Myel 
Prince of Wales, as I have read in the Chronicles, fought K, 
moſt prave pattle here in France. Sort, 

K. Henry. They did, Fluellen. Flu 

Flu, Your Majeſty ſays very true: If your Mejeſties is re. L=. 
membred of it, the Melchmen did good ſervice in a Gard race 
where Leeks did grow, wearing Leeks in their 1ſonmouh jurd, 
Caps, which your Majeſty know to this hour is an honourz and a 
ble Padge of the ſervice; and I do believe your Majeſty Groun 
takes no ſcorn to wear the Leek upon St. Tavie's day. 


X. Henry. I wear it for a memorable Honour: the Fe 
For I am Welch, you know, good Countryman. Will. 
Flu. All the Water in Wye cannot waſh your Majeſties K. 1 
Welſh plood out of your pody, I can tell you that: God Will 
pleſs, and preſerve it, as long as it pleaſes his Grace, and Flu, 
his Majeſty roo. and lite 
K. Henry, Thanks, good my Countryman, X. H 
Fla. By Jeſhu, I am your Mijeſties Countryman, I care Wl. 
ot who know it: I will confeſs it to all the Orld, I need K. H 
not to be aſhamed of your Majeſty, praiſed be God, ſo long ind ſtic 
as your Mijcſty is an honeſt Man. Own ti 
K. Henry. God keep me ſo. Man ch 
Enter William. my to « 
Our Heralds go with him, bim, ar 
Bring me juſt notice of the numbers dead Fl, 
On both our Parts. Call yonder Fellow hither. Gfir'd | 
Exe. Soldier, you muft come-to the King. Man, tl 
X. Henry. Soldier, why wear'ſt thou that Glove in thy Cap? * 
afe 


Will. And't pleaſe your Majeſty, *tis the Gage of one that 
I ſhould fight withal, if he be alive, 

L. Henry. An Engliſhman ? | 

Will, An't pleaſe your Majeſty, a Raſcal that ſwagger'd 
with me laſt night; who if alive, and ever dare to challenge 
this Glove, I have ſworn to take him a box o'th'ear; Of 
if I can ſce my Glove in his Cap, which he ſwore as be 
was a Soldier he would wear, (if alive) will ſtrike it out 
ſourdly. | | 

X. Henry. What think you, Captain Huuellen, is it fic this 


Soldier keep his Oath 7 
Fin, 
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Ela. He is a Craven anda Villain elſe, and't pleaſe your 
Majeſty, in my Conſcience, 
K. Henry. It may be, his Enemy is a Gentleman of great 
be — grea 
Sort, quite from the anſwer of his Degree. 


Flu, Though he be as good a Jentleman as the Devil is, 


3 Lucifer and Belzebub himſelf, it is neceſſary, look your 

Grace, that he keep his Vow and his Oath: If he be per- 

i WW 1rd ſee you now, his Reputation is as arrant a Villain 

n and a Jack ſawce, as ever his black ſhoo trod upon God's 

n Ground, and his Earth, in my Conſcience, Law. 

) K. Henry. Then keep thy Vow, Sirrah, when thou mect'ſt 
the Fellow. 

Mil. So I will, my Liege, as I live. 

K. Henry, Who ſerv'ſt thou under? 

Wil. Under Captain Gower, my Liege. 

Fla. Gower is a good Captain, and is good knowledge 
ind literatured in the Wars. 

K. Henry. Call him hither to me, Soldier. 

Mul. I will, my Liege. [ Exit, 

K. Henry, Here Fluellun, wear thou this Favour for me, 
nd ſtick it in thy Cap; when Alanſon and my ſelf were 
down rogether, I pluck'd this Glove from his Helm; if any 
Man challenge this, he is a Friend to Alauſon, and an Ene- 
my to our Perſons; if thou encounter any ſuch, apprehend 
him, and thou do'ſt me love. 

Hu, Your Grace does me as great Honours, as can be 
deſu'd in the Hearts of his Subjects: I would fain ſee the 
Mzn, that has but two Legs, that ſhall find himſelf agriev'd 
| this Glove; that is all; but I would fain ſee it once, and 
pleaſe God of his Grace that I might ſee, 

X. Henry, Know'ſt thou Gower ? 

Hu. He is my dear Friend, and pleaſe you. 

X. Henry, Pray thee go ſeek him, and bring him to my Tent. 

Fla, I will fetch him. [ Exit. 

K, Henry. My Lord of Warwick, and my Brother Glo'fter, 
Follow Flzellen cloſely at the Heels, | 

ie Gloye which I have given him for a Favour 
May haply purchaſe him a Box o'th' Ear. 
| is the Soldier's; I by bargain ſhould 
Vea it my ſelf, Follow, good Couſin Warwick: 

I! that the Soldier ſtrike him, as I judge 
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By this blunt bearing, he will keep his Word; 
Some ſudden miſchief may ariſe of it: 
For I do know Fluellen valiant, 
And touch'd with Choler, hor as Gunpowder, 
And quickly will return an Injury, 
Follow, and ſee there be not harm between them. 
Go you with me, Uncle of Exeter. [ Exeunt, 
Enter Gower and Williams. 
Will, I warrant it is to Knight you, Captain. 
Enter Fluellen, Look 

Flu. God's Will, and his Plezſure, Captain, I beſeech Wh," 

you now, come apace to the King: There is more good to- ¶ And tl 


_ you peradventure, than is in your knowledge to dream Flu, 
of. 
Will, Sir, know you this Glove? Im 
Flu. Know the Glove? I know the Glove is a Glove. Wal 
Will. I know this, and thus I challenge it. | Strikes hin. Wye, can 
Flu. *Sbud, an arrant Traitor as any's in the Univelil *. 2 
World, or in France, or in England. Wl, 
Gower. How now, Sir} you Villain, Pear'd 
Will. Do you think I'll be forſworn ? your @ 
Flu. Stand away, Captain Gower, I will give Treaſon his Niue: rh 
payment into Plows, I warrant you. File, an 


Will. I am no Traitor. | 
Flu. That's a Lie in thy Throat. I charge you in his 
Majeſty's Name apprehend him, he's a Friend of the Duke 
Alanſon's. 
Euter Warwick aud Glouceſter. 

War. How now, how now, what's the matter? 

Flu. My Lord of Warwick, here is, praiſed be God for 
it, a moſt contagious Treaſon come to light, look you, © 
you ſhall defire in a Summer's Day. Here is his Majeſty. 

Enter King Henry and Exeter. 

K. Henry. How now, what's the matter? 

Flu. My Liege, here is a Villain and a Traitor, thi 
look your Grace, hi's ſtruck the Glove which your Majeſty 
is take out of the Helmet of Alanſon. 

mill. My Liege, this was my Glove, here is the Feliow 
of it; and he that I gave it to in change, promis'd to VP 


it in his Cap; I promis'd to ſtrike him, if he did; ! * 


nt. 
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Man with my Glove in his Cap, and I have been as good 
my word. 8 | 

Flu. Your Majeſty hear now, faving your Majeſty's Man- 
hood, what an arrant, raſcally, beggarly, lowſie Knave it 
is; I hope your Majeſty is pear me Teſtimony and Wit- 
neſs, and will avouchment, that this is the Glove of A. 
ſon, that your Majeſty is give me, in your Conſcience 
now, | 
K. Henry. Give me thy Glove, Soldier; 

Look, here is the fellow of it: 
Twas I indeed thou promiſedſt to ſtrike, 
And thou haſt given me moſt bitter terms. : 
Flu. And pleaſe your Majeſty, let his Neck anſwer for it, 
if there is any Marſhal Law in the World. 
K. Henry, How canſt thou make me Satisfaction? 
Will, All Offences, my Lord, come from the Heart; ne- 
ver came any from mine, that might offend your Majeſty, 
K. Henry, It was our ſelf thou didſt abuſe. 
Wi, Your Majeſty came not like your ſelſ; you ap- 
per'd to me but as a common Man; witneſs the Night, 
your Garments, your Lowlineſs; and what your Highneſs 
ufer d under that ſhape, I beſeech you take it for your 
Kult, and not mine; for had you been as I took you ſor, 
| made no offence; therefore I beſeech your Highneſs 
pudon me, | 
K. Henry, Here, Uncle Exeter, fill this Glove with Crowns, 
nd give it to this Fellow. Keep it Fellow, 
ind wear it for an Honour in thy Cap, 
Til I do challenge it. Give him the Crowns: 

nd, Captain, you muſt needs be Friends with him. 

Flu. By this Day, and this Light, the Fellow has mettle 
"ph in his Body; hold, there is twelve-pence for you, 
dN YOu ſerve God, and keep you out of prawls and 
les, and quarrels and diſſentions, and I warrant you it 
the better for you, 

* vill none of your Mony. | 

— It is with a 2 will; I can tell you it will ferve 
C + ra your Shooes; come, wherefore ſhould you be 
K ul; your Shoes is not ſo good; tis à good Silling 

"ant Jon, or I will change it. 
Vor. III. k Cc 


Exter 


8 _— ——ä— — — —— — „* e- — 


— — 


— 9 — 


— - — — — — 


— _ — —— DO - — -  ——— — - 
— — = 


Beaumont and Marle, Vaudemont and Leſtrale. 


1362 The LIFE of 


Enter Herald. On e 
K. Henry. Now Herald, are the dead numbred? For i 
Her. Here is the number of the flaughter'd French. Ex 


X. Henry. What Priſoners of good ſort are taken, Uncle? X. 

Exe. Charles Duke of Orleans, Nephew to the King; And 
John Duke of Bourbon, and Lord Bouchiquald: To b 
Of other Lords and Barons, Knights and Squires, i 
Full fifteen hundred, beſides common Men. 


K. Henry. This Note doth tell me of ten thouſand Fri many 
That in the Field lye ſlain ; of Princes in this number, X. 
And Nobles bearing Banners, there lye dead That 


One hundred twenty ſix; added to theſe, 


Of _— Eſquires, and gallant Gentlemen, K. 
Eight thouſand and four hundred ; of the which, Let th 
Five hundred were but yeſterday dubb'd Knights: The de 
So that in theſe ten thouſand they have loſt, And th 
There are bu: ſixteen hundred Mercenaries: Where 
The reſt are Princes, Barons, Lords, Knights, Squires, 


And Gentlemen of Blood and Quality. 

The Names of thoſe their Nobles that lye dead: 
Charles Delabreth, High Conſtable of France, 

Jaques of Chatilion, Admiral of France, 

The Maſter of the Croſs-Bows, Lord Ramberes, 
Great Maſter of France, the brave Sir Gaichard Dawphin 
Johr Duke of Alenſon, Anthonio Duke of Brabant, 
The Brother to the Duke of Bxrgunay, 

And Edward Duke of Barr: Of luſty Earls, 
Grandpree and Rouſſie, Faulconbridge and Foyes, 


* 


Here was a Royal Fellowſhip of Death. 
Where is the number of dur Engli ſb dead? 
Edward the Duke of York, the Earl of Suffolk, 
Sir Richard Ketley, Davy Gam Eſquire; 

None elſe of Name; and of all other Men, 

Bt five and twenty, | 

O God, thy A:m was here : 

And not to vs, but to thy Arm alone, 
Aſcribe we all. When, without ſtratagem, 
But in plain ſhock, and even play of Battel, 
Was ever known ſo great and little Loſs? 
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On one part and On th other, take it, God, 
For it is none's, but thine. 
Exe, Tis wonderful, | 
K. Henry. Come, go we in Proceſſion to the Village: 
And be it death proclaimed through our Hoſt, 
To boaſt of this, or take that Praiſe from God, 
Which is his only. 
Flu, Is it not lawful, and pleaſe your Mijeſty, to tell how 
many is kill'd? 
K. Henry. Yes, Captain; but with this acknowledgment, 
That God fought for us. 
Flu, Yes, my conſcience, he did us great good. 
K. Henry. Do we all holy Rights; 
Let there be ſung Vos nobis, and Te Deum, 
The dead with charity enclos'd in Clay: 
And then to Calais, and to England then, 
Where ne'er from France arriv'd more happy Men. [ Exeunt. 
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Enter Chorus, 


Ouchſafe to thoſe that have not read the Story, 

That I may prompt them; and of ſuch as have, 
I humbly pray them to admit th' excuſe = 
Of time, of numbers, and due courſe of things, 

nich cannot in their huge and proper Life 
here preſented, Now we bear the King | 
oward Calais: Grant him there; and there being ſeen, 
tive him away upon your winged thoughts, 
wat the Sea: Behold the Engliſh beach 
"© in che flood, with Men, with Wives, and Boys, 

of ſhouts and claps out - voice the deep-mouth'd Sea; 
bich like a mighty Whiffler fore the King 
ms to Prepare his way; So let him land, 
nd olemnly ſee him ſet on to London. 
o Iwift a pace hath Thought, that even now 
* May imagine him upon Black-Heath : 
' * that his Lords defire him, to have born 

druiſed Helmet, and his bended Sword 


Cc 3 : Before 
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Before him, through the City; he forbids it; 
Being free from V. inneſs, and fel{-glorious Pride: 
Giving full Trophy, Signal, and Oftent, 
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Quite from himſelf, to God. But now behold, 

In the quick Forge and working-houſe of Thought, 
How London doth pour out her Citizens, 

The Mayor, and all his Brethren in beſt ſore 

Like to the Senators of th' antique Rome, 

With the Plebeians (warming at their Heels, 

Go forth and fetch their cor qu'ring Ceſar in: 

As by a lower, but loving likelihood, 

Were now the General of our gracious Empreſs, 
As in good time he may, from Ireland comin 
Bringing Rebellion broached on his Sword; 

How many would the peaceful City quit, 

To welcome him? much more, and much more cauſe, 
Did they this Harry. Now in London place him. 
As yet the Lamentation of the French 

Invites the King of England's ſtay at home: 

The Emperoi's coming in behalf of France, 

To order Peace between them; and omit 

All the eccurrences, what ever chanc'd, 

Till Harry's back return again to France: 

There muſt we bring him; and my ſelf have play d 
The Interim, by remembring you 'tis paſt, 

Then brook Abridgement, and your Eyes advance, 


After your Thoughts, ſtraight back again to France. | Exi 


Enter Fluellen and Gower, 
Gow, Nay, that's right; but why wear you your Lt 
to day ? St. David's day is paſt, | 
Flu. There is occaſions and cauſes why, and Whercſo 
in all things; Iwill tell you aſſe a Friend, Captain Gow 
the raſcally, ſcauld, beggarly, lowſie, pragging Knave 


fol, which, you and your ſelf, and all the World know! 


be no petter than a Fellow, look you now, of no merits; | 
is come to me, and prings me Pread and Salt yclter0! 
look you, and bid me «cat my Leck; it was in a place e 
I could not breed no contention with him; but I wil 
ſo pold as to wear it in my Cap 'till I ſee him once 3; 
and then I will tell him a little piece of my deſirts. 


Ei 
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Enter Piſtol. 

Gow. Why, here he comes, ſwelling like a Tu. ky- cock. 

Ha. Tis no matter for his ſwelling, nor his Turky-cocks. 
God pleſſe you aunchient Piſtol : You ſcurvy lowſie Knave, 
God pleſſe you. | 

Pit, Ha! art thou Bedlam? Doſt thou thirſt, baſe Trojan, 
t» have me fold up Parcas fatal Web? Hence; I am qualmiſh 
u the ſmell of a Leek. 

Hu. I beſeech you heartily, ſcurvy lowſie Kaave, at my 
Defires, and my Requeſts, and my Petitions, to eat, look 
you, this Leek, becauſe, look you, you do not love it, nor 
your Affections, and your Appetites, and your Digeſtions 
does not agree with it; I would defire you to eat it. 

piſt. Not for Cadwallader and all his Goats. 

Flu. There is a Goat for you, [ Strikes him. 
Will you be ſo good, ſcald Knave, as cat it? 

Piſt. Baſe Trojan, thou ſhalt dye. 

Fly. You ſay very true, ſcald Knave, when God's will is: 
I will defire you to live in the mean time, and eat your Vi- 
ctua's; come, there is Sawce for it. You call'd me yeſter- 
cy Mountain-Squire, but I will make you to day a Squire 
f low degree. I pray you fall to; if you can mock a Leek, 
you can eat a Leek. 

Gow, Enough, Captain, you have aſtoniſh'd him. 

Flu. I fay I will make him eat ſome part of my Leek, or 
will peat his Pate four days: Pite, I pray you, it is good 
I your green Wound, and your ploody Coxcomb. 
Pit, Muſt I bite? 
Flu. Yes certainly, and out of doubt, and out of queſtion 
09, and ambiguities. | 
Piſt, By this Leek, I will moſt horribly revenge; I eat, 
Nd eat I ſwearen 
Flu. Eat, I pray you; will vou have ſome more Sawceto 
dur Leck: There is not enough Leek to (wear by. 

Pit, Quiet thy Cudgel, thou doſt ſee I eat, 

Flu. Much good do you, ſcald Knave, heartily. Nay, pray 
du throw none away, the Skin is good for your broken 
comb: When you take occaſions to ſe Leeks hereafter 
Pay you mock at em, that's all. 

Pit, Good, | 


CE2 Flu 
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Flu. Ay, Leeks is good; hold you, there is a Groato 
heal your Pate. Moſt 
Piſt. Me a Groat ? So ar 
Flu. Yes, verily, and in truth you ſhall take it, or I have 0. 
another Leek in my Pocket, which you ſhall eat, Of t; 
Piſt. I take thy Groat in earneſt of Revenge. As we 


Hu. II I owe you any thing, I will pay you in Cudgel, 
you ſhall be a Woodmonger, and buy nothing of ms but 
Cudgels: God be wi' you, and keep you, and heal your Pare, 

| | Exit 


Your 


Piſt. All Hell ſhall ſtir for this. 
Gow, Go, go, you are a counterfeit cowardly Knave: Wil 


you mock at an ancient Tradition, began upon an honours K, 1 
ble Reſpect, and worn as a memorable Trophy of predecei- Q. 
ſed Valour, and dare not avouch in your Deeds any of you Wl Bur, 
Words. I have ſecn you glecking and galling at this Gentle WI Grear | 
man twice or thrice. You thought, becauſe he could nt With al 
ſpeak Engliſhin the native Garb, he could not therefore handle ¶ To bri: 
an Engliſh Cudge!; you find it otherwiſe, and henceforth Uato t. 
let a Nh Correction teach you a good Engliſh Condition, ¶ Your B 
fare ye well. [ Exit, ¶Suce th 
Piſt. Doch Fortune play the Huſwife with me now? News That k. 
have I that my Doll is dead i'th Spittle, of a malady of France, I You ha. 
and there my rend: zyous is quite cut off: Old do v, WIFI den 


and from my weary Limbs H nour is cudgell'd. Well, Bud What R 
I'll turn, and ſomething lean to Cut · purſe of quick Had: Why tt 


To England will I ſteal, and there I'll Neal; Dear nu 
Abd patches will I get unto theſe cudgel'd Scars,  Mbould n 
And ſwear I got them in the Gallia Wars. [ Exit. Our ferti 


Euter at one Door, King Henry, Exeter, Bedford, Wirwich Alzs, ſhi 
and other Lords; at another, the French King, Queen Ilibe i And al! | 


the Duke of Burgundy, and other French. Corrupti 

X. Henry, Peace to this Meeting; wherefore we are met: er Vine 
Unto our Brother France, ad to our Siſter, Unprune, 
Health and fair time of Dey; Joy and good Wiſhes Like Prifc 
To our mt fair and Princ ly Couſin Katherine; Put forth 
And as a Branch and Member of this Royalty, The Darr 
By whom this great Aſſembly is contriv'd, Noth roo 
We dv ſalute you Duke of àurgundy, 1 ſho 
And Princes French and Peers, Health to you all. * — 

rec 


Fr, AA 
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to Fr, King. Right joyous are we to behold your Face, 
Mot worthy Brother England, fairly met. 
So are you Princes Engliſh, every one. 
e 0. Ia. So happy be the Iſſue, Brother England, 
Of tnis good day, and of this gracious meeting, 
As we are now glad to behold your Eyes: 
Your Eyes, which hitherto have born in them 
zinſt the French, that met them in their bent, 
he fatal Balls of murthering Baſilisks: 
The venom of ſuch Looks we fairly hope 
Have loſt their quality, and that this day 
vin Shall change all Griefs and Quarrels into Love. 
ure X. Henry. To cry Amen to that, thus we appear. 
ceꝛ· Q. Ja. You Engliſh Princes all, I do ſalute you. 
your Burg. My Duty to you both, on equal Love; 
ntl WY Great Kings of France and England. That I have labour'd 
not With all my Wits, my Pains, and ſtrong Endeavours, 
ode To bring your moſt Imperial Myjeſties 
orth BF Unto this Bar and Royal Interview, 
tion, Hour Mightineſſes on both parts beſt can witneſs. 
Exit, I Lace then my Office hath ſo far prevail'd, 
ders That Face to Face, and Royal Eye to Eye, 
ance, I You have congreeted: Let it not diſgrace me, 
wat lt I demand before this Royal view, 
21wd BY What Rub, or what Impediment there is, 
land: Why that the naked, poor and mangled Peace, 
Dear nurſe of Arts, Plenties, and joyful Births, 
Should not, in this beſt Garden of the World, 
Exit. Our fertile France, put up her lovely Viſage? 
wich Alzs, ſhe hath from France too long been chac'd, 
{abt And all her Husbandry doth lye en heaps, 
Corrupting in its own Fertility. 
et: Her Vine, the merry chearer of the Heart, 
Unpruned dies; her Hedges even pleach'd, 
ike Priſoners wildly over-grown with Hair, 
Put forth diſorder'd Twigs: Her fallow Lens, 
The Darnel, Hemlock, and rank Fumitory, 
Doth root upon, while that the Culter ruſts, 
That ſhould deracinate ſuch Savagery: 


* even Mead, that erſt brought ſweetly forth 
he freckled Cowſlip, Burnet, and green Clover, 


Cc 4 Wanting 


, Ki 
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Wanting the Sythe, all uncorrected, rank, And 
Conceives by Idleneſs, and nothing teems, Co u 
But hateful Docks, rough Thiſtles, Keckſies, Burs, 0. 
Loſing both Beauty and Utility; 7 
And all our Vineyards, Fallows, Meads and Hedges, Wh: 
Defective in their Natures, grow to wildneſs. X. 
Even ſo our Houſes, and our Selves, and Children, che is 
Have loſt, or do not learn, for want of Time, Withi 
The Sciences that ſhould become our Country; N. 
But grow like Savages, (as Soldiers will, 
That nothing do but meditate on Blood) K. 1 
To Swearing, and ſtern Looks, diffus'd Attire, Will y 
And every thing that ſeems unnatural. Such 
W hich to reduce into our former Favour, And p 
You are aſſembled; and my Speech intreats, Ka. 
That I may know the Let, why gentle Peace Englan 
Should not expel theſe Inconveniences, K. H 
And bleſs us with her former Qualities. with yi 
X. Henry, If, Duke of Burgundy, you would the P. ace, broken] 
Whoſe want gives growth co th' Imperfect ions Kath 
Which you have cited ; you muſt buy that Peace K. B 
With full accord to all our juſt Demands, Angel, 
Whoſe Tenures and particular Effects Kath 
You have enſchedul'd briefly in your Hands. Lady 
Burg. The King hath heard them; to the which, 25 54. WW K. H 
There is no Anſwer made. to affirn 
K. Henry, Well then; the Peace, which you before ſo utg d. Kath, 
Lyes in his Abſwer. nomperi 
Fr. King. I bave but with a curſolary Eye X. H. 
O'er-glanc'd the Articles: Pleaſeth your Grace ae full « 
To appoint ſome of your Council preſently Lady. 
To ſit with us, once more with better heed Ut is de 
To re-ſurvey them; we will ſuddenly K. He 
Paſs our accept and peremptory Anſwer. Faith X 
. Henry, Brother, we ſhall, Go, Uncle Exeter, glad thor 
And Brother Garence, and Brother Glouceſter, | Mou wo! 
Wirwick and Huntington, go with the King, Mink, * 
And take with you free Power to ratifie, 92)S to 
Augiert, or alter, 3s your Wiſdoms beſt | * if) 
Shall ſee advantageable for our Dignity, Ver of 
Any thing in or out of our Demands, * # Hang 


* 
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And we'll conſign thereto. Will you, fair Siſter, 
Co with the Princes, or ſtay here with us? 

ga. Oar gracious Brother, I will go with them 
Hiply Woman's Voice may do ſome good, 

Wich Articles too nicely urg'd, be ſtood on. 

K. Henry, Vet leave our Couſin Katharine here with us, 
She is our capital Demand compris'd 
Within the fore-rank of our Articles. 

Q.1/a. She hath good leave. [ Exeunt. 

Manet King Henry, Katharine and 4 Lady, 

K. Henry. Fair Katharine, molt fair, 

Will you vouchſafe to teach a Soldier terms, 
Such as will enter at a Lady's Ear, 
And plead his Love-ſuit to her gentle Heart? 

Kath, "Your Majeſty ſhallmock at me, I cannot ſpeak your 
England. 

1 Henry. O fair Katharine, if you will love me ſoundly 
with your French Heart, I will be glad to hear you confeſs it 
brokenly with your Exgliſb Tongue. Do you like me, Kate ? 

Kath. Pardonnez, moy, I cannot tell vat is like me. 

K, Henry. An Angel is like you, Kate, and you are like an 
Angel, 

Kath, Que dit-il, que je ſuis ſemblable a les Auges? 

Lady. Owy verament (ſauf voſtre Grace) ainſi dit- il. 

3 I ſaid ſo, dear Katharine, and ] muſt not bluſh 
to affirm it. 


Kath. O bon Dien! les langues des hommes ſont plein de 


IYOmperies, 

. Henry. What ſays ſhe, fair One? that Tongues of Men 
ae full of Deceits? 

Lady. Ouy, dit de tongues of de mans is be full of deceits : 
Ut is de Princeſs, 
K. Henry, The Princeſs is the better Engliſh-woman ; 
Vaith Kare, my waoing is fit for thy Underſianding, I am 
lad thou canſt ſpeak no better E»gliſh, for if thou could'ſt, 
ou would'ſt find me ſuch a plain King. that thou would'ſt 
taink, 1 had Cold my Farm to buy my Crown, I know no 
2s to mince it in Love, but directly to ſay, I love you; 
"en if you urge me farther, than to ſay, Do you in faith? 
| wear out my ſuit: Give me your anſwer rfaith do, and 


ab Hands, and a Bargain; how ſay you, Lady? 


5 


Kath. 
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Kath. Sauf voſtre houncur, me underſtand well. 

X. Henry. Marry, if you would put me to Verſes, or X. 
to Dance for your ſake, Kate, why you undid me; for the Mam 1 
one, I have neither words nor meaſure; and for the other, Wife 
I have no ſtrength in meaſure, yet a reaſonable meaſure in Je qu, 
ſtrength, If 1 could win a Lady at leap-frog, or by vault. 
ing into my Saddle, with my Armour on my Back; under 
the correction of Bragging be it ſpoken, I ſhould quickly WW” eaſi 
leap intoa Wife: Or if I might buffet for my Love, or Mio muc 
bound my Horſe for her Favours, I could lay on like a But. Wb it | 
cher, and fit ike a Jack-an-Apes, never off, But before Kat] 
God, Xu e, I cannot look greenly, nor gaſp out my Elo. AH me! 

uence, nor I have no cunning in Proteſtation; only down- X. E 
right Oaths, which I never uſed till urg'd, nor never brek 
for urging. If thou canſt love a Fellow of this Temper, 
Kate, whoſe Face is not worth Sun-burning; that never looks 


granted 
ſtand t. 


in his Glaſs, for love of any thing he ſees there; let thine Kate 
Eye be thy Cook. I ſpeak thee plain Soldier; if thou caſt WB X 
love me for this, take me; if not, to ſay to thee that I (hall . the! 
dye, is true; but for thy love, by the Lord, No: yet I love ben y 
thee too, And while thou liv'it, dear Kate, take a Fellow {MI'twom 
of plain and uncoined Conſtancy, for he perforce muſt do {Wſraile th 
thee right, becauſe he hath not the gift to woo in other NDO 
places: For theſe Fellows of infanite Tongue, that cn Rhime Cels, be 
themſelves into Ladies Favours, they do always reaſon them- Kate, as 
{elves out again. What ? a Speaker is but a Prater, a Rhime1s get tl 
but a Ballad; a good Leg will fall, a ſtraight Back will ſtoop, Mbve 2 
2 black Beard will t:rn white, a curl'd Pate will grow bald, nt De 
a fair Face will wither, a fall Eye will wax hollo v; but : f E; 
good Heart, Kare, is the Sun and the Moon, or rather th: et by 
Sun, and not the Moon; for it ſhines bright, and nevet r Flo 
changes, but keeps his courſe truly. If thou would ſt hve Bil Auth. 
ſuch a one, tike me; and take me, take a Sol lier; take: A. He 
Soldier; take a King: And what ſay'ſt thou then my Love! io but ne 
ſpeak my ſair, and fairly, I pray thee. "Ut of {, 
Kath. Is it poſſible dat I ſould love de enemy of France? f 2 Kin 
K. Heury. No, it is not poſſible that you ſhould love the BP «tberin 
Enemy of France, Kate; but in loving me, you ſhould Kath, 
love the Frie d of France; for I love France ſo well, thi moſt 
I wi!l not part with a Village of it: I will have it all mine - Hes 
rue J 


and, Katz, when France is mine, and I am yours; then 1 
i» Fauce, and yu are mine. 
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Kath. I cannot tell vhat is dat. 
* K. Henry. No, Kate? I will tell thee in French, which 
the Im ſure will hang upon my Tongue, like a new Married 
cr, Wife about her Husband's Neck, hardly to be ſhook off ;z 
in J nd ſur le poſſeſſion de France, & quand vous aves le 
. boeſalſon de moy, (Let me fee, what then? Saint Dennis be my 
der ßppeed) Donc voſtre eſt France, & vous eſtes mienne. It is 
ky WW” eafie for me, Kate, to conquer the Kingdom, as to ſpeak 
ſo much more French: I ſhall never move thee in French, un- 
leſs it be to laugh at me. | 
Kath. Kauf voſtre honneur, le Francois que vous parlex, il 
eſt melieur quel Anglois le quel je parle. 
X Henry. No faith is't not, Kate; but thy ſpeaking of 


Who 

rei; my Tongue, and I thine, moſt truly falſly, muſt needs be 
per, Neranted to be much at one. But, Kate, doſt thou under- 
ooks tand thus much of Engliſh? Can'ſt thou love me? 


Kate, I cannot tell. 


t K. Henry. Can any of your Neighbours tell, Kate? I'll 
hall them. Come, I know thou loveſt me; and at night, 
love Wvica you come into your Cloſer, you'll queſtion this Gen- 


llow de woman about me; and I know, Kate, you will to her diſ- 
t do Nraiſe thoſe parts in me, that you love with your heart; but, 
othet Ngo Kate, mock me mercifully, the rather, gentle Prin- 
hime Ness, becauſe I love thee cruelly. If ever thou beeſt mine, 
h:me Ne, as I have ſaving Faith within me tells me, thou ſhalt ; 


| get thee with ſcambling, and thou muſt therefore needs 


toop, oe 2 good Soldier-breeder: Shall not thou and I, between 
bald, eint Dennis and St. George, compound a Roy, half French, 
but : elf Engliſh, that ſhall go to Conſtantinople, and take the 
er the t by the Beard. Shall we not? what ſay'ſt thou, my 


lar Flower-de-Luce. 

Kath. I do not know dat. 

K, Henry, No; 'tis hereafter to know, but now to promiſe ; 
io but now promiſe, Kate, you will endeavour for your French 
Part of ſuch a Boy; and for my Exgliſh moicty, take the word 
once? : King, and a Batchelor. How anſwer you, La plus belle 
ve the FP \4therine du monde mon tres chere & divine deeſſe. 
hou'd BY Kath, Your Majeſtee ave fauſe Frenche enough to deceive 
le moſt ſage Damoiſel dat is en France. 

K. Henry, Now fie upon my falſe French; by mine Honour, 
" true Engliſh, I love thee, Tate; by which Honour I dare 
nor 
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not ſwear thou loveſt me, yet my blood begins to flute 


me, that thou do'ſt; notwithſtanding the poor and un. 


tempering effect of my Viſage. Now beſhrew my Father' 
Ambition, he was thinking of Civil Wars, when he got me, 
therefore was I created with a ſtubbora outſide, with 23 
aſpect of Iron, that when I come to woo Ladies, I fright 
them; but in faith, Kare, the elder I wax, the better I (hal 
appear. My comfort is, that Old Age, that ill layer up af 
Beauty, can do no more (poil upon my Face. Thou hiſt 
me, if thou haſt me, at the worſt; and thou ſhalt wear me, 
if thou wear me, better and better; and therefore tell me, 
moſt fair Katharine, will you have me? Putoff thoſe Maiden 
Bluſhes, avouch the Thoughts of your Hart with the Looks 
of an Empreſs, take me by the Hand, and y, Harry of En: 
land, I am thine; which word thou ſhalt no ſooner lets 
mine Ear withal, but Iwill tell rhee aloud, Expland is thing, 
Ireland is thine, France is thine, and H:»ry Plantagenet is thine; 
who, though I (pezi it before his Face, if he he not Fellow 
with the beſt King, thou ſhalt find the beſt King of Goods 
fellows. Come, your Anſwer in broken Muſick ; for thy 
Voice is Muſick, and thy Engliſh broken: Therefore Queen 
of all, Katharine, break thy mind to me in broken Eg, 
wilt thou have me? 

Kath. Dat is as it ſhall pleaſe le roy mon pere. 

EK. Henry. Nay, it will pleaſe him well, Kate; it ſhall pleaſe 
him, Kate. 

Kath. Den it ſhall alſo content me. 

K. Henry. Upon that I kiſs your Hand, and I call youmy 
Queen. 

K. th. Laiſez mon Seigneur, laiſſex, laiſſez, may foy: Jt " 
veus point que vous abbaiſſex voſtre grande ur, en baiſant le mai 
d une voſtre, Seigneur, indignie ſerviteur, excuſes moy. Je vo 
ſupplie mon treſ puiſſaut Seigneur. 

K. Henry. Then I will kiſs your Lips, Kate. 

Karh. Les Dames & Damoiſels pour eſtre baiſde devant (i 
nopces il net pas le Coutume de France. 

K. Henry. Madim, my Interpreter, what ſays ſhe? 

Lady. Dat is not to be de fiſhion pour le Ladies of Fran 
E cannat tell what is baifſe en Engliſb. 

K. Henry. To kils, 


Lady. Your Mijeſty entendre bettre que moy. 
7 Jeity 7 7 X. Him 


2Ppear 
Maid, 
It ſhe « 
leeing { 
to conf 
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we K. Henry. Is it not a faſhion for the Maids in France to 
kiſs betore they are married, would ſhe ſay? 


„ Lady. Ouy verayment. | 
* K. Henry. O Kate, nice Cuſtoms curt'ſie to great Kings. 
N 7 Dear Kate, you and I cannat be confin'd within the weak Lift 


joh of a Country's faſhion ; we are the makers of Manners, Kate; 
bend the liberty that follows our Places, ſtops the mouths of 
2 of all find- faults, as I will do yours, for the upholding the nice 
bl. faſhion of your Country, in deny ing me a kiſs; therefore 

tiently, and yielding. [ Kiſſing ber] You have Witch- craſt 
in your Lips, Kate; there is more Eloquence in a Sugar 
touch of them, than in the Tongues of the Frexch Council; 
and they ſhould ſooner perſuade Harry of England, than a 
general Petition of Monarchs, Here comes your Father. 

Enter the French Power, and the Englith Lords. 

Burg. God ſave your Majeſty, my Royal Couſin, teach 
you our Princeſs Engliſh ? 

K. Henry, I would have her learr, my fair Couſin, how 
perfectly | love her, and that is good Exgliſb. 

Burg. Is ſhe apt? 

K. Henry, Our Tongue is rough, Coz, and my condition 
is not ſmooth; ſo that having neither the Voice nor the Heart 
of Hattery about me, I cannot fo conjure up the ſpirit of love 
in her, that he will appcar in his true likeneſs, 

Burg. Pardon the frankneſs of my Mirth, if I anſwer you 
for that. If you would conjure in her, you muſt make a 
Circle: if conjure up love in her in his true likeneſs, he muſt 
appear naked, and blind, Can you blame her then, being a 
Maid, yet res'd over with the Virgin Crimſon of Modeſty, 
It ſhe deny the appearance of a naked blind Boy in her naked 
lecing ſelf? It were, my Lord, a hard Conditien for a Maid 
to conſign to. 

K. Henry. Vet they do wink and yield as Love is blind 
and enforces, 
it len Burg. They are then excus'd, my Lord, when they ſee 

not what they do. 
K. Henry. Then, good my Lord, teach your Couſin to 
cance; ¶ Conſent to winking. 
Burg. I will wink on her to conſert, my Lord, if you will 
tezch her to know my meaning; for Maids well Summet'd, 
ud warm kept, are like Flies zt Bartholomeu-tyde, blind, 
though 
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though they have their Eyes, and then they will endure hand. MW H. 


liog, which before would not abide looking on. | 
K. Henry. This Moral ties me over to time, and a hy MM 
Summer; and ſo I ſhall catch the Flie, your Couſin, in the Th 
latter end, and ſhe muſt be blind too. p 
Burg. As love is, my Lord, before it loves. Co! 
X. Henry, It is ſo; and you may, ſome of you, thank Love As 


for my blindneſs, who cannot ſee many a fair French City 
for one fair French Maid, that ſtands in my way. 
Fr. King. Yes my Lord, you ſee them perſpectively; the 
Cities turn'dinto a Maid; for they are all girdle4 with Maiden 
Walls, that War hath never entred. 

X. Henry. Shall Kate be my Wife ? 

Fr. King. So pleaſe you. 

R. Henry. I am content, ſo the Maiden Cities you talk 
of may wait on her; ſo the Maid that ſtood in the Way for 
my Wiſh, ſhall ſhew me the way to my Will. 

Fr. King, We have conſented to all terms of Reaſon, 

K. Henry. Is't ſo, my Lords of England? 

Wiſt. The King hath granted every Article: 
His Daughter ell; and then in ſequel all, 
According to their firm propoſed Nature. 

Exe. Only he hath not yet ſubſcribed this: 

Where your Majeſty demands, That the King of Fance his 
ving occaſion to write for matter of Grant, ſhall name your 
Highneſs in this form, and with this addition, in French: 
| Noſtretres cher filæ Henry Roy, & Angleterre Heretier de France; 
and thus in Latin: Preclariſſimus Filius noſter Henricus Rex 
Angliæ & Heres Francie, 

Fr. King. Nor this I have not, Brother, ſo deny'd, 

But your requeſt ſhall make me let it paſs. | 

X. Henry, I pray you then, in Love and dear Alliance, 
Let that one Article rank with the reſt, 

And thereupon give me your Daughter. 

Fr. King. Take her, fair Son, and from her Blood raiſe up 
Iff'ie to me, that the contending Kingdoms 
Of France and England, whoſe very ſhoars look pale, 
With envy of each others happineſs, 

May ceaſe their hatred ; and this dear Conjunction 
Plant Neighbourhood and Chriſtian-like accord 
In their ſweet Boſoms; that never War advance 115 
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His bleeding Sword 'twixt England and fair France. 
Lords. Amen. ö 
EX. Henry, Now welcome, Kate; and bear me witneſs all, 
That here I kiſs her, as my Soveraign Queen, Flouri ſb. 
Q. Ila. God, the beſt maker of all Marriages, 
Combine your Hearts in one, your Realms in one, 
As Man and Wife being two, are one in love, 
80 be there *rwixt your Kingdoms ſuch a Spouſal, 
That never may ill Office, or fell Jealouſie, 
Which troubles oft the Bed of bleſſed Marriage, 
Thruſt in between the Paſſion of theſe Kingdoms, 
To make divorce of their incorporate League: 
That Engliſh may as French, French Engliſh men, 
Receive cach other. God ſpeak this Amen. 
All, Amen. 
K. Henry. Prepare we for our Marriage; on which day, 
My Lord of Burgundy well take your Ozth, 
n. And all the Peers, for ſurety of our Leagues. 
Then ſhall I ſwear to Kate, and you to me, 
And may our Oaths well kept and proſp'rous be. ¶ Excunt. 
Sonxet. Enter Chorus. 
Thus far with rough ard all-unable Per, 
Our bendirg Author hath purſu'd the Story, 
wee h · WY la little room confiring Mighty Men, 
e your WW Mangling by ſtarts the full c-urſe of their Glory, 
rench : Small time, but in that ſmall, moſt greatly lived, 
rance; This Star of England. Fortune made his Sword; 
us Rex By which, the Worlds beſt Garden he atchiev'd, 
And of it left his Son Imperial Lord. 
Henry the Sixth, in Infant Bands crown'd King | 
Of France and England, did this King ſucceed : ; 
ances I Wioſe Stare ſo mary had the managing, 4 
That they loſt France, and made his England bleed: 
| Which oft our State hath ſhown; and for her lake, 
raiſe u la your fair minds left this acceptance take. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


ING Henry VI. 
Dube of Glouc:it-r, Vnkle to the King, and Protector. 

Le of Bedtord, Unkle to the King, and Kegent of F ance, 
Cr ainal Buaufort, Biſhop of Winchelter, and Une likewil 

to the King, 
Duke of lixeter. 
Duse of Somerſet, 
Ear. of Warwick, 
Earl of Salisbury. 
Earl ef Suffolk, 
Lord Talbot. 
Tung Talbot, his Sox. 
Richard Platag.nct, afterwards Duke of York. 
Moiumer, Earl of March, 
Wooav'l:, Licutenant of the Tower. 
Lord Mayor of London. 
Vernon, of the White Roſe, or York Faction. 
Baſſer, of the Red Roſe, or Lancaſter Faction. 


Chiles, Dauphin, and afterwards King of France. 
Reig'1er, Dube of Anjou, and Titular King of Naples. 
Dake of Bu gundy. 

Date of Alenion, 

Baſtard of Orleans. 

As old Shepherd, Father to Joan la Pucelle. 


Margaret. Daughter to Reignier, and afterwards Queen 1 
Ming Henry. 

Joan la bucelle, a Maid pretending to be inſpir d from Heaven 
and ſetting up for the Championeſs of France. 

Conneſs of Auvergne, 


Lords, Captains, Soldiers, Al eſſengers, and ſeveral Attendant 
both on the Engliſh and French. 


The SCENE is partly in England, and part) 
| in France. 
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ACTI SCENE L 


Dead March. Enter the Funeral of King Hen 

the Fifth, attended on by the Duke of Bedford, 
Regent of France ; the Duke of Glouceſter, 
Protector; the Duke of Exeter, and the Earl of 


Warwick, the Biſhop of Wincheſter, and the 
Duke of Somerler. 


BEDFORD. 


TUNG bethe Heavens with black, yield Day 


t 
= to Night; 


au I Brandiſh your Cryſtal Treſſes in the Sky, 
(And with them ſcourge the bad revolting 
Stars, | 
That have conſented unto Harry's Death : 
King Henry the Fifth, too Famous to live long, 
Eriland neter loſt a King of ſo much Worth, 
110 Glo, England ne er had a King until his time: 
art) utue he had, deſerving to Command. 
- brandiſh'd Sword did blind Men with his Beams, 
The „Ams ſpread wider than a Dragon's Wings; 
» D d 2 | 
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His ſparkling Eyes, repleat with awful Fire, 

More dazled and drove back his Enemies, 

Than mid-day Sun fierce bent againſt their Faccs. 
What ſhould I ſay ? his Deeds exceed all Speech: 
He ncer life up his Hand but conquered. 

Exe, We mourn in Black, why mourn we not in Blood? 

Henry is dead, and never ſhall revive: 

Upon a wooden Coffin we attend; 

And Death's diſhonourable Victory, 

We with our ſtately preſence glorifie, 

Like Captives bound to a Triumphant Car, 

W hat ? ſhall we curſe the Planets of Miſhap, 
That plotted thus our Glory's overthrow? 

Or ſha!! we think the ſubtile-witred French, 
Conjurers and Sorcerers, that afraid of him, 

By Magick Verſe have thus contriv'd his End ? 

Min. He was a King, bleſt of the King of Kings. 
Unto the French, the dreadful Judgment-day 
So dreadful will not be, as was his fight, 

The Battels of the Lord of Hoſts he fought; 

The Churches Prayers made him ſo proſperous. 
Glo. The Church? Where is it? 

Had not Church men pray'd, 

His thread of Life had not ſo ſoon decay'd. 

None do you like, but an effeminate Prince, 

Whom like a School-boy you may over-aw. 

Wir. Gloſter, whate'er we like, thou art Protector, 
And lookeſt to command the Prince and Realm, 

Thy Wife is proud, ſhe holdeth thee in awe, 
M re than God or Religious Church-men may. 

Glo, Name not Religion, for thou lov'ſt the Fleſh, 
And ne'er throughout the Year to Church thou go'ſt, 
Except it be to pray againſt thy Foes. 

Bed. Ceaſe, ceaſe theſe Jars, and reſt your Minds in peace: 
Let's to the Altar: Heralds wait on us; 

Inſtead of Gold, we'll offer up our Arms, 
Since Arms avail not, now that Heury's dead. 
Poſterity await for wretched Years, 

When at their Mothers moiſt Eyes Babes ſhall ſuck, 
Our Iſle be made a nouriſh of ſalt Tears, 

And none but Women left to wail the dead. 
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Henry the Fif h., thy Ghoſt I invocate; 
Proſper this Realm, keep it from Civil Btoils, 
Combat with adverſe Planets in the Hcavers; 
A far more glorious Star thy Soul will make, 
Than Julius Ceſar, or bright. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Meſſ. My Honourable Lords, health to you all; 
Sid Tidings bring I to you out ef France, 
Of Loft, of Slaughter, and Diſcomfiture; 
Gujenne, Champaign, Rheims, Orleans, 
Paris, Guyſors, Poitiers, are all quite loſt, 
Bed. What ſay'ſt thou, Man, before dead Heury's Coarſe ? 
Speak ſoftly, or the loſs of thoſe great Towns 
Will make him burſt his Lead, and riſe from Death. 
Glo, Is Paris loſt, and is Roan yielded up? 
If Henry were recall'd to Life again, | 
Theſe News would cauſe him once more yield the Gheſt. l 
Exe. How were they loſt? What Treachery was ugd? ? 
Aleſſ. No Treachery, but want of Men and Mony. q 
Amongſt the Soldiers this is muttered, 
That here you maintain ſeveral Factions; 
And whilſt a Field ſhould be diſpatch'd and fought, 
You are diſputing of your Generals, 
One would have lingring Wars with little Coſt; 
Another would fly wife, but wanteth Wings: 
A third Man thinks, without expence at all, 
By guileful fair Words, Peace may be obtain'q, 
Awake, awake, Engliſh Nobility, 
Let not Sloth dim your Honours, new begot; 
Crop'd are the Elower-· de-Luces in your Arms 
Of England's Coat, one half is cut away. 
Exe, Were our Tears wanting to this Funeral, 
Theſe Tidings would call forth her flowing Tides, 
Bed, Me they concern, Regent I am of Fraxce; 
Give me my ſteeled Coat, I'll fight for France. 
Avay with theſe diſgraceful wailing Robes; 
Wounds will I lend the French, inſtead of Eyes, 
0 Weep their intermiſſive Miſcries. 
| Enter to them another Meſſenger. 
2 Mefſ. Lords, view theſe Letters, fuil of bad Miſchance. 
Fance is revolted from the Engliſſh quite, 
Dd 3 Except 
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Except ſome pretty Towns of no import, | 
The Dauphin Charles is crowned King in Rheims; 
The Baſtard of Orleans with hin is join'd: 
Reignier, Duke cf Anjou, doth his Part, 


1382 


The Duke of Alenſon flicth on his fide. [Exit 


Exe. The Dauphin crowned King? all fly to him? 
O, whither ſhall we fly from this Reproach ? 

Glo. We will not fly, but to our Enemies Throats. 
Bedford, if thou be ſlack, I'll fight it out. 

Bed. Glo ſter, why doubt'ſt thou of my f wardneſs? 
An Army have I muſter'd in my Thoughts, 
Where with already France is over. run. 

Enter a Third Meſſenger, 

3 Meſſ. My Gracious Lords, to add to your Laments 
Wheiewith you now bedew King Henry's Hearle, 
I muſt inform you of a diſmal Fight 
Betwixt the ſtout Lord Talbot and the French, 

Win, What! wherein Talbot overcame, is't ſo? 

z Aleſſ. O no; wherein Lord Talbot was o'erthrown, 
The Circumſtance I Il tell you more at large. 
The tenth of Auguſt laſt, this dreadful Lord, 
Retiring from the Siege of Orleans, 
Having ſcarce full fix thouſand in his Troop, 
By three and twenty thouſand of the French 
Was round encompaſſed, and ſet upon; 
No leiſure had he to enrank his Men. 
He wanted Pikes to ſet before his Archers; 
Inſtead whereof, ſharp Stakes piucke out of Hedges 
They pitched in the Ground confuſedly, 
To keep the Horſemen off from breaking in. 
More than three hours the Fight continued; 
Where valiant Talbot, above human Thought, 
Enacted Wonders with his Sword and Lance. 
Hundreds he ſent to Hell, and none durſt ſtand him: 
Here, there, and every where enrag'd, he ſlew. 
The French exclaim'd, the Devil was in Arms, 
All the whole Army ſtood agaz'd on him. 
His Soldiers ſpying his undaunted Spirit, 
A Talbot a Talbot! cry'd out amain. 
And ruſh'd into the Bowels of the Battel. 
Here, had the Conqueſt fully been ſcald up, 
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If Sir John Falſtaff nad not pl:y'd the Coward, 
H: 5 ing is the Vaward, plac'd behind 
With purpoſe to relieve and follow them, 
Cown:uly fl:d, not having ſtruck one ſtroak. 
H.nce grew the general Wrack and Maſſacie; 
En fi-d were they with theit Enemies. 
Abheſ Walloon, to win the Dauphin's Grace, 
Thruit Talbot with a Sp:ar into the Back, 
hm all France, with their Chief aſſembled Strength, 
Durſt not preſume to look once in the Face. 
Zed. Is Talbot lan then? I will Nay my ſelf, 
For living idiy here in pomp and eaſe, 
W :1't ſuch a worthy Leader, wanting Aid, 
Unt, his daſtard Foe- men is betray'd. 
3 Meſſ O no, he lives, but is took Priſoner, 
And Lo:d Scales with him, and Lord Hungerford ; 
Moſt of the reſt flaughter'd, or to k lik: wile, 
Bed. His Ranſom there is note but [ ſh. Il pay. 
II h.'e th Dauphin headlong f om his Throne, 
H Coo (hail be the Ranfom of my F. icnd: 
Four of their Lords I'll change for one of ours. 
Fe my Matters, to my Task will J, 
Bonfi es in France forthwich I am to make, 
To keep O r great St, George's Feaſt w'thal, 
Ten thouſand Soldiers with me I will take, 
Wiſe bloody Deeds ſha!l make all Exrope quake. 
3 Meſſ So you had need, for Orleans is neliig'd, 
The Exliſb Army is grown weak and faint : 
The El of Salisbury craveth Supply, 
A'd hardly keeps his Men from Mutiny, 
inc they fo few, watch fuch a multitude, 
Exe, Remember, Lords, your Oaths to Henry ſworn : 
E ther to quell the Dauphin utterly, 
Or bring him in Obedience to your Yoak, 
bed, I do remember it, and here take leave, 
lo go about my preparation. [ Exit Bedford. 
Glo, I'll to the Tower with all the haſte I Call, 
view the Artillery and Munition, 
uud then I will proclaim young Henry Kirg. 
[ Exit Glouceſter. 
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Exe. To Eltam will I, where the young King is, A 
Being ordain'd his ſpecial Governor, Engl, 
And for his ſafety there I'll beſt deviſe, [ Exi, WY Duri 

Win. Each hath bis Place and Function to attend: More 
T am left out; for me nothing remains: For r 
But long I will not be Jack out of Office, It ſet 
The King from Ellam I intend to ſend, Lean 
And fit at chiefeſt ſtern of publick Weal. Exit They 
Enter Charles, Alenſon, and Reignier, marching with a Ch, 

Drum and Soldiers, For t 

Char. Mars his true moving, even as in the Heavens, And | 
So in the Earth, to this day is not known, Of ol 
Late did he ſhine upon the Engliſh ſide: Toe \ 
Now we are Victors, upon us he ſmiles, Rei 
What Towns of any moment, but we have ? Their 
At pleaſure here we lye, near Orleans: Elſe n 
Otherwhiles, the famiſh'd Exgliſh, like pale Ghoſts, By m. 
Faintly beſiege us one Hour in a Month. Ale 

Alen, They want their Porredge, and their fat Bull-Beevey 
Either they muſt be dieted like Mules, Baſl 
And have their Provender ty'd to their Mouths, Das 
Or piteous they will look, Iike drowned Mice. Baſt 
Talbot is taken, whom we wont to fear : Hath t 
Remaineth none but mad-brain'd Salisbary, Be not 
And he may well in fretting ſpend his Gall, A holy 
Nor Men, nor Mony hath he to make War. | Which 

Char. Sound, ſound Alarum, we will ruſh on them, Ordair 

Now for the Honour of the forlorn French : And d 

Him 1 forgive my Death that killeth me; The Sr 

When he ſees me go back one foot, or fly. [ Exeun i Exceed 

[Here Alarm, they are beaten back by the Engliſh, 2 Whar' 
great Loſs. | Weak, 

Enter Charles, Alenſon, and Reignier. or the 

Char. Who ever ſaw the like? What Men have |? Day 
Dogs, Cowards, Daſtards: I would n&er have fled, Keigriey 


But that they left me 'midſt my Enemies. 
Reig. Salisbary is a deſperate Homicide, 

He fighteth as one weary of his Life: 

Two other Lords, like Lions wanting Food, 


Do ruſh upon us as their hungry prey. 


f 
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Alen. Froyſard, a Countryman of ours, records, 
England all Olivers and Rowlands bred, 
"xi, During the time Edward the third did Reign: 
More truly now may this be verified ; 
For none but Simpſons and Goliaſſes 
It ſendeth forth to Skirmiſh ;, one to ten! 
Lean raw-bon'd Raſcals, who would e'er ſuppoſe 
Exit They had ſuch Courage and Audacity? | 
4 Char. Let's leave this Town, | 
For they are hair-brain'd Slaves, | 
And hunger will enforce them to be more eager: , 
Of old I know them; rather with their Tecth l 
| 


——̃ ·— 
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Toe Walls they'll tear down, than forſake the Siege. 
Reig. I think by ſome odd Gimmals or Device 
Their Arms are ſet, like Clocks, ſtill to ſtrike on; ! 
Elſe ne'er could they hold out ſo as they do: 9 
By my conſent, we'll even let them alone, 
Alen. Be it ſo. 
Enter the Baſtard of Orleans. 
Baſt, Where's the Prince Dauphin? I have News for him. 
Dau. Baſtard of Orleans, thrice welcome to us, 
Baſt, Methinks your Looks are ſad, your Chear appal'd. 
Hith the late Overthrow wrought this Offence ? 
Be not diſmay'd, for Succour is ac band: 
A holy Maid hithcr with me I bring, 
Which by a Viſion ſent to her fom Heaver, 
* Ordained is to raiſe this tedious Siege, 
And drive the ExgliſÞ forth the bounds of France: 
The Spirit of deep Propheſie ſhe hath, 
Lxceeding the nine Sibyls of old Romec 
What's paſt, and what's to come, ſhe can deſc: y. 
Speak, ſhall I call her in? Believe my Words, 
for they are certain and infallible. 
Dau. Go, call her in; but firſt, to try her Skill, 
leignier ſtand thou as Dauphin in my place; 
Queſtion her proudly, let thy Looks be tern, 
By this means ſhall we ſound what Skill ſhe hath. 
| Enter Joan la Puceile, 
Reig, Fair Maid, is't thou wi't do theſe wondrous Feats? 
Pucel, Reignier, ist thou that thinkeſt ro beguile me? 
Where is the Dauphin? Come, come from behind, 


even 
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I know thee well, though never ſeen before. 

Be not amaz'd, there's nuthing hid fiom me: 

In private will I talk with thee apart: 

Stand back, you Lords, and give us leave a while. 
Keig. She takes upon her · bravely at firſt daſh. 
Pucel, Dauphin, I am by birth a Shepherd's Daughter, 

My Wit untrain'd in any kind of Art: 

Hcaven and our Lady gracious hath it pleas'd 

To ſhine on my contemprible Eſtate. 

Lo, whilſt I waitcd on my tender Lambs, 

Ad to Suns parching heat diſplay'd my Cheeks, 

God's Mother deigned to appear to me. 

Ad in a Viſion full of M jeſty, 

Will'd me to leave my baſe Vocation, 

And free my Country from Cala mity: 

Her Aid the promis'd, and aſſur d Succeſs. 

In compleat Glory the revcal'd her ſcIf; 

Ana whereas L was black and ſwart before, 

With thoſe clear Rays which ſhe infus'd on me, 

Tia: Beauty am I bl-ft wi h, which you ſee. 

Ask me what queſtion thou cauſt poſſible, 

Adi will a ſoer und emeditated: 

My Courage try by Combat, if thou dar'ſt, 

And thou ſhalt find that I exceed my Sex. 

Reſolve on thi, thou ſhalt he forturate, 

If thou rec ive me for thy Wa:l k: Mite, 

Dax. Thou haft aſtoniſh'd m with thy high terms: 

Oaly this proof I'll of thy Valour make, 

In ſingle Combat thou ſhalt buckle with me; 

And if thou vanquiſheſt, thy Words are true, 

O herwiſe | renoucce all Confidence. 

Pucel. I am prepar'd; here is my keen-edg'd Sword, 

Deck'd with fire Flower-de-Luc-s on each tide, 

The which at Tourain in St. Katharine's Church- yard, 

Ou of a great dcal of old Iron, I choſe forth. | 
Dau. Then come a God's Name, I fear no Woman. 
Pucel. And while I live, Ill ne'er fly no Man. 

Here they Fight, and Joan de Pucille overcomes. 
Das. Stay, ſtay thy Hands, thou art an Arm4z0%, 

And fi hiteſt with the Sword of Debora. | 

pucel. Chriſt's Mother helps me, elſe I were too weak- 
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Day, Who &er helps thee, tis thou that muſt help me: 
mpatiently I burn with thy deſire, 
My Heart and Hands thou haſt at once ſubdu'd, 
Exc: lent Pucelic, if thy Name be ſo, 
Let me thy Servant, and not Sovereign be, 
Tis the French Dauphin ſueth to thee thus, 

Pucel, I mult not yield to any rights of Love, 
For my Profeſſion's ſacred from above: 

nen J have chaſed l thy Foes from hence, 
hen will I think upon a Recomperce. 

Dau. Mean time look gracious on thy proſtrate Thrall, 
Reig. My Lord, methinks, is very long in talk. 

Alen. Doubtleſs he ſhrives this Woman to her Smock, 
le ne er could he ſo long protract his Speech, 

Keig, Shall we diſturb him, ſince he k-eps no mean? 
Aen. He may mean more than we poor Men do know: 
Theſe Women aie ſhrewd tempters with their Tongues, 
Reig, My Lord, where are you? What devile you on? 
a we give over Orie ns, or no ? 

Pucel. Why no, | ſay; diſtruſtful Recreants, 
icht 'till the laſt gaſp; for I'll be your guard. 

Dau. What ſhe {iys I'll confirm; we'll fight it out. 

Pucel, Aſſign'd I am to be the Engliſh Scourge. 
This Night the Siege aſſuredly I'll raiſe: 

rpect Saint Martins Summer, Halcyon days, 
Ince I have entred thus into theſe War. 

ory is like a Circle in the Water; 
Vhich never ceaſeth to enlarge it ſelf 

il by broad ſpreading it diſperſe to nought. 
ih Henry's death, the Engliſh Circle ends, 
Viperſcd a e the Glories it included: 

o am I like that proud inſulting Ship, 

(hich Cæſar and his Fortune bore at once. 

Dau. Was Mahomet inſpired with a Dove? 

bu with an Eagle art inſpir'd then, 
. len, the Mother of great Conſtantine, 

vor yet St. Philip's Daughters were like thee. 
meßt Star of Venus, fall'n down on the Eath, 

"WW may I revereitly worſhip thee enough? 

Alen. Leave off delays, and let us raiſe the Siege. 


ea. 


Reig. 
Das. * 
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No Prophet will [ truſt, if ſhe proves falſe. [ Exeun 


N 
_ — - « 


| no 
Reig. Woman, do what thou canſt to ſave our Honours, 3 


Drive them from Orleans, and be immortaliz'd. 


a el 
Dax. Preſently we'll try: Come, let's away about it, {hou 


Thou t. 


Enter Glouceſter, with his Serving- Men. Sas 

Glo. I am to ſurvey the Tower this day: Win 
Since Henry's Death, I fear there is Conveyance: This be 
Where be theſe Warders, that they wait not here? To fla 
Open the Gates, *ris Glouceſter that calls, Glo V 
1 Ward. Who's there, that knocks ſo imperiouſly ? Thy Sc 

1 Man, It is the Noble Duke of Gloſter. . 

2 Ward. Who e er he be, you may not be let in. % f 
1 Man. Villains, anſwer you ſo the Lord Protector 0. 
1 Ward. The Lord protect him, fo we anſwer him, Ret 
We do not otherwiſe than we are will'd. | Blue C. 
Glo. Who willed you? or whoſe Will ſtands but mine! II mean 
There's none Protector of the Realm, but J. Vn 
Break up the Gates, I'll be your warrantize; IT ſpigh 
Shall I be floured thus by dunghil Grooms? ere d 
Glouceſter' Men ruſh at the Tower Gates, aud Woodvil: "_ 
the Lieutenant ſpeaks within. Glo, | 
Mood. What noiſe is this? What Traitors have we hett No be 
Glo. Lieutenant, is it you whoſe Voice I hear? Thee I} 
Open the Gates, here's Gl ſter that would enter. Out Ta. 
Wood. Have patience, Noble Duke, I may not open, Here Gl 
The Cardinal of Mincheſter forbids; * 
From him I have expreſs Commandment, Mayo 
That thou nor none of thine ſhall be ler in, Thus co 
Glo. Faint-hearted Moodvile, prizeſt him fore me? Gl, | 
Arrogant Wincheſter, tne haughty Prelate, Here's B 
Whom Henry our late Sovereign ne'er could brook? Hith he 
Thou art no Friend to God or tothe King: wr 
Open the Gate, or I'll ſhut thee out ſhortly. One tha 
Serv. Open th: Gates to the Lord Protector, er-cha 
Or we'll burſt them open, if that you come not quick]. hat ſcel 
Enter to the Proteſtor at the Tower Gates, Wincheſtel Becauſe 
and his Men in Tawny Coats. ind wor 
Win, How now ambitious Umpire, what means this? Wo Croy 
Glo. Picl'd Prieſt, doſt thou command me to be Glo, I 


out? 


Min. I do, thou moſt uſurping Proditor, k 
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And not Protector of the King or Realm. 
Glo, Stand back, thou manifeſt Conſpirator, 
Thou that contrived'ſt to murther our dead Lord, 
Thou that giv'ſt Whores Indulgencies to Sin, 
Il canvas thee in thy broad Cardinal's Hat, 
thou proceed in this thy Inſolence. 
Min. Nay, ſtand thou back, I will not budge a foot: 
This be Damaſcus, be thou curſed Cain, 
To lay thy Brother Abel, if thou wilt, 
Glo, I will not {hy thee, but PI drive thee back: 
Thy Scarlet Robes, as a Child's bearing Cloth, 
[Il uſ-, to carry thee out of this place. 
unn. Do what thou dar'ſt, I beard thee to thy Face, 
£ Glo, What? am I dar'd, and bearded to my Face? 
Draw Men, for all this privileged Place, 
zue Coats to Tawny Coats. Prieſt, beware thy Beard, 
nine: BT mean to tug it, and to cuff you ſoundly, 
Under my Feet Vil ſtamp thy Cardinal's Hat: 
In ſpight of Pope, or Dignities of Church, 
Here by the Cheeks I'll drag thee up and down, 
un. Glo ſter, thou wilt anſwer this before the Pope. 
Glo. Wincheſter Gooſe, I cry, a Rope, a Rope. 
Now beat them hence, why do you let them ſtay 2 
Thee I'll chaſe hence, thou Wolf in Sheep's array. 
Out Tawny Coats, out Scarlet Hypocrite, 
0 Here Glouceſter's Men beat ont the Cardinal's, and enter in the 
hurly-burly the Mayor of London, and his Officers. 
Mayor. Fie, Lords, that you being ſupream Magiſtrates, 
Thus contumeliouſly ſhould break the Peace, 
; Glo, Peace, Mayor, for thou know ſt little of my Wrongs: 
Here's Beauford, that regards not God nor King, 
Hich here diſtrain'd the Tower to his uſe, 
Mu. Here's Gloſter too, a Foe to Citizens, 
Ong that Rill motions War, and never Peace, 
| er- charging your free Purſes with large Fines; 
ich Whit ſeeks to overthrow Religion, 
ltr Npecauſe he is Protector of the Realm; 
\nd would have Armour here out of the Tower, 
0 Crown himſelf King, and ſuppreſs the Prince. 
Glo, I will not anſwer thee with Words, but Blows: 
ERS Here they Hrmiſb again 
Ar | Major 


Jurs, 


t, 
Yeu: 
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Mayor. Nought reſts for me in this tumultuous Strife, Bo 
But to make open Proclamation. II. 
Come, Officer, as loud as e er thou can'ſt; cry; E 


All manner of Men aſſembled here in Arms this Day, . Sa 
ainſt God's Peace and the King's, we Charge and Command yu How 
in his Highneſs Name, to repair to your ſeveral dwelling Placiſ Or b. 
and not to wear, handle, or uſe any Sword, Weapons, or Dagger Diſco 


henceforward, upon pain of Death. Tal 
Glo. Cardinal, I'll be no B:eaker of the Law: Call'd 
But we ſhall meet, and break our Minds at large. For hi 
Win. Gloſter, we'll meet to thy dear Coſt be ſure; But w 


Thy Heart-blood I will have for this day's Work. 

1 Mayor. I'll call for Clubs, if you will not away: 

(4 This Cardinal is more haughty than the Devil. 

[1 Glo. Mayor, farewel: T hou doſt but what thou may'l, 

| Wiz. Abominzble Gloſter, guard thy Head, 

For I intend to have it e'cr be long. [ Exeunt, 
Mayor. See the Coaſt clear'd, and then we will d.part, 

Good God, that Nobles ſhould ſuch Stomachs bear, 

I my ſelf fight not once in forty year, | Exeunt, 

Emter the Maſter-Gunner of Orleans, and his Boy. 

| M. Gun. Sirra, thou know'ſt how Orleans is belicg'd, 

1 And how the Engliſh have the Suburbs won, Here, f 

7 Boy. Father, I know, and oft have ſhot at them, 

How eer unfortunate I miſs'd my aim. 

[ A. Gun. But now thou ſhalt not. Be thou rul'd by me: 

bf Chief M:ſter-Gunner am I of this Town, 

| Something I mult do to procure me Grace: 

The Prince's eſpials have informed me, 

How the Ezgl:fh, in the Suburbs cloſe intrench'd, n Iron \ 

Went through a ſecret Grate of Iron Bars, o great 

In yonder Tower, to over- peer the City, That the 

And thence diſcover, how with moſt Advantage "d ſpur 

They may vex us with Shot or with Aſſault. Vherefo 

To intercept this Inconvenience, hey wa 

A piece of Ordnance gainſt it I have plac'd, id if 1 


And fully even theſe three Days have I watch'd, Leady th 
Tf I could ſee them. Now, Boy, do thou watch, 
For I can ſtay no longer. Sal. I 


If thou ſpy'ſt any, run and bring me word, WO vew 
1 EA it is 
boy 


And thou ſhalt find me at the Governor“. 
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e, Boy. Father, I warrant you, take you no care, 
Ill :ever trouble you, if I may ſpy them. 
Enter Salisbury and Talbot on the Turrets, with others, 
„ &. Talbot, my Life, my Joy, again return d? 
% How wert thou handled, being Priſoner? 
la Or by what means gor'ſt thou to be releas dt 
401 Diſcourſe I prethee on this Turret's top. 
Tal. The Earl of Bedford had a Priſoner, 
Calbd the brave Lord Ponton de Santraile, 
For him was I exchang'd, and ran ſomed. 
But with a baſer Man of Arms by far, 
Once in Contempt they would have barter'd me: 
Which I diſdaining, ſcorn'd, and craved Death, 
Rather than I would be ſo pil'd eſteem'd ; 
In fine, redeem'd I was, as I deſir'd. 
But O, the treacherous Falſtaff wounds my Heart, 
Whom with my bare Fiſts I would execute, 
If I now had him brought into my Power. 
Sal. Yet tell'ſt thou not how thou wert entertain'd, 
Tal. With ſcoffs and ſcorns, and contumelious taunts, 
In open Market place produc'd they me, 
To be a publick Spectacle to all: 
Here, ſaid they, is the Terror of the French, 
ge Scare-crow that affrizhts our Children ſo, 
hen broke I from th: Officers that led me, 
ind with my Nails digg'd Stones out of the Ground, 
o hurl at the beholders of my Shame. 
y griſly Countenance made others fly, 
(one durſt come near, for fear of ſudd:n Death. 
n Iron Walls they deem'd me not fecurc : 
do great fear of my Name monęſt them was ſpread, 
That they ſuppogs'd I could rend Bars of Steel, 
nd ſpurn in pieces poſts of Adamant, 
Vherefore a guard of choſen Shot I had; 
hey walk'd about me every Minute while; 
id if I did but ſtir ont of my Bed, 
Kady they were to ſhoo me to the Heart. 
Enter Boy with a Linſtocł. 
Sal. I grieve to h-ar vt Torments you endur d, 
ut we will be reveng d { fhiciently, Es 
WW 1t is Sapper time in Orleans 
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And view the Frenchmen how they fortifie: 
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Here, through this Grate, I can count every one, 


Let us look in, the fight will much delight thee : 
Sir Thomas Gargrave, and Sir William Glanſdale, 
Let me have your expreſs Opinions, 

Where is belt place to make our Batt'ry next? 


Gar. I think at the North Gate, for there ſtand Lords, bs 
Glan, And I here, at the Bulwark of the Bridge, 
Tal. For ought I ſee, this City muſt be famiſh'd, 7 
Oc with light Skirmiſhes enfeebled. It ir 
[ Here they ſhoot, and Salisbury falls down, in 
Sal. O Lord, have mercy on us, wretched Sinners, / #24 
Gar. O Lord, have mercy on me, woful Man, Your 
Tal. What chance is this that ſuddenly hath croſt us? 3 


Speak, Salisbur); at leaſt, if thou canſt, ſpeak: 

How fai'ſt thou, Mirror of all Martial Men? 

One of thy Eyes, and thy Cheeks fide firuck off? 

Accurſed Tower, accurſed fatal Hand 

That hath contriv'd this woful Tragedy. 

In thirteen Battels, Salisbury o'ercame : 

Henry the Fifth he firſt train'd to the Wars. 

Whilſt any Trump did ſound, or Drum truck up, 

His 5word did ne'er leave ſtriking in the Field. 

Yerliv'{ thou, Salisbury? though thy Speech doth fail, 

One Eye thou haſt to look ro Heaven for Grace. 

The Sun with one Eye vieweth all the World. 

Heaven be thou Gracious to none alive, 

If Salisbary wants Mercy at thy Hands, 

Bear hence this Body, I will help to bury it; 

Sir Thomas Gargrave, haſt thou any Life? 

Speak unto Talbot, nay, look up to him. 

Salisbury, chear thy Spirit with this Comfort, 

Thou ſhalt not die whiles 

He beckons with his Hand, and ſmiles on me: 

As who ſhould ſay, Mhen I am dead and gone, 

Remember to avenge me on the French. 

Plantagenet I will, and, Nero like, will 

Play on the Lute, beholding the Towns burn: 

Wretched ſhall France be only in my Name. | 
Here an Alarm, and it Thunders and Lightt 


What ſtir is this? What Tumult's in the Heavens? | 
* 


ls, 


lown, 


E 


ighte 


When 
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Whence cometh this Alarum, and the Noiſe? 
Enter a Meſſenger, 
M:ſ. My Lord, my Lord, the French have gather'd head. 
The Dauphin, with one Joan la Pucelle join'd, 
A holy Propheteſs, now riſen up, 
Is come with a great Power, to raiſe the Siege. 
Here Salisbury lifteth himſelf up, and groans, 
Tal. Hear, hear, how dying Salisbury doth groan, 
It irks his Heart he cannot be reveng'd, 
Frenchmen, I'll be a Salisbury to you. 
Puzel or Puſſel, Dolphin or Dog - fiſh, 
Your Hearts I'll ſtamp out with my Horſes heels. 
Convey me Salisbury into his Tent, 
And then we'll try, what theſe daſtard Frenchmes dare. 
| Alarum, | Exit, 
Here an Alarum again; and Talbot purſueth the Dauphin, 
and driveth him: Then enter Joan la Pucelle, driving 
Engliſhmen before her. Then enter Talbot. 
Tal. Where is my Strength, my Valour, and my Force? 
Our Engliſh Troops retire, I cannot ſtay them. 
A Woman clad in Armour chaſeth them. 
Enter Pucelle. 
Here, here ſhe comes. I'll have a bout with thee; 
Devil, or Devil's Dam, I'll conjure thee : 
Blood will I draw on thee, thou art a Witch. 
And ſtraightway give thy Soul to him thou ſerv'ſt. 
Pucel. Come, come, *tis only I that muſt diſgrace thee, 
They fight. 
Tal. Heavens, can you ſuffer Hell ſo to prevail? 
My Breaſt l' burſt with Straining of my Courage, 
And from my Shoulders crack my Arms aſunder, 
But I will chaſtiſe this high minded Strumpet. 
| i [ They fight again. 
Pucel. Talbot farewel, thy hour is not yet come, 
| muſt go Victual Orleans forthwith, 
A ſhort Alarum : Then Enter the Town with Soldiers. 
Oer. take me if thou carſt, I ſcoin thy ſtrength. 
00, go, chear up thy hunger- ſtarved Men, 
lp Salisbury to make his Teſtament, 


This Day is ours, as many more ſhall be. | Exit Pucelle. 
Vo I. III. E e Tal. 


ia 4 
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Tal. My Thoughts are whitled like a Potter's Wheel, 
I know not where I am, nor what I do: Wh 


A Witch by fear, not force, like Hannibal, D 
Drives back our Troops, and conquers as ſhe liſts : For 
So Bees with ſmoak, and Doves with noiſom ſtench, And 
Are from their Hives and Houſcs driven away. Shall 
They call'd us, for our fierceneſs, Engliſh Dogs, A ſt 
Now like the Whelps, we crying run away. | That 
| UA ſport Alarun In m 
Hark Countrymen, either renew the fight, Her , 
Or tear the Lions out of England's Coat. Than 
Renounce your Soil, give Sheep in Lions ſtead: Tran 
Sheep run not half ſo treacherous from the Wolf, Befor 
Or Horſe or Oxen from the Leopard, * l 
As you fly from your oſt- ſubdued Slaves. = - 
x [ Alarum, Here another Sbirmi fi. "ro 
It will not be, retire into your Trenches : {ter 
You all conſented unto Salisbury's Death, 
For none would ſtrike a ſtroke in his Revenge. — 
Pucelle is entred into Orleans, 
In ſpight of us, or ought that we could do. 
O would I were to die with Salisbury, 
The ſhame hereof will make me l i e my head. 
Exit Talodt 
8 ¶Alarum, Retreat, Flturiſ er. 
Enter on the Wall, Pucelle, Dauphin, Reignier, Alen ol, 
and Soldiers. Nexr t 
Pucel. Advance our waving Colours on the Walls, © Us 
Reſcu'd is Orleans from the Engliſh Wolves: Cent 
Taus Joan la Pucelle bath perform'd her word. (When 
Dau. Divineſt Creature, bright Aſtrea's Daughter, Conſtr; 
How ſha!l I honour thee for this Succcl; / Ent 
Thy Promiles are like Adonis Garden, | 
That one day bloom'd, and fruitful were the next. , Tal. 
France, Triumph in thy glorious Prophetefs, = whe 
Recover'd is the Town of Orleans ; . 
_—_ _ hap did ne'er befal our State. _ ha 
eig. Why ring not out t Ils aloud, 8 
ee eee own n Embrac 
Dauphin, command the Citizens make Bonſires, —— 
* 


And feaſt and banquet in the open Streets. 
| To celebrate the Joy that God hath given us. 


el. 


Ayun. 


mile 
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Alen. All France will be repleat with Mirth and Joy, 
When they ſhall hear how we have play'd the Men. 
Dau. Tis Joan, not we, by whom the day is won: 
For which, I will divide my Crown with her, 
And all the Prieſts and Fryers in my Realm, 
Shall in Proceſſion ſing her endleſs Praiſe, 
A ſtatelier Pyramid to her [1] rear, 
Than Rhodope's or Memphis ever was. 
In memory of her when ſhe is dead, 
Her Aſhes, in an Urn more gracious 
Than the Rich-jeweFd Coffer of Darius, 
Tranſported ſhall be, at high Feſtivals, 
Bcfore the Kings and Queens of France. 
No longer on Saint Dennis will we cry, 
But Joan la Pucelle ſhall be France's Saint. 
Come in, and let us Banquet Royally, 
Alter this Golden day of Victory. 
[ Flouriſh. Exeunt. 


Pe CITE 


ACT un SCENE IL 


Enter a Serjeant of a Band, with two Centinels, 


Ser. QIrs, take your places and be vigilant: 
If any Noiſe or Soldier you perceive 
Near to the Wali, by ſome apparent ſign 
Let us have knowledge at the Court of Guard. 
Cent, Serjeant, you ſhall. Thus are poor Servitors 
(When others fleep upon their quiet Beds) 
Conſtrain'd to watch in Darkneſe, Rain, and Cold. 
Enter Talbot, Bedford, and Burgundy, with ſcaling 
Ladders. Their Drums beating a Dead March. 
Tal. Lord Regent, and redoubted Burgundy, 
By whoſe approach, the Regions of Artois, 
alloon, and Picardy, are Friends to us: 
's happy Night, the Frenchmen are ſecure, 
"oy. all day carous'd and banquetted. 
Morace we then this opportunity, 
by inring deſt to quittance their deceit, 
ontriw'd by Art, and baleful Sorcery. 


Ee 2 30A. 
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Bed, Coward of France, how much he wrongs his Fame, 
D:ſvairing of his own Arms fortitude, 
To join with Witch. s, and the help of Hell. 
Bur. Traitors have never other company. 
But what's that Pucel, whom they term ſo pure? 
Tal. A Maid, they lay. 
Bed A Maid? And be ſo Martial? 
Bur. Pray God, ſhe prove not Maſculine cer long: 
If underneath the Standard of the French 
She carry Armour, as ſhe hath begun, 
Tal. Well, let them practiſe and converſe with Spirits, 
God is our Fortreſs, in whoſe Conquering Name 
Let us reſolve to ſcale their flinty Bulwarks. 
Bed. Aſcend, brave Talbot, we will follow thce. 
Tul. Not all together: Better far I gueſs, 
That we do make our entrance ſeveral ways: 
That if it chance the one of us do fail, 
The other yet may riſe againſt their force. 
Bed. Agreed; I'll to yond corner, 
Bur, And I to this, 
Tl. And here will Talbot mount, or make his Grave. 
Now Salisbury for thee and for the right 
Of Engliſh Henry, (hall this night appear 
How much in duty, I am bound to both. 
Cent. Arm, Arm, the Enemy doth make aſſaut. 
la. S. George! A Talbot: 
The French leap o'er the Walls in their ſhirts, Enter ſewers 
ways, Baſtard, Alenſon, Reignier, half ready, and bal 
unready. 
Alen. How now, my Lords? what all unready ſo? 
Buſt. Unieady? I and glad we ſcape fo wil. 
Reio. *T was time, I trow, to wake and leave our Beds, 
Heari-g Alarums at our Chamber doors. 
Alen. Of all Expboits ſince firſt I follow'd Arms, 
Ne'ei heard I of a Warlike Entcrprize 
More venturcue, or deſperate than this. 
Baſt, I think this Talbot be a Fiend of Hell. 
Reig. If not of Hell, rhe Heavens ſure favour him. 
Alen. Here cometh: Charles, I marvel how he ſped. 
Enter Charles and Joar. 


Baſt. Tut, holy Jean was his defenſive Guard. * 
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Char. Is this thy cunning, thou deceitful Dame ? 4 
Didſt thou ar firſt, to flatter us withal, | jj 
Make us partakers of a little gain, 4 
That now our loſs might be ten times fo much? 1 


Pucel. Wherefore is Charles impatient with his Friend? 64 
At all times will you have my power alike? \ 
Seeping or Waking, muſt I ſtill prevail, . þ 
Or will you blame and lay the fault on me? j! 
Improvident Soldiers, had your Watch been good, 
This ſudden miſchief never could have faln. 

Char, Duke of Alenſon, this was your deſault. 

That being Captain of the Watch to Night, 
Did look no better to that weighty Charge. 

Alen. Had all our Quarter been as ſefely kept, 
As that, whereof I had the Government, 

We had not been thus ſhamefully ſurpriz'd. 

Baſt, Mine was ſecure. 

Reig. And fo was mine, my Lord. 

Car, And for my ſelf, moſt part of all this Night 
Within her Quarter, and mine own Precinct, 
| was employ'd in poſſing to and fro, 

About relieving of the Centinels, 

Then how, or which way, ſhould they firſt break in? 
Puz. Queſtion, my Lord, no further of the czſe, 
How, or which way 'tis ſure they found ſome place, 

But weakly Guarded, where the Breach was made: 
And now there reſts no other ſhifr, bur this 
Jo gzther our Soldiers, ſcatter'd and diſperſt, 

And lay new Plat-forms to endamage them. [ Exeant, 
Alarum, Enter a Soldier, crying, a Talbot ! a Talbot! 
they fly, * their Cloaths behind, 

Sol. I'll be ſo bold to take what they have left: 

The Cry of Talbot ſerves me for a Sword, 

Fr H have loaden me with many $pails, 

Uling no other Weapon but his Name. [ Exit. 
Enter Talbot, Bedford, aud Burgundy. 

Bei, The Day begins to break, and Night is fl d, 

Whole pitchy Mantle over-vail'd the Earth, 

Here ſound Retreat, ard ceaſe or hot Purſuit, | Retreat. 

Tal. Bring forth the Body of old Salisbury, 

And here advance it in the Market place, 
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The middle Centre of this curſed Town. 

Now have I pay'd my Vow unto his Soul, 

For every drop of Blood was drawn from him, 
There hath at leaſt five Frenchmen dy d to night. 
And that hereafter Ages may behold 

What ruin happen'd in revenge of him, 

Within the chiefeit Temple I'll erect 

A Tomb, wherein his Corps ſhall be interr'd: 
Upon the which, that every one may read, 

Shall be engrav'd the Sack of Orleans, 

The treacherous manner of his mournful Death, 
And what a terrour he had been to France. 

Bur, Lords, in all our bloody Maſlacre, 

I muſe we met not with the Dauphin's Grace, 
His new. come Champion, virtuous Joan of Arc, 
Nor any of his falſe Corfederates, ., 

Bed. *Tis thought, Lord Talbot, when the fight began, 
Roaz'd on the ſudden from their drowſie Beds, 
They did amongſt the Troops of armed Men, 
Leap o'er the Walls for refuge in the Field. 

Bur. My ſelf, as far as I could well diſcern, 
For Smoak, and duſty Vapours of the Night, 

Am ſure I ſcar'd the Dauphin and his Trull, 
When Arm in Arm they both came ſwiftly running, 
Like to a pair of loving Turtle Doves, 
That could not live aſunder Day or Night. 
After that things are ſet in order here, 
Well follow them with all the Power we have. 

, Emer a Meſjenger, 

Mefſ. A'l hail, my Lords; which of this Princely Train 
Call ye the Warlike Talbot, for h's Acts 
So much appliuded through the Realm of France? 

Tal. Here is the Talbot, who would ſpeak with him? 

Meſſe Th? virt! cus Lady, Counteſs of Auvergne, 
Wich modeſty admiring thy Renown, 

By me intreats, great Lord, thou would'ſt vouchſafe 

To viſit her pocr Caſtle where ſhe lyes; 

That ſhe may boaſt ſhe hath beheld the Man, 

Whoſe Glo: y fills the World with loud report. 
Bur. I, it even ſo? Nay, then I ſee our Wals 


Will tuo into a peaceful Ccmick Sport, When 
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When Ladies crave to be encountred with. 4 
You may not, my Lord, deſpiſe her gentle ſuit. 1 
Tal. Ne'er truſt me then; for when a World of Men 1 
Could not prevail with all their Oratory, | 1 
Yet hath a Woman's kindneſs over-rul'd : f 
And therefore tell her, I return great thanks, in, 
And in ſubmiſſion will attend on her. f 
Will not your Honours bear me company? 6 


Bed. No, truly 'tis more than manners will: 

And I have heard it ſaid, Unbidden Gueſts 

Are often welcomeſt when they are gone. 

Tal. Well then, alone, ſince there's no remedy, 

I mean to prove this Lady's courteſie. 

Come hither, Captain, you perceive my mind, | Whiſpers. 
Capt. I do, my Lord, and mean accordingly, | Exewnt. 

Enter Counteſs of Auvergne. 
Count, Porter, remember what I gave in charge, 

And when you have done ſo, bring the Keys to me. 
Port. Madam, I will. Exit. 
Count, The Plot is laid, if all things fall out right, 

I ſhall as famous be by this exploit, 

As Scythian Tomyris by Cyrus Death, 

Great is the rumour of this dreadſul Knight, 

And h's Atchievements of no leſs account: 

Fain would mine Eyes be witneſs with my Ears, 

To give their Cenſure of theſe rare Reports, 

Enter Meſſenger and Talbot. 
Meſſ. Madam, according as your Ladyſhip deſii'd, 

By Meſſage crav'd, fo is the Lord Talbot come. 

Count. And he is welcome; what? is this the Man? 
Meſſ. Madam, it is. 
Count, Is this the Scourge of France? 

ls this the Talbot, ſo much fear'd abroad? 

That with his Name the Mothers till their Babes? 

| ſe Report is fabulous and falſe. 

| thought I ſhould have ſeen ſome Hercules, 

A ſecond Hector, for bis grim aſpect, 

And large proportion of his ſtrong knit Lin. bs. 

Alas! this is a Child, a ſilly Dwarf; 

If cannot be, this weak and writhled Shrimp 

Should ſtrike ſuch terror to his Encmies. 

Ee 4 Tat. 


— 


1400 The Firſt Part of 


Tal, Madam, I have been bold to trouble you: 
But fince your Ladyſhip is not at leiſure, 
I'll fort ſome ocher time to viſit you. 

Count. W hat means he now? 
Go ask him, whither he goes? 


Meſſ. Stay, my Lord Talbot, for my Lady craves, 


To know the cauſe of y- ur abrupt departure. 

Tal. Marry, for that ſhe's in a wrong belief, 
I go to certifie her, Talbot's here. 

Enter Porter with Keys. 

Count, If thou be he; then art thou Priſoner, 

Tal. Priſoner} to whom ? 

Count, To me, Blood-thirſty Lord : 

And for that cauſe I train'd thee to my Houſe, 
Long time thy ſhadow hath been thrall to me, 
For in my Gallery thy Picture hangs: 

But now the Subſtance ſhall endure the like, 
And I will chain theſe Legs and Arms of thine, 
That haſt by Tyranny theſe many Years 
Waſted our Country, fl:in our Citizens, 

And ſent our Sons and Husbands Captivate. 

Tal. Hz, ha, ha, 

Connt, Laugheſt thou Wretch? 

Thy Mirth ſhall turn-to Moan. 

Tal. 1 laugh to ſee your Ladyſhip fo fond, 
To think, that you have ought but Talbot's Suadow, 
Whereon to practiſe your ſeverity. 

Count. Why? art thou not the Man? 

Tal. I am indeed. 

Count. Then have I Subſſance too, 

Tal. No, no, I am but Shadow of my ſelſ: 
You are deceiv'c, my Subſtance is not here; 
For what you fee is but the ſmalleſt part, 

Ard leaſt proportion of Humanity: | 
T telt you, Madam, were the whole Frame here, 
It is of ſuch a ſpacious loſty pitch, | 

Your Roof were not ſufficient to contain it. 


Crunt. This is a Riddling Merchant for the nonce, 


He will be here, and yet he is' not here: 
How can theſe contrarieties agree? 


Tal. That wil T ſhew-you preſently, 
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Winds bis Horn, Drums ſtrike up, a Peal of Ordinance : | 
ID Enter Soldiers. | 

How ſ:y you, Madam? are you now perſuaded, 
Tnat Talbot is but Shadow of himſelf? | 
Theſe are his Subſtance, Sinews, Arms, and Strength, i 
With which he yoeketh your rebellious Necks, | 
Rizeth your Cities, and ſubverts your Towns, f 
Aud in a moment makes them deſolate. 1 

Coun, Victorious Talbot, pardon my abuſe; tl 
| fd thou art no leſs than Fame hath bruited, 141 
ad more chan may be gathered by thy Shape. uk 
let my Preſumption not provoke thy Wrath, 

Fr I am ſorry, that with Reverence 

did not entertain thee as thou art, 

Tal. Be not diſmay'd, fair Lady, nor miſconſtrue 
The mind of Talbot, as you did miſtake 

The outward compoſition of his Body. 

What you have done, hath not offended me: 

Nor other ſatis faction do I crave, 

But only with your Patience, that we may 

Tiſte of your Wine, and ſee what Cates you have, 
For Soldiers Stomachs always ſerve them well, 

Conn. With all my Heart, an think me honoured, 

To fealt ſo great a Warrior in my Houſe, | Exeunt. 

Emer Richard Plantaganet, Warwick, Some: ſet, Suffolk, 

and others, 

Play, Great Lords and Gentlemen, 

What means this filence 2 
Dre no Man anſwer in a Caſe of Truth? 

Sef. Within the Temple Hall we were too loud, 
The Guden here is more convenient. 

Plan, Then ſay at once, if I maintair'd the Truth: 
0: ciſe was wrangling Somerſet in th* Error? 

Sf Faith 1 have been a Truant in the Law, 

Arg never yet could frame my will to it, 
Ard therefore frame the Law unto my Will. 

Som, judge you, my Lord of Warwick, then between us. 
Har. Between two Hawks, which flies the higher pitch, 
bers een two Doge, which hath the deeper Mouth, 
dancer two Blades, which bears the better temper, 
ween two Horſes, which doth bear him beſt, 

md een two Girls, which hath the merryeſt Eye, I 
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I have perhaps ſome ſhallow Spirit of judgment: Liv 
But in theſe nice ſharp Quillets of th: Law, The A 
Good-faith, I am no wiſer than a Daw. I fign 

Plan, Tut, tut, here is a mannerly forbearance : 


Plan 
The truth appears ſo naked on my ſide, Sous 
That any pur-blind 'Eye may find it our. Shall c 
Som. And on my fide, it is ſo well apparell'd, Play, 
So clear, ſo ſhining, and ſo evident, For pal 
That it will glimmer through a blind Man's Eye. The ent 
Plan. Since you are Tongue-ty'd, and fo loth to ſpeak, Fam. 
In dumb ſigaificants proclaim your Thoughts: Tis no 
Let him that is a true-born Gentleman, Bluſh f 
And ſtands upon the Honour of his Birth, And ye 
If he ſuppoſe that I have pleadeth truth, Plan, 
From off this Briar pluck a white Roſe with me. 2 
Som. Let him that is no Coward, nor no Flatterer, Plan, 
But dare maintain the Party of the Truth, Whites | 
Pluck a red Roſe from off this Thorn with me. 1 
Mar. I love no Colours; and without all colour That ſh; 
Of baſe inſinuating Flattery, Where! 
I pluck this white Roſe with Plantaganet. Plan, 
Saf. I pluck this red Roſe with young Somerſet, I ſcorn t 
And ſay withal, I think he held the right. | Suf. 
Per, Stay, Lords and Gentlemen, and pluck no more, Plan, 
Till you conclude, that he upon whoſe fide f. I 
The feweſt Roſes are crop'd from the Tree, Som. 
Shall yield the other in the right Opinion. We grace 
Som. Good Maſter Vernon, it is well objected; War, \ 
If I have feweſt, I ſubſcribe in ſilence. His Gran 
Plan, And I. Third 801 
Ver. Thea for the truth, and plainneſs of the Caſc, rig Cr 
T pluck this pale and maiden Bloſſom here, Plau. E 
G:ving my Verdict on the whice Roſe fide. Or durſt 
Som. P:ick not your Finger as you pluck it off, Hm. PE 
Leſt bleeding, you do paint the white Roſe ted, Oy p 
Ard fall on my fide fo againſt your will, Wis not tl 
Ver. If l, my Lord, for my Opinion bleed, For Treaſc 
Opinion ſhall be Surgeon to my hurt, and by h 
And keep me on the fide ſtill where I am. Corrupted 
Som. Well, well, come on, who elle ? 'S treſpat 
| | Ard "ill tl 
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Lawyer. Unleſs my Study and my Books be falſe, ; 
The Argument you held, was wrong in you; | To Somerſet, | | 
ln ſign whereof, I pluck a white Role too. 

Plan, Now Somerſet, where is your Argument? 
Som. Here in my Scabbard, meditating that, 
Shall dye your white Roſe in a bloody red, ; 
plan. Mean time your Cheeks do counterſeit our Roſes, N 
For pale they look with fear, as witneſſing 1 
The truth on our fide. 4 
Som, No, Plantaganet. li 0 
Tis not for fear, but anger, that my Checks 1 
Bluſb for pure ſhame, to counterfeit our Roſes, 
And yet thy Tongue will not confeſ. thy Error. 
Plan. Hath not thy Roſe a Carker, Somzerſer ? 
Sm, Hath not thy Roſ: a Thorn, Plantaganet? 
plan. Ay, ſharp and piercing to maintain his truth, 
Whiles thy — Canker eats his falſhood. 
Sm, Well, Vil find Friends to wear my bleeding Reſcs, 
That ſhall maintain what I have ſaid is true, 
Where falſe Plantaganet dare not be ſeer. 
Plan. Now by this Maiden Bloſſom in my Hand, 
| ſcorn thee and thy fiſhion, peeviſh Boy. 
Suf. Turn not thy ſcorrs this way, Plantaganet. 
Plan. Proud Pool, I wil), and ſcorn both him and thee. 
Sf, I'll turn my part th:reof into thy Throat, 
Som, Away, away, good William de la Pool, 
We grace the Yeoman, by converſing with kim, 
ar. Now by God's will thou wrong'ſt him, Somerſet : 
His Grandfather was Lyonel Duke of Clarence, 
Third Son to the third Eduard King of England: 
prirg Cre ſtleſs Veomen from ſo deep a Root? 
Plan, He bears him on the place's Priviledge, 
Or durſt not for his craven Heart ſay thus. 
Hm. By him that made me, I'll maint. in my words 
02 y plot of Ground in Chriſtendom, 
Wis not thy Father, Richard, Earl of Cambridge, 
or Treaſon executed in our late King's Days? 
And by his Treaſon, ſtand'ſt not thou attainted, 
Corrupted and exempt from antient Gentry ? 
as treſpaſs yet lives guilty in thy Blood, 
Aud "till thou be reſtor'd, thou art a Yeoman, 
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Plan. My Father was attached, not attainted, 
Condemn'd to die for Treaſon, but not Traitor; 
And that I'll prove on better Men than Somerſet, 
Were growing time once ripened to my Will. 

For your Paitaker Pool, and you your (elf, 
Ill note you in my Book of Memory, 

To ſcourge you for this appre henſion: 

Look to it well, and ſay you are well warn'd. 

Som. Ah, thou ſhalt find us ready for thee ſtill; 
And know us by theſ: Colours, for thy Foes: 

For theſe, my Friends in ſpight of thee ſhall wear. 

Plan, And by my Soul, this pale and angry Roſe, 
As Cognizance of my Blood-drinking hate, 

Will I for ever, and my Faction wear, 
Until it wither with me to my Grave, 
Or flouriſh to the height of my Degree. 
Suf. Go forward, and be choak'd with thy ambition: 


And ſo firewel, until I meer thee next. Exit. 
Som. Have with thee, Pool : Farewel, ambitious K. 
chard. | Exit, 


Plan, How I am brav'd, and muſt perforce endure it! 
Mar. This blot, that they object againſt your Houſl;, 

Shall be wip'd out in the next Parliament, 

Call'd ſor the Truce of Wincheſter and Glouceſter : 

And if thou be not then created Jork, 

I will not live to be accounted Warwick. 

Mean time, in ſignal of my love to thee, 

Againſt proud Somerſet, and William Pool, 

Will I upon thy party wear this Roſe, 

Ard here I propheſie; this Brawl to day, 

Grown to this Faction in the Temp!e Garden, 

Shall fend between the red Roſe and the white, 

A thouſand Souls to death and deacly Night. 
Plan. Good Maſter Vernon, I am bound to yon, 

That ycu on my bebalf would pluck a Flower. 
Ver. In your behalf till will I wear the ſame. 
Lawyer. And ſo will I, 
Plas. Thar ke, gentle Sir. 

Come, let us four to dirner; I dare ſay, 

This Quarrel will drink Blood another day. 


Ext! 


[ Exeunt, 
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Enter Mortimer, brought in a Chair, and Jailors. 
Mor. Kind Keepers of my weak decaying Age, 
Let dy ing Mortimer here reſt himſelf. 
Even like a Man new haled from the Wrack, 
So fare my Limbs with long Impriſonment : 
And theſe gray Locks, the Purſuivants of Death, 
Neſtor-like aged, in an Age of Care, | 
Argue the end of Edmund Mortimer, 
Theſe Eyes, like Lamps, whoſe waſting Oil is ſpent, 
Wax dim, as drawing to their Exigent. 
Weak Shoulders, over-born with burthening Grief, 
And pithleſs Arms, like to a withered Vine, 
That droops his ſapleſs Branches to the Ground, 
Yer are theſe Feet, whoſe ſtrengrthlefs ſtay is num, 
(Unable to ſupport this Lump of Clay) 
dwift-winged with deſire to get a Grave, 
As witting J no other comfo:t have. 
But tell me, Keeper, will my Nephew come? 
Keeper. Richard Plantaganet, my Lord, will ccme; 
We ſent unto the Temple, to his Chamber, 
Ard anſwer was return'd, that he will come, 
Mor, Enough ; my Soul then ſhall be ſatisfied. 
Poor Gentleman, his wrong doth equal mine. 
Since Henry Monmouth fult began to Reign, 
before whole Glory I was great in Arms, 
This loathſome ſequeſtration have I had; 
And even ſince then, hath Richard been obſcur'd, 
Depriv'd of Honour and Inheritance, 
But now, the Arbitrator of Deſpairs, 
Juſt Death, kind Umpire of Mens Miſeries, 
With ſwe-r Enlargement doth diſmiſs me hence: 
| you'd his troubles likewiſe were expir'd, 
That ſo he might recover what was loſt, 
Enter Richard Plantaganet. 
Keeper. My Lord, your loving Nephew row is come. 
Mor, Richard Plantaganet, my Friend, is he come? 
Plan. I, noble Uncle, thus ignobly us'd, 
Your Nerhew, late deſpiſed Richard, comes. 
Afor, Direct mine Arms, I may embrace his Neck, 
Ard in his Boſom ſpend my later gafp. 
Ou tell me when my Lips do touch his Checks, 
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That I may kindly give one fainting Kiſs: 


And now declare, ſweet Stem from York's great Stock, 
Why did'ſt rhou ſay of late thou wert deſpis'd? 

Plan. Firſt, lean thine aged Back againſt mine Arm, 
And in that eaſe I'll tell tnee my Diteaſe, 

This day in Argument upon a Caſe, 

Some words there grew *twixt Somerſet and me: 
Amongſt which terms, he us'd his laviſh Tongue, 
And did upbraid me with my Father's Death; 
Which obloquy ſer Bars before my Tongue, 

Elſe with the like J had requited him. 

Therefore, good Uncle, for my Father's ſake, 

In honour of a true Plantaganet, 

And for Alliance ſake, declare the Cauſe, 

My Father, Earl of Cambridge, loſt his Head. 

Mor. This Cauſe, fair Nephew, that impriſon'd me, 
And hath detain'd me all my flow'ring Youth, 
Within a loathſome Dungeon, there to pine, 

Was curſed Inſtrument of his deceaſe. 

Plan. Diſcover mere at large, what Cauſe that was, 
For I am ignorant, and cannot gueſs, 

Mor. I will, if that my fading Breath permit, 
And Death approach not, &er my Tale be done. 
Henry the Fourth, Grandfather to this King, 
Depos'd his Couſin Richard, Edward's Son, 

The firſt begotten, and the lawful Heir 

Of Edward King, the third of that Deſcent, 
During whoſe Reign, the Piercies of the North, 
Finding his Ulurpation moſt unjuſt, 
Endeavour'd my advancement to the Throne. 
The Reaſon mov'd theſe warlike Lords to this, 
Was, for that, young King Richard thus remov d, 
Leaving no Heit begotten of his Body, 

J was the next by Birth and Parentage: 

For by my Mother I derived am 

From Lyonel Dake of Clarence, the thiid Son 
To Kine Edward the Third; whereas he, 

From John of Gaunt doth bring his Pedigree, 
Being but the fourth of chat Heroick Line. 

But mask; as in this haughty great attempt, 


They laboured to Plant the rightful Heir, 
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| loſt my Liberty, and they their Lives. 
Long after this, when Henry the Fifth, 
Succeeding his Father Bullingbrobe, did Reign; 
Thy Father, Earl of Cambriage, then deriv'd 
From famous Edmand Langley, Duke of York, 
Marrying my Siſter, that thy Mother was; 
Apain, in pity of my hard diſtreſs, 

Levied an Army, weening to redeem, 

And have inſtall d me in the Diadem: 

But as the reſt, ſo fell that noble Earl, 

And was beheaded. Thus the Mortimers, 

In whom the Title reſted, were ſuppreſt, 

Plan. Of which, my Lord, your Honour is the laſt. - 

Mor. True; and thou ſeeſt, that I no Iſſue have, 
And that my fainting words do warrant death: 

Thou art my Heir; the reſt, I wiſh thee gather : 
But yet be wary in thy ſtudious Care, 

Plan, Thy grave Admoniſhments prevail with me: 
But yet, methinks, my Fathei's Execution 
Was nothing lefs than bloody Tyranny, 

Mor, With ſilence, Nephew, be thou politick: 

Strong fixed is the Houſe of Lancaſter, 

And like a Mountain, not to be remoy'd. 

But now thy Uncle is removing hence, 

As Princes do their Courts, when they are cloy'd 
With long continuance in a ſetled place. 

Plan. O Uncle, would ſome part of my young Years 
Might but redeem the paſſage of your Age. 

Mor. Thou doſt then wrong me, as that ſlaughter doth, 
Which giveth many Wounds, when one will kill, | 
Mourn not, except thou ſorrow for my good, 

Oaly give order for my Funeral. 
And fo farewel, and fair be all thy hopes; 
And proſperous be thy Life in Peace and War. [ Dies, 

Plan, And Peace, no War, befall thy parting Soul. 
in Priſon haſt thou ſpent a Pilgrimage, 
Ard like a Hermite over-paſt thy days. 

Well, 1 will lock his Counſel in my Breaſt, 
And what I do imagine, let that reſt. 

Keepers convey him hence, and [ my ſelf 
Vil ſee his Burial better than his Life, 
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Here dies the dusky Torch of Mortimer, = 
Choak'd with Ambition of the meaner ſort. To | 
And for thoſe Wrongs, thoſe bitter Injuries, 
Which Somerſet hath offer'd to my Houſe, 
I doubt nor, but with Honour to redreſs. 
And therefore haſte I to the Parliament, 
Either to be reſtored to my Blood, | 
Or make my will th* advantage of my good. [Exit 
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Flowriſh, Emer King Henry, Exeter, Glouceſter, Wi. Arq + 
cheſter, Warwick, Somerſet, Suffolk, and Richard Plan- And m 
taganet. Glouceſter offers to put wp 4 Bill: Wincheſter But h. 


ſaatthes it, and tears it. Glo. 
Mu. "Om'ſt thou with deep premeditated Lines? Thou 
With written Pamphlets, ſtudiouſly devis'd? Wiz, 
Humphry of Gloſter, if thou canſt accuſe, But on 
Or ought intend'ſt to lay unto my charge, Glo, 
Do it without invention, ſuddenly, Mn. 
As I with ſudden, and extemporal Speech, Glo, 
Purpoſe to anſwer what thou canſt object. ence And uſe 
Glo. Preſumptuous Prieſt, this place commands my pit. Wir, 
Or thou ſhould'ſt find thou haſt diſhonour'd me. Glo, © 
Think nor, although in Writing I preterr'd Touchin 
The manner of thy vile outragious Crimes, Wir, 
That there fore I have forg'd, or am not able Mar. 
Verbatim to rehearſe the Method of my Pen. My Lorg 
No, Prelate, ſuch is thy audacious Wickedneſs, Som. 
Thy leud, peſtiferous, and diſſentious pranks, thinks 
As very Infants prattle of thy pride. Md Kn 
Thou art a moſt pernicious Uſurer, War. I 
Froward by Nature, Enemy to Peace, t fitteth 
Laſcivious, wanton, more than well beſeems Som, Y 
A Man of thy Profe ſſion, and Degree. War.'s 
And for thy Treachery, what's more manifckt — his 
"uh, P. 


In that thou laid'ſt a Trap to take my Lite, 
As well at London Bridge, as at the Tower. 
Beſide, I fear me, if thy Thoughts were ſifted, 
The King, thy Soveraign, is not quite exempt 
From envious malice of thy ſwelling Heart. 
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Win. Gloſter, I do defie thee. Lords, vouchſafe 
To give me hearing what ſhall reply. 
If I were Covetous, Ambitious, or Perverſe, 
As he will have me; how am I ſo poor? 
Oc how haps it, I ſeek not to advance 
Or raiſe my ſelf ? But keep my wonted Calling. 
And for Diſſertion, who preferreth Peace 
More than I do ? except I be provok d. 
No, my good Lords, it is not that offends, 
lt is not that, that hath incens'd the Duke: 
It is becauſe no one ſhould ſway but ke, 
No one, but he, ſhould be about the King; 
Wir- And that engenders Thunder in his Breaſt, 
Plan- And makes him roar theſe Accuſations forth. 
eſter MW But he ſhall know, I am as god 
Glo, As good? 
Thoa Baſtard of my Grandfather. 
Win. Ay, Lordly Sir; for what are you, I pray, 
But one imperious in another's Throne? 
Glo, Am not I Protector, ſawcy Prieſt? 
Wiz. And am not I a Prelate of the Church? 
Glo, Ves, as an Out- law in a Caſtle keeps, 
And uſeth it, to patronage his Theft. 
Wiz, Unreverend Gloceſter. 
Glo. Thou art Reverend, 
Touching thy ſpiritual Function, not thy Life. 
Wir, Rome ſhall remedy this. 
War. Roam thither then, 
Lord, it were your duty to forbear. 
Som. Ay, ſee the Biſhop be not over-born: 
Methinks my Lord ſhould be Religious, 
And know the Office that belongs to ſuch. h 
War. Methinks his Lordſhip ſhould be humbler, 
it fitteth not a Prelate ſo to plead. 
Som, Yes, when his holy State is touch'd ſo near. 
War. State holy, or unhallow'd, what of that? 


not his Grace Protector to the King? 
Rich, Plantagenet I ſ:e muſt hold his Tongue, 
lt it be ſaid, ſpeak, Sirrah, when you ſhould, 
A your bold Verdict enter talk with Lords? 
le would I have a fling at Wincheſter, 
"ISM 


Vor. III. K. Henry. 
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X. Henry. Uncles of Gloſter and of Wincheſter, 
The ſpecial Watchmen of our Engliſh Weal, 
I would prevail, if Prayers might prevail, 
To join your Hearts in Love and Amity, 
Oh, what a Scandal is it to our Crown, 
That two ſuch Noble Peers as ye ſhould jar! 
Believe me, Lords, my tender Years can tell, 
Civil Diſſcnrion is a viperous Worm, 
That gnaws the Bowels of the Common-wealth, 
| A noiſe within; Down with the Tawny Coats. 
x. Henry, What Tumult is this? 
Mar. An Uproar, I dare warrant, 
Begun through malice of the Biſhop's Men. 
[.4 noiſe again, Stones, Stones, 
Enter Mayor. 
Mayor. Oh, my good Lords, and virtuous Henry, 
Pity the City of London, pity us: 
The Biſhop, and the Duke of Glo'ſter's Men, 
Forbidden late to carry any Weapon, 
Have fill'd their Pockets full of peble Stones; 
And banding themſelves in contrary Parts, 
Do pelt ſo faſt at one another's Pate, 
That many have their giddy Brains knock d out: 
Our Windows are broke down in every Street, 
Ard we, for fear, compell'd to ſhut our Shops. 
Enter in Skirmiſh with bloody Pates. 
R. Henry, We charge you on Allegiance to our ſelves, 
To hold your ſlaughtering Hands, and keep the Peace: 
Pray, Uncle Gloſter, mitigate this Strife. 


1 Serv. Nay, if we be forbidden Stones, we'll fall to f 


with our Teeth. 
2 Serv. Do what ye dare, we are as reſolute, 


[ Skirmiſh again 


Glo. You of my houſhold leave this peeviſh broil, 
And ſet this unaccuſtom'd fight aſide. 

3 Serv. My Lord, we know your Grace to be a Min 
Juſt, and uprighr; and for your Royal Birth, 
Inferior to none, but to his Majeſty : 

And &er that we will ſuffer ſuch a Prince, 
So kind a Father of the Common W eal, 
To be diſgraged by an Ink-horn Mate, 


We 
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We, and our Wives and Children, all will fight, 1 
And have our Bodies ſlaughter'd by thy Foes. -._ 
1 Serv. Ay, and the very parings of our Nails f 
Shall piteh a Field when we · are dead. [ Begin again. q 
Glo. Stay, ſtay, I ſay; | 
And if you love me, as you fay you do, 1 
Let me pe ſwade you to forbear à while. [ 
E. Henry. O how this diſcord doth afflict my Soul! 1 
Can you, my Lord of Wincheſter, be hold * 
| My Sighs and Tears, and will not once relent? 
Who ſhould be pitiful, if you be not? 
Or who ſhould ſtudy to prefer a Peace, 
If Holy Church- men take delight in Broils? 
War, Yield my Lord Protector, yield Wincheſter ; 
Except you mean with obſtinate Repulſe 
Toflay your Sovereign, and deſtroy the Realm. 
You ſee what Miſchief, and what Murther too, 
Huh been enacted through your Enmity: 
Then be at Peace, except ye thirſt for Blood, 
Win, He ſhall ſubmit, or I will never yield. 
Glo, Compaſſion on the King commands me ſtoop} 
0: I would ſe his Heart out, e'er the Prieſt 
Should ever get that privilege of me. 
War. Behold, my Lerd of Wincheſter, the Duke 
Hun baniſh'd moody diſcontented Fury, 
As by his ſmoothed Brows it doth appear: 
85 Why lock you till {> Stern and Tragical? 
e: Glo, Here, Wincheſter, I offer thee my Hand, 
. X Herry, Fie, Uncle Beauford, I have heard you preacli, 
11 to ht Mice was a great and grievous Sin: 
Ard will not you maintain the thing you teach? 
But prove à chief Offender in the ſame. 
again Mar. Sweet King; the Biſhop hath a kindly gird: 
; Fr Shame, my Lord of Wincheſter, relent; 
har, h-11 a Child inſtruct you what to do? 
Man | Win, Well, Duke of Glo'ſter, I will yield to theej 
We for thy Love, and Hand for Hand I give, 
Gl, Ay, but I fear me with a hollow Heart. 
re here, my Friends and loving Cauntiymen, 
us Token ſerveth for a Flag of Truce, 


eint our ſelves, and all our Followers: 
We Ff 2 


. 


8. 
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So help me Gcd, as I diſſemble not. 
Win. So help me God, as I inte nd it not. 
K. Henry, Oh, loving Uncle, kind Duke of Glo ſter, 
How jytul am I made by this Contract! 
Awey, my Mafters, trouble us no more, 
But jom in Friendſhip, as your Lords have done. 
' 1 Serv. Content, I'll to the Surgeon's. 
2 Serv. And fo will I. | 
3 Serv. And I will ſee what Phyſick the Tavern affords, 
| Exennt, 
Mar. Accept this Scrowl, moſt gracious Sovereign, 
Which in the Right of Richard Plantagenet, 
We o exhibit to your Majeſty, 
Glo. Well urg'd, my Lord of Warwick; for, ſweet Price, 
And if your Grace mark every Cncumſlance, 
You have great realon to do Richard right, 
Eſp cially for thoſe Occaſions 
At El::am Place I told your Majeſty. 
K. Henry. And thoſe Occaſions, Uncle, were of force: 
Therefore, my loving Lords, our pleaſure is, 
That Richard be reſtored to his Blood. 
Lr. Let Richard be reſtored to his Blood, 
So Mall his Father's Wrongs be recompens'd. 
Win. As will the rift, fo willeth Wincheſter. 
X. Henry, II Richard will be true, not that alone, 
But al the whole I heritagce I grve 
That doth belong unto the Houſe of York, 
From whence you ſpring, by lineal Deſcent: 
Rich. Thy humble Servant vows Obedience, 
Ard huriblc Service till the point of Death. 
K. I cury. S pop then, and fer your Knee againſt my Foot, 
And in r guerdos of that Duty done, 
Ind thee with the valiaut Sword of Turk. 
Kiſe, Richard, like a true Plantagener, 


"Ard rile created Princely Duke of Work. 


Kich. And fo thrive Richard, as thy Foes may fall, 
And as my Duty fprings, ſo periſh they 
T hat ©: udge one Thought againſt your Majeſty. 
All. Welcome, h gh Prince, the mighty Duke of Tork: 
Som. Pcrifh, ba ſe Prir ce, ignoble Duke of York. | Ajjat 
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Glo, Now will it beſt avail your Majeſty, 
To croſs the Scas, and to be crown'd in France: 
The preſence of a King engenders Love, 
Amongſt his Subjects and lis loyal Friends, 
As it diſenimat es his Enemies. 
. Henry. When Gloſter ſays the word, King Henry goes, 
For Friendly Counſ:l cuts off many Foes. 


©) 0, Ships already are in readineſs. E. ren it. 
_ Manet Exeter. 
Exe, Ay, we may march in England or in France, 
Not ſeeing what is likely to enſue; 
108 Tais late Diſſenti n grown becwixt the Peers, 


Burns u- der feigned aſhes of forg'd Love, 

And will at laſt break out into a Fl.me, 

As feſt>r'd Members rot but by degrees, 

Till Bones, and Fleſh, and Sinews fall away; 
o will this baſe and envious Di:cord breed. 
Ard now I fear that fatal Prophecy 

Which in the time of Henry nam'd the Fiſth, 
Was in the Mouth of every ſecking Bake, 
That Henry born at Monmouth ſhould win all, 
And Henry born at Windſor ſhould loſe all : 
Which is ſo plain, that Exeter doth wiſh, : 
tis days may finiſh e er that hapleſs time. [ Exit. 


SC 6-00: 


Enter Joan la Pucelle dig, d, and four Soldiers with 
Sacks upon their Backs. 


Pucel. Theſe are the City Gates, the Gates of Roan, 
Through which our Policy muſt make a Breach, 
le heed, be wary how you place your Words, 
Talk like the vu'gar fort of Market-men, 
at come to gather Mony for their Corn. 
, If we have entrance, as I hope we shall, 
Id that we find the ſlothful Wrch but weak, 
by a Sign give notice to our Friends, 
r Charles the Dauphin may encounter them. 
. Our Sacks ſhall be a means to ſack the City, 
= ad we be Lords and Rulers over Roan, | 
bereſore we'll knock. | Knot. 
Fi 3 Watch, 


Foot, 


[i 
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Watch. Qui va la? 
Pucel. Paiſans pauvres gens de France. 
Poor Market Foiks that come to fell their Corn. 
Much. Enter, go in, the Market Bell is rung. 
Pucel, Now Roan, I'll ſhake thy Bulwarks to the Ground, 
| | Excunt, 


Enter Dauphin, Baſtard, and Alenſon. 
Das. St. Dennis ble ſs this happy Stratagem, 
And once again we'll flꝰep ſecure in Roan, 
Baſt. Here entred Pucelle and her Practiſants: 
Now ſhe is there, how will ſhe ſpecifie, 
Where is t e beſt and ſafeſt paſſage in? 
Keig. By thruſting out a Torch from yonder Tower, 
Which once diſc:r 'd, ſhews that her meaning is, 
No way to that (ior weakneſs) which ſhe entred. 
Enter Joan la Pucelle on the tap thruſting out a Torch burning 
Pucci. Behold, this is the hzppy Wedding Torch, 
Tit j-rineth Roan unto her Countrymen, 
But burning fatal to the Talbonites. 
Baſt, Sce, Noble Charles, the Beacon of our Friend, 
The burning Torch in yonder Turret ſtands, 
Dau No ſhines it like a Comet of Revenge, 
A Prophet to tie fall of all our Foes, 
Reig. Dcfer no time, delays have dangerous Ends, 
Enter, and cry, The Dauphin, preſently, 
Aid then do execution on the Watch. 
| An Alarm, Talbot i an Excurſon. 
Tal. France, thou ſhalt rue this Treaſon with thy Tear: 
If Talbot but ſurvive thy Treachery. 
Pucelle that Witch, that damned Sorcereſs, 
Hath wrought this bel'iſh Miſchief unzwares. | 
Thar hardly we eſcap'd the Pride of France [ Exit 
Au Alarm: Excurſions, Bedford brought in fick in 4 Chai 
Euter Talbot and Burgundy without; within Joan la Pu- 
ceil:, Dauphin, Baſtard and Reignier en the Walls. 
Pacel. Good morrow, Gallants, want ye Corn for Bret 
T think the Duke of Burgundy will faſt, 
Before he'll buy again at ſuch a rate. 
*T was full of Darnel; do you like the taſte? 
Burg. Scoff on, vile Fiend, ard ſhameful Coutizan, 
I truſt e'er long to choak thee with thine own, 


And 


King Henry VI. 1415 


And make thee curſe the Harveſt of that Corn. 
Dau. Your Grace may ſtarve, perhaps, before that time. 
Bed. Oh let not Words, but Deeds revenge this Treaſon, 
Pacel, What will you do, good gray Beard? 
Break a Lance, and run a Tilt at Death 
Within a Chair. 
Tul. Foul Fiend of France, and Hag of all deſpight, 
Incompaſs'd with thy luſtful Paramours, 
Becomes it thee to taunt his valiant Age, 
And twit with Cowardiſe a Man halt dead? 
Damſel, I'll have a Bout with you again, 
Or elſe let Talbot periſh with his Shame. 
Pucel. Are you ſo hot, Sir: Yet Pacelle hold thy peace, 
If Talbot do but Thunder, Rain will tollow, 
[ 7 hey whiſper together in Connſel, 
God ſpeed the Parliament; who ſhall be the Speaker? 
Tal. Dare ye come forth, and meet us in the Field} 
Pucel, Belike your Lordſhip takes us then for Fools, 
To try if that our own be ours, or no. | 
Tal. I ſpeak not to that railing Hecate, 
But unto thee Alenſon, and the reſt. 
Will ye, like Soldiers, come and fight it out ? 
Alen. Seignior, no. 
Tal. Seignior, hang: Baſe Muleteers of France, 
Like Peaſant Foot- boys do they keep the Walls, 
And dare not take up Arms, like Gentlemen, 
Pucel, Captains away, let's get us from the Walls, 
For Talbot means no goodneſs by his Looks. 
God be wi' you, my Lord; we came, Sir, but to tell you, 
That we are here. [ Exeunt from the Walli. 
Tal. And there we will be too, cer it be long, 


und, 


[Ex Or ele Reproach be Talbot's greateſt Fame. 
. Vow Burgundy, by Honour of thy Houſe, 
pu- 


Prick'd on by publick Wrongs ſuſtain'd in France, 
Either to get the Town again, or dye. | 
And J, as ſure as Engliſh Henry lives, 

And as his Father here was Conqueror, 

As ſure as in this late betrayed Town, 

Great Cemrdelion's Heart was buried 

lure I ſwear to get the Town or die. 


Ft 4 Burg 
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Burg. My Vows are equal partners with thy Vows. 
Tal. But e'er we go, regard this dying Prince, 
The valiant Duke of Bedford: Come, my Lord, 
We will beſtow you in ſome better place, 
Fitter for Sickneſs, and for crazy Age. 
Bed. Lord Talbot, do not ſo diſh - Hur me: 
Here I will fit, before the Walls of Koan, 
A di be partacr of your Weal or Wo. 
Burg. Couragious Bedford, let us now perſuade you, 
Bcd, Nt to be gone from hence: For once I read, 
That {tour Pendragon, in his Litter ſick, 
Came to the Field, and vanquiſhed his Foes, 
Methinks I ſhould revive the Soldiers Hearts, 
Becauſe I ever found them as my ſelf. 
Tal. Undaunted Spirit in a dying Breaſt, 
Then be it ſo: Heavens keep old Bedford ſafe. 
And now no more ado, brave Burgundy, 
But gather we our Forces out of hand, 


And ſ:t upon our boaſting Enemy. [Exit 


An Alarm: Excurſions: Euter Sir John Falſtaff, and 
a Captain, 
Cap. Whither away, Sir Fohn Falſtaff, in ſuch haſte? 
Fal. Whither away? to ſave my lelt by flight, 
We are like to have the Overthrow again. 
Cap. What! will you fly, and leave Lord Talbot? 
Fal. Ay, all the Talbers in the World to {ave my Life. 


Exit. 
Cap. Cowardly Knight, ill. Fortune follow thee. To. 


Retreat: Excurſions, Pucelle, Alenſon, and Dauphin fly 
Bed. Now, quiet Sou}, d.part when Heaven pleaſe, 
For I have ſeen our Enemies overthrow, 
What is the truſt or ſtrength of fooliſh Man? 
They that of late were daring with thcir Scoffs, 
Are glad and fain by flight to fave themſelves. 


| Dies, and is carried off in his Chair. 


An Alarm, Enter Talbot, Burgundy, and the reſt. 
Tal. Loſt, and recovered in a day again, 
This is a double Honour, Burgundy; .. 
Yet Heavens have Glory for this Victory. 
Burg. Warlike and Martial Talbot, Burgundy 


Inſhrincs thee in his Heart, and there erects T 
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Thy Noble Deeds, 2s Valour's Monuments. 
Tal. Thanks, gentle Duke; but where is Pucelle now? 
| think her old Familiar is aſl-ep. 
Now where's the Baſtard's bi aves, and Charles his glikes ? 
What, all amort ? Roan hangs her Head for Grief, 
That ſuch a valiant Company are fled, 
Now we Will take ſome Order in the Town, 
placing therein ſome expert Officers, 
And then depart to Paris to the King, 
For there young Henry with his Nobles lye. 
Burg. What wills Lord Talbot, vleaſeth Burgundy. 
Tal. But yet before we go, let's not forget 
The Noble Duke of Bedford, late deceas d, 
But ſee his Exequics fulfiil'd in Roar, 
A braver Soldicr never couched Launce, 
A gentler Heart did never ſway in Court, 
But Kings and mightieſt Potentates muſt dye, 
For that's the end of Human-Miſery. | Exennt. 


8 CEN E IL 
Enter Dauphin, Baſtard, Alenſon, and Joan la Pucelle. 


Pucel. Diſmay not, Princes, at this Accident, 
Nor grieve that Roar is ſo recovered. 
Care is no- cure, but rather corroſive, 
for things that are not to be remedy'd. 
Let frantick Talbot triumph for a while, 
Ard like a Peacock ſweep along his Tail, 
We'll pull his Plumes, and take away his Train, 
If Dauphin and the reſt will be but rui'd. 
Dau. We have been guided by thee hitherto, 
And of thy Cunning had no diffidence. 
One ſudden Foil ſhall never breed diſtruſt. 
Baſt, Search out thy Wit for ſecret Policies, 
And we will make thee famous through the World. 
Alen. We'll ſer thy Statue in ſome Haly Place, 
And have thee reverenc'd like a bleſſed Saint. 


Employ thee then, ſweet Virgin, for our good. 


| Pacel, Thenthus it muſt be, this doth Joan deviſ. : 
fair perſuaſions, mixt with ſugar'd Words, 


We will entice the Duke of Burgundy 


o leave the Talbot, and to follow us, Das. 
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Dau. Ay, marry, Sweeting, if we could do that, 
France were no place for Henry's Warriors; 
Nor ſhall that Nation boaſt it ſo with us, 
But be extirped from our Provinces. 
Ales, For ever ſhould they be expuls'd from Fraxce, 
And not have Title of an Earldom here. 
Pucel. Your-Honours ſhall perceive how I will work; 
To bring this matter to the wiſhed end. 
Drum beats afar of. 
Hark, by the ſound of Drum you may perceive 
Their Powers are marching unto Paris ward. 
[ Here beat an Engliſh Marc, 
There goes the Talbot with his Colours ſpread, 
And all the Troops of Engliſh after him. [French March, 
Now in the Rereward comes the Duke and his : 
Fortune in favour makes him lag behind. 
Summon a Parley, we will talk with him. 
| Trumpets ſound a Parlty, 
Enter the Duke of Burgundy marching, 
Dau. A Parley with the Duke of Burgundy. 
Burg. Who craves a Parley with the Burgundy ? | 
Pucel. The Princely Charles of France, thy Country: 
man. . | 
; Burg. What ſay'ſt thou, Charles? for I am marching 
ence. 
Dau. Speak, Pucelle, enchant him with thy Words. 
Pucel. Brave Burgundy, undoubted hope of France, 
Stay, let thy humble Hand-maid ſpeak to thee, 
Burg. Speak on, but be not over-tedious. 
Pucel. Look on thy Country, look on fertile France, 
And ſee the Cities and the Towns defac'd, 
By waſting Ruin of the cruel Foe, 
As looks the Mother on her lowly Babe, 
When Death doth cloſe his tender-dying Eyes; 
Sce, ſee the dining Malady of France: 
Behold the Wounds, the moſt unnatural Wounds, 
Which thou thy ſelf haſt given her woful Breaſt. 
Oh, turn the edged Sword another way, 
Strike thoſe that hurt, and hurt not thoſe that help: 
One drop of Blood drawn from thy Country's Boſom, 


Should grieve thee more than ſtreams of common os * 
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Return thee therefore with a flood of Tears, 
And waſh away thy Country's ſtained Spots. 

Burg. Either ſhe hath bewitch'd me with her Words, 
Or Nature makes me ſuddenly relent, 

Pucel, Beſides, all French and France exclaims on thee, 
Doubting thy Birth and Lawful Progeny. 

Whom join ſt thou with, but with a Lordly Nation, 
That will not truſt thee but for Profits ſake} 

When Talbot hath ſct footing once in France, 

And faſhion'd thee that Inſtrument of Ill, 

Who then but Engliſh Henry will be Lord, 

And thou be thruſt out like a Fugitive? 

Call we to mind, and mark but this for proof; 
Was not the Duke of Orleans thy Foe? 

And was he not in England Priſoner? 

But when they heard he was thine Enemy, 

They ſet him free, without his Ranſom paid, 

lu ſpight of Burgundy and all his Friends. 

dee then, thou fight it againſt thy Countrymen, 
And join'ſt with them will be thy Slaughter-men. 
Come, come, return, return thou wandring Lord, 
Cha les and the reſt will take thee in their Arms, 

Burg. I am vanquiſhed. Theſe haughty Words of hers- 

Have batter'd me like roaring Cannon- ſhor, 
And made me almoſt yield upon my Kees, 
Forgive me Country, and ſweet Countrymen ; 
And, Lords, accept this hearty kird embrace. 
My Forces, and my Power of Men are yours. 

do farewel Talbot, 1'il no longer truſt thee, 

Pucel. Done like a Frenchman :; Turn, and turn again. 
* Welcome, brave Duke, thy Friendſhip makes us 
reſh, | 

Baſt, And doth beget new Courage in our Breaſts, 

Alen. Pucelle hath bravely play'd her part in this, 

And doth deſerve a Coronct of Gold, 

Daz, Now let us on, my Lords, and join our Powers, 

Aud ſeek how we may prejudice the Foe, [Exit, 
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Enter King Henry, Glouceſter, Wincheſter, Vork, Suffolk, So 


merſet, Warwick, Exeter: To them Talbot with his Soldier, 


Tal. My gracious Prince, and honourable Peers, 
Hearing of your arrival in this Realm, 
I have a while given Truce unto my Wars, 
To do my Duty to my Sovereign. | 
In fign whereof, this Arm, that hath reclaim'd 
To your obedience, fifty Fortreſſes, 
Twclve Cities, and ſeven walled Towns of ſtrength, 
Befid* five hundred Priſ-ners of Eſteem; 
Lets tall his Sword before your Highneſs Feet: 
And with ſubmiſſive Loyalty of Heart 
Aſcribes the Glory of his Conqueſt got, 
Firtt to my God, and next unto your Grace. 
K. Henry. Is this the fam'd Lord Talbot, Uncle Gloſter, 
That hath ſo long been Refidert in France? 
Glo, Yes, if it pleaſe your Myeſty, my Liege. 
EK. Henry. Welcome, brave Captain, and victorious Lord, 
When I was young (as yet I am not old) 
I do remember how my Father ſaid, 
A ſtouter Champion never hindled Sword. 
Long ſince we have refolved of your Truth, 
Your faithful Service, and your toil in War: 
Yer never have you tated our Reward, 
Or been regue:doifd with fo much as Thanks, 
Recauſe till now we never ſaw your Face; 
Therefore ſtand up, and for theſe good deſerts, 
We here create you Earl of Shrewsbury, : 
And in our Coronation take your place. | Excant, 
Manent Vernon and Baſſet. 
Ver. Now, Sir, to you that were ſo hot at Sea, 
Diſgracing of theſe Colours that J wear, 
In honour of my Noble Lord of Tork, 
Dar'ſt thou maintain the former Words thou ſpak'ſt? 
Baſe Ves, Sir, as well as you dare patronage 
The envious barking of your ſawcy Tongue, 
Againſt the Duke of Somerſet. 
Fer. Sirrah, thy Lord I honour as he is. 


Baſ. Way, what is he? As good a Man as Tork; 1 
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Ver, Hark ye; not ſo : In witneſs take you that. Strikes him. 
Baſ. Villain, thou knoweſt the Law of Arms is ſuch 
That whoſo draws a Sword, tis preſent Death, 
30 Or elſe this Blow ſhould broach thy deareſt Blood. 
e But I'll unto his Mijeſty, and crave, 
| may have liberty to venge this Wrong, 
When thou ſhalt ſee, I'll meer thee to thy Coſt, 
Ver. Well, Miſcreant, I'll be there as ſoon as you, 
And after meet you, ſooner than you would. Exeunt. 


Air W. SCEMNS L 


Enter King Henry, Glouceſter, Wincheſter, York, Suffolk, 
Somerſer, Warwick, Talbot, ad Exeter, Governor of Paris. 


Ch. I Ord Biſhop, ſet the Crown upon his Head. 
Mu. God fave King Henry, of that Name the Sixth. 
Glo, Now Governor of Paris take your Oath, 
That you cle& no other King but him ; 
Eſteem none Friends, but ſuch as are his Friends, 
And none your Focs, but ſach as ſhall pretend 
M:licious practices againſt his State. 
This ſhall ye do, ſo help you righteous God. 
Emer Falſtaff. 
Fal, My gracious Sovercign, as I rode from Calais, 
To haſte unto your Coronation ; 
A Letter was deliver'd tro my Hands, 
Writ to your Grace, from the Duke af Burgundy. 
Tal. Shame to the Duke of Burg undy. and thee: 
L vow'd, baſe Knight, when I did meet thee next, 
To tear the Garter ſrom thy C raven's Leg, 
Which I have done; becauſe, unworti.:ly, 
Thou waſt inſtalled in that high D. gree. 
Pardon, my Princely Heary, ard the reſt; 
This Daſtard, at the Battel of Po ctiers, 
hen, but in all, I was fix thouſind ſtrong, 
Aud that the French were almoſt ten to one, 
*fore we met, or that a ſtroke wis given, 
le to a truſty Squire, did run awzy. 
lu which Aſſault we loſt twelve hundred Mer. 
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My ſelf, and divers Gentlemen beſide, 

Were there ſurpriz'd, and taken Priſoners, 

Then judge, great Lords, if I have done amiſs; 
Or, whether that ſuch Cowards ought to wear 
This Ornament of Kaighthood, yea or no? 

Glo. To ſay the truth, this Fact was infamous, 
And ill beſeeming any common Man; 

Much more a Knight, a Captain, and a Leader. 

Tal. When firſt this Order was ordain'd, my Lords, 
Kaights of the Garter were of Noble Birth; 

Valiant, and Virtuous, full of haughty Courage, 
Such as were grown to Credit by the Wars: 
Not fearing Death, nor ſhrinking for Diſtreſs, 
But always reſolute in moſt Extreams. 

He then, that is not furniſh'd in this ſort, 

Doth but uſurp the ſacred Name of Knight, 
Prophaning this moſt Honourable Order, 

And ſhould, if I were worthy to be Judge, 

Be quite degraded, like a Hedge-bora Swain, 
That doth preſume to boaſt of Gentle Blood. 

X. Henry. Stain to thy Countrymen, thou hear'ſt thy doom; 
Be packing therefore, thou that waſt a Knight ; 
Henceforth we baniſh thee on pain of Death. | Exi: Falftif, 
And now, my Lord Protector, view the Letter, 

Sent from our Uncle, Duke of Burgundy. 

Glo. What means his Grace, that he hath chang'd his ſtyle? 
No more but plain and bluntly, To the King. | Reading. 
Hath he forgot he is his Sovereign? 

Or doth this churliſh Superſcription 

Portend ſome Alteration in good will? 

What's here? 7 have upon eſpecial Cauſe, Reads. 
Mov d with Compaſſion of my Country's Wrack, 
Together with the pitiful Complaints 

Of ſuch as your Oppreſſion feeds apon, 

Forſaken your pernicious Fattion, | 
And jon'd with Charles, the rightful King of France. 
O monſtrous Treachery ! Can this be lo? 

That in Alliance, Amity, and Oaths, 

There ſho'1d be found ſuch falſe diſſembling guile? 

K. Henry, Whit! doth my Uncle Burgundy revolt“ 


Gl. He doth, my Lord, and is become my Foe- 
| | | K. Hen). 
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K. Henry. Is that the worſt this Letter doth contain? 

Glo. It is the worſt, and all, my Lord, he writes, 

K. Henry. Why then, Lord Talbot there ſhall talk with him, 
And give him Chaſtiſement for this Abuſe. 
How ſay you, my Lord, are you not content? 

Tal. Content, my Liege? Yes: Burt that I am prevented, 
I ſhould have begg'd I might have been employ'd. 

X. Henry. Then gather ſtrength, and march unto him ſtreight: 
Let him perceive how ill we brook his Treaſon, | 
And what Offence it is to flout his Friends, 

Tal. I go, my Lord, in Heart deſiring ſill 
You may behold Confuſion of your Foes, 
Enter Vernon and Baſſet. 

yer. Grant me the Combat, gracicus Sovereign. 

Baſ. And me, my Lord, grant me the Combat too. 

Vork. This is my Servant, hear him Noble Prince. 

Som. And this is mine, ſweet Henry, favour him, 

K. Henry. Be patient, Lords, and give them leave to ſpeak. 
diy, Gentlemen, what makes you thus exclaim? 
And wherefore crave you Combat? or with whem ? 

Ver. With him, my Lord, for he hath done me wrong. 

Baſ. And I with bim, for he hath done me wrong, 

K. Henry. What is that wrong whereon you both complain? 
Firſt let me know, and then [I'll anſwer you. 

Baſ. Croſſing the Sea, from England into France, 
This Fellow here with ſharp and carping Tongue, 
Upbraided me about the Roſe I wear ; 
vying, the ſanguine Colour of the Leaves 
Did repreſent my Maſter's bluſhing Cheeks: 
When ſtubbornly he did repugn the Truth, 
About a certain queſtion in the Law, 
Argu'd betwixt the Duke of York and him; 
With other vile and ignominious Terms. 
in Confutation of which rude Reproach, 
And in defence of my Lord's Worthineſs, 
| crave the benefit of Law of Arms. 

Ver. And that is my Petition, Noble Lord; 

or though he feem, with forged quaint Conceit, 

o fet a gloſs upon his bold intent, 

know, my Lord, I was provok'd by him, 

he fiſt took Exceptions at this Badge, 
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Pronouncing that the paleneſs of this Flower, 
Bewray'd the faintneſs of my Maſter's Heart. 
Tork. Will not this Malice, Somerſet, be left? 
Som. Your private grudge, my Lord of Tork, will out, 
Though n&er fo cunningly you ſmother it. Men! 
K. Henry. Good Lord! What madneſs rules in Brain. d V te 
When for ſo flight and frivolous a Cauſe, 


Such factious Emulations ſhall ariſe! 2 25 Let me 
Good Couſins both of Tork and Somerſet, I ſee n 
Quiet your ſelves, and be at peace. That a 

York, Let this Diſſention fuſt be try*d by fight, ap 


And then your Highneſs ſhall command a Peace. 

Som, The Quarrel toucheth none but us alone, 
Betwixt our ſelves let us _—_— it then. 4 

York. There is my Pledpe, accept it, Somerſet. 

— Nay, let it feſt — it —— at firſt. Than I 

Baſ. Confirm it ſo, mine honourable Lord. 

Glo. Confirm it ſo? Confounded be your Strife, 
And periſh ye with your audacious Prate ; 
Preſumptuous Vaſſals, are you not aſham'd 
With this immodeſt clamorous Outrage, 

To trouble and diſturb the King and Us? 
And you, my Lords, methinks you do not well 
To bear with their perverſe Objections: 
Much leſs to take occaſion from their Mouths, 
To raiſe a Mutiny amongſt your ſelves : 
Let me perſuade you take a better courſe. 
Exe, It grieves his Highneſs : 
Good my Lords, be Friends. 
K. Henry, Come hither you that would be Combatants. 
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Hencc forth I charge you, as you love our Favour, Wn 
Quite to forget this Quarrel, and the Cauſe. Prettity. 
And you, my Lords, remember where you are, r. 
In France, amongſt a fickle wavering Nation: d that h 
If they perceive diſſention in our Looks, War, * 
And that within our ſelves we diſagree ; a 
How will their grudging Stomachs be provok'd rtf 2 
To wilful Diſobedience and Rebellion? Other ry 
Beſide, what Infamy will there ariſe, 
When Foreign Princes ſhall be certificd, Exe. V 
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That for a toy, a thing of no regard, 
King Henry's Peers, and chief Nobility, 
Deſtroy'd themſelves, and loſt the Realm of France? 
O think upon the Conqueſt of my Father, 
My tender Years, and let us not forgo 
That for a trifle, that was bought with Blood. 
Let me be Umpire in this doubtful Strife: 
I ſce no Reaſon, if I wear this Roſe, 
That any one ſhould therefore be ſuſpicious 
I more encline to Somerſet than York : 
Both are my Kinſmen, and I love them both. 
As well they ma r me with my Crown, 
Becauſe, for ooh, the King of Scots is crown'd. 
But your Diſcretions better can perſuade, 
Than I am able to inſtruct or teach: 
And therefore as we hither came in peace, 
So let us ſtill continue peace and love. 
Couſin of York, we inſtitute your Grace 
To be our Regent in theſe parts of France: 
And good my Lord of Somerſet, unite | 
Your Troops of Horſemen, with his Bands of Foot; 
And like true Subjects, Sons of your Progenitors, 
Go chearfully together, and digeſt 
Your angry Choler on your Enemies. 
Our ſelf, my Lord Protector, and the reſt, 
After ſome reſpite will return to Calais; 
From thence to Exgland, where I hope cer long 
Io be preſented by your Victories, | | 
With Charles, Alenſon, and that traiterous rout. Exeunt. 
Manent York, Warwick, Exeter, and Vernon. 

War, My Lord of Tork, I promiſe you the King 
Frettily, methought, did play the Orator. 

Fork, And ſo he did, but yet I like it not, 
achat he wears the Badge of Somerſet. 

War, Tuſh, that was but his fancy, blame him not; 
dre preſume, ſweet Prince, he thought no harm. 
irt. And if I wiſh he did. -But let it reſt, 
ther Affairs muſt yow be managed. 

x Flouri ſß. Alanet Exeter. | 

xe, Well didſt thou Richard to ſuppreſs thy Voice: 

" if the paſſions of thy Heart burſt out, 

You, III. Ss | G g 1 
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I fear we ſhould have ſecn decypher'd there 


More rancorous ſpight, more furious raging Broils, 


That yet can be imagin'd or ſuppos'd : 

But howſoe'er, no fimple Man that ſees 
This jarring diſcord of Nobility, 

This ſhouldering of each other in the Courr, 
This factious bandying of their Favourites, 
But that he doth preſage ſome ill event. 


. *Tis much, when Scepters are in Childrens Hands; 


But more, when Envy breeds unkind Diviſion: 
Then comes the Ruin, there begins Confuſion, 


Enter Talbot with Trumpets and Drum before Bourdeaux, 
Tal. Go to the Gates of Bourdeaux, Trumpeter, 


Summon their General unto the Well. 

Enter General aloft. 
Engliſh John Talbot, Captains, calls you forth, 
Servant in Arms to Harry King of Ergland, 
And thus he would: Open your City Gates, 
Be humbled to us, call my Soveraign yours, 
And do him Homage as Obedient Subjects, 
And I'll withdraw me, and my Bloody Power, 
But if you frown upon this proffer'd Peace, 
And tempt the fury of my three Attendants, 
Lean Famine, quartering Steel, and climbing Fire, 
Who in a moment even with the Earth 
Shall lay your ſtately, and Air-braving Towers, 
If you torſake the offer of their love. 


Cap. Thou ominous and fearful Owl of Death, 


Our Nations terrour, and their bloody Scourge, 
The period of thy Tyranny approacheth. 

On us thou canſt not enter but by Death: 

For I proteſt we are well fortificd, 

And ftrong enough to iſſue our and fighr. 

If chou retire, the Dauphin well appointed, 
Stands with the Snares of War to rangle thice. 
On either hand thee, there are Squadrons pitclit, 
To wall thee from the liberty of Flight; 

Ten tho ſand French have ta'en the Sactamert, 
And no way canſt thou turn thee for Redrci>, 
But Death doth front thee with apparent ſpo, 
And pale deſtruction meets thee in the Face: 
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Upon no Chriſtian Soul, but Engliſh Talbot : 
Lo there thou ſtand'ſt a breathing valiant Man, 
Of an invincible unconquz:r'd Spirit: | 


This is the lateſt Glory of thy Praiſe, 


That I thy Enemy dew thee withal; 


For cer the Glaſs, that now begins to run, 
Finiſh the proceſs of his ſandy Hour, 
Theſe Eyes that ſee thee now well coloured, 
Shall ſee thee withered, bloody, pale, and dead. 
Drum 4-far off. 
Hark, hark, the Dauphii's Drum, a warning Bell, 
dings heavy Muſick to thy timorous Soul, | 
And mise (hall ring thy dire departure out. Exit. 0 
Tal. He fables not, I hear the EHemy: 5 3 
Out ſome light Horſemen, and peruſe their Wings. [ 
O negligent and heedlcfs Diſcipline, | 
How are we park'd and bounded in a Pale? ö 
A little Herd of England's timorous Deer, 1 
Maz'd with a yelping kennel of French Curs, f 
If we be Engliſh Deer, be then in Blood, 
Not Raſcal-Iike to fall down with a pi ch, 
But rather moody, mad, and de ſperate Stags, 
Turn on the bloody Hounds, with Heads of Steel. | 
And make the Cowards ſtand aloof at Bay : N 
Sell every Man his Life as dear as mine, | 
And they ſhall find dear Deer of us, my Friends. 
God and St. George, Talbot and England's Right, 
Proſper our Colours in this dangerous fight. [ Exennt, 
Enter a Meſſenger that meets Vork. Enter York with - 
Trampet, and many Soldiers. 
Vork, Are not the ſpeedy Scouts returnd again, 
That dogg d the mighty Army of the Dauphin? 
MJ. They are return'd, my Lord, and give it out, 
That he is march'd to Bourdeaux with his Power 
To fight with Talbot; as he march'd al ng, 
By your eſpyals were diſcovered 
wo mightier Ti05ps, than that the Dauphin led, 
Which join*d with him, and made their march for Fourdeaux. 
lor. A pligue upon that Villain Somerſet, ; 
That thus delays my promiſed Supply 
« Horſemen that were levied for the Siege. 
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Renowned Talbot doth expect my Aid, 

And I am lowted by a Traitor Villain, 

And cannot help the Noble Chevalier : 

God comfort him in this neceſſity : 

If he miſcarry, farewel Wars in France. 
Enter a ſecond Meſſenger. 


2 Meſſ. Thou Princely Leader of our Ergliſh ſtrength, 


Never to needful on the Earth of France, 

Spur to the Reſcue of the Noble Talbot, 

Wo is now girded with a waſte of Iron, 

And hem'd about with grim Dc{truQtion? 

To Bourdeaux, warlike Duke, to Bourdeaux, Tork, 
Elic farcwel Talbot, France, and England's Honour. 


Tok, O God! that Somerſet, who in proud Heart 


Doth ſtop my Cornets, were in Talbot's place, 
So ſhoutd we ſave a valiant Gentleman, 

By ſorfeiting a Traitor and a Coward: 

Mad ire, and wrathful ſury makes me weep, 
That thus we dye, while remiſs Traitors ſleep. 

Aueſſ O ſend ſome ſuccour to the diftreſs'd Lord. 

Tork. He dyes, we loſe; I break my warlike word: 
We mourn, France ſmiles: We loſe, they daily get: 
All long of this vile Traitor Semerſet. 

Meſſ. Then God take mercy on brave Talbor's Soul, 
And on his Son, young Fohn, who two hours ſince, 
T met in Travel towards his warlike Fathet; 

This ſeven years did not Talbot ſee his Son, 
And now they meet, where both their lives are done. 

Tork. Alas! What Joy ſhall Noble Tabor have, 
To bid his young Son welcome to his Gravel 
Away, Vexation almoſt ſtops my Breath, 

That ſundry Friends greet in the hour of Death. 
Lucy farewel, no more my Fortune can, 

Bur curfe the Cauſe, I cannot aid the Man. 
Alaine, Bloys, Poictiers, and Tours are won away, 
Long all of Samerſet, and his delay. 

Meſſ. Thus wi ile the Vulture of Sedition, 
Feeds in the Boſ''m of ſuch great Commanders, 
Sleeping neglection doth betray to loſs, 

The Conqueſts of our ſcarce cold Conqueror, 
That ever-living Man of Memory, 
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Henry the Fifth, Whiles they each others croſs, 
Lives, Honours, Lands, and all, hurry to loſs. Exit. 
Enter Somerſct with bis Army. | 
Som. It is too late, I cannot fend them now: | 
This Expedition was by York and Talbot 
Too raſhly plotted. All our general force 
Might wich a Sally of the very Town 
Be buckled with; the over-daring Talbot | 


' Hath ſullied all his gloſs of former Honour 


By this unheedful, deſperate, wild Adventure: 
herz ſet him on to fight, and dye in ſhame, 
That Talbot dead, great York might bear the name. | 
Capt. Here is Sir William Lucy, who with me, [ 
det from our o'er-matct:t Forces forth for aid. 
Som. How now, Sir William, whitber werſt thou ſent? 
Lucy, Whither my Lord? from Bought and Sold L. Talbot, 
Who ring'd about with bold adverſity, | 
Cries out for Noble Tork and Somerſet, i 
To beat aſſailing Death from his weak Legions; 4 
And whiles the Honourable Captain there | 
Drops bloody Sweat from his War-wearied Limbs, | 
And in advantage lingring looks for Reſcue, ; 
You, his filſe Hopes, the truſt of England's Honour, 
Keep off aloof with worthleſs Emulation: I 
Let not your private Diſcord keep away | 
The levied Succours that ſhall lend him aid, 
While he, renowned noble Gentleman, a 
Yields up his Life unto a world of odds. 
Orleans the Baſtard, Charles, and Burgundy, | 
Alenſon, Reignier, compaſs him about, | 
And Talbot periſheth by your default. 
Som. Terk ſet him on, Tork ſhould have ſent him aid, 
Lucy. And York as faſt upon your Grace exclaims, 
dwezring that you with-hold his levied Hoſt, 
Collected for this Expedition. 
Sm. ork lies: He might have ſent, and had the Hor ſe: 
love him little Duty, and leG Love, 
Aud take foul ſcorn to fawn on him by ſendipg. 
Lucy. The fraud of England, not the force of France, 
lath row entrapt the Noble-minded 7a/bet: ; 
Geg3 Never 
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Never to England ſhall he bear his Life, 
Bur dies betray'd to Fortune by your ſtrife, 

Som, Come, go, I will diſpatch the Horſemen ſtraight; 
Within fix hours, they will be at his aid. 

Lucy. Too late comes Reſcue, if he's ta'en, or ſlain, 
For fly he could not, if he would have fl:d : 

And fly would Talbot never, though he might, 

Som, If he be dead, brave Talbot then adieu. 

Tucy. His Fame lives in the World, his Shame in you, 
| E xemnt, 
Eater Talbot and his Son. 

Tal. O young John Talbot, 1 did ſend for thee, 
To tutor thee in Stratagems of War, 

That Talbots Name might be in thee reviv'd, 
Waen ſpi-is Age, and weak unable Limbs, 

Should bring thy Father to his drooping Chair, 
But O malignant and 1!]-voading Stars, 

Now art thou come unto a Feaſt of Death, 

A terrible and unavoided danger, 

Therefore, dear Boy, mount on thy ſwifteſt Horſe, 
Aud IU direct thee how thou ſhalt eſcape 

By ſudden fl:zhr, Come, dally not, be gone. 

John. Is my Name Talbot ? and am I your Son? 
And ſhall I fly? O! if you love my Mother, 
P:honour not her Honourable Name, 

To make a Baſtard and a Slave of me. 
The World will fay, he is not Talbor's Blood, 
That baſely fled, when Noble Talbot flood, 

Tal. Fly, to revenge my Death, if I be flain. 

John. He that fl es fo, will ne'cr return a ain. 

Tal. If we both ſtay, we both are ſure to dye. 

John. Then let me ſtay, and, Father, do you fly: 
You oſs is great, fo your regard ſhould be; 

My worth unknown, no Joſs is know in me. 

Upon my Death, the French can little boaſt; 

In yours they wi!', in you all hopes are loft, 

Flight cannot ſtain the Honour you have won, 

But mine it will, that no Exploit have done. 

You fl:d ſor Vantage, every one will ſwear: 

But if I bow, they'll fay it was for Fear. 

There is no hope that ever I will ſtay, 
If the ficſt Lo ir I ſhrink and run way. Hicte 
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Here on my Knee I beg Mortality, 
Rather than Life, preſerv'd with Infamy. 
nt: Tal. Shall all thy Mother's hopes lye in one Tomb? 
John. Ay, rather then I'll ſhame my Mother's Womb. | 
Tal. Upon my bleſſing I command thee go. | 
John. To fight I will, but not to fly the Foe, 
Tal. Part of thy Father may be ſav'd in thee. 
John. No pait of him but will be ſhame in me, 
Wu, Tal. Thou never hadſt Renown, nor canſt not loſe it. \ 
unt. John. Ves, your renowned Name; ſhall flight abuſe it? 
Tal. Thy Father's charge ſhall clear thee from the ſtain. 
John, You cannot witneis for me, being lain, 
If Death be ſo apparent, then both fly. 
Tal. And leave my Followers here to fight and die? 
My Age was never tainted with ſuch ſuch ſhame. 
John. And (he.l my Youth be guilty of ſuch blame? 
No more can 1 be ſevered from your ſide, 
Than can your ſelf your ſelf in twain divide: 
Sty, ga, do what you will, the like do I; 
For live I will not; if my Father die. q 
Tal. Then here I take my leave of thee, fair Son, f 
Born to eclipſe thy Life this afternoon: 
Come, ſide by fide, together live and die, 
And Soul with Soul from France to Heaven fly, ¶ Exeunt. 
Alarum: Excurſions, wherein Talbot“? Son is bemm d 
about, and Talbot reſcues him. | 
Tal. St. George, and Victory, fight Soldiers, fight: 
The Regent bath with Talbot broke his word, 
And left us to the tage of France's Sword. 
Where is John Talbot? Pauſe, and take thy Breath, 
gave thee Life, and reſcu'd thee from Death. 
John. O twice my Father, twice I am thy Son: 
The Life thou gav'ſt me firſt, was loſt and done, 
Till with thy warlike Sword, deſpight of Fate, 
To my determia'd time thou pav'lt new date. 
Tal. When from the Dauphii*s Creſt thy Sword ſtruck fare, 
[ varm'd thy Father's Heart with proud defire 
Ut hold-Fac'd Victory. T' en Leaden Age, 
Quicken'd with Youthful Spl-en, and Walke Rage, 
heat down Alenſon, Orleans, Burgund), 
And from the Pride of Gallia reſcued the. 
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The ireful Baſtard Orleans, that drew Blood 
From thee, my Boy, and had the Maidenhood 
Of chy firlt fight, I ſoon encountered, 

And interchanging blows, I quickly ſhed 

Some of his Baſtard Blood, and in diſgrace 
Beſpoke him thus: Contaminated, baſe 

And miſs-begotten Blood, I ſpill of thine, 

Mean and right poor, for that pure Blood of mine, 
Which thou didſt force from Talbot, my brave Boy. 
Here purpoſing the Baſtard to deſtroy, 

Came in ſtrong reſcue, Speak, thy Father's care, 
Art not thou weary, John? How do'ſt thou fare? 
Wilt thou yet leave the Battel, Boy, and fly ? 
Now thou art ſeal'd the Son of Chivalry? 

Fly, to revenge my Death when I am dead, 

y he help of one ſtands me in little ſtead. 

Oh, too much folly 1s it, well I wor, 

To hazard all our lives in one ſmall Boat. 

Tf I to day die not with Frenchmens Rage, 

To morrow I ſhall die with mickle age, 

By me they nothing gain, and if I ſtay, 

*Tis but the ſhortning of my Life one day, 

In thee thy Mother dies, our Houſehold's Name, 
My Death's Revenge, thy Youth, and Englands Fame, 
All theſe, and more, we hazard by thy ſtay; 

All theſe are fav'd, if thou wilt fly away. 


Fohn. The Sword of Orleans hath not made me ſmart, 
Theſe Words of yours draw Life-blood from my Heart. 


On that advantage, bought with ſuch a ſhame, 
To fave a paltry Life, and ſlay bright Fame, 
Before young Talbot from old Talbot fly, 
The Coward Horſe that bears me, fall and die; 
And like me to the Peaſant Boys of France, 
To be Shame's Scorn, and Subje@ of Miſchance. 
Surely, by all the Glory you have won, 
And if I fly, I am not Talbor's Son. 
Then talk no more of flight, it is no boot, 
If Son to Talbot, die at Talbot's Foot. 

Tal. Then follow thou thy deſp'rate Sire of Creet, 
Thou 7caras, thy Life to me is ſweet: 
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If thou wilt fight, fight by thy Father's ſide, 

And commendable prov'd ler's die in Pride. [Exeunt, | 
Alarum. Excurſions. Emer old Talbot led. 'Þ 


Tal. Where is my other Life? mine own is gone, 
o! where's young Talbot ? where is valiant John? 


Triumphant Death, ſmear d with Captivity, 1 
Young Talbots Valour makes me ſmile at thee, 4 
When he perceiv'd me ſhrink, and on my Knee, i 
His bloody Sword he brandiſh'd over me, 10 


And like a hungry Lion did commence | 
Rough deeds of Rage, and ſtern Impatience: 1 
But when my angry Guardant ſtood alone, | 
Tendring my ruin, and aſſail'd of none, 
Dizzy-ey'd Fury, and great rage of heart, 
Suddenly made him from my fide to ſtart 
Into the cluſtering Battel of the French: 
And in that Sea of Blood, my Boy did drench 
His over-mounting Spirit; and there dy'd 
My Icarus, my Bloſſom in his Pride. 
Enter John Talbot, born. 

Serv, O, my dear Lord! lo where your Son is born. 

Tal. Thou antick Death, which laugh'ſt us here to ſcorn, 
Anon from thy inſulting Tyranny, 
Coupled in Bonds of Perpetuity, 
Two Talbots winged through the lither Sky, 
In thy deſpight ſhall ſcape Mortality, 17 
O thou, whoſe wounds become hard favoured death, 14 
Peak to thy Father, e'er thou yield thy breath. 15 
Brave Death by ſpeaking, whether he will or no: 
Imagine him a Frenchman, and thy Foe. 
Poor Boy, he ſmiles, methinks, as who ſhould ſay, 
Had Death been French, then Death had died to day. 
Come, come, and lay him in his Father's Arms, 
My Spirit can no longer bear theſe harms. 
Sldiers adieu: I have what I would have, 
Now my old Arms are young John Talbots Grave, ¶ Dies. 
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MCT. TV. SC NE I. 


Enter Charles, Alenſon, Burgundy, Baſt ard, and Pucelle. 


c- H A D Vork and Somerſet brought Reſcue in, 


We ſhould have found a bloody Day of this. 
Baſt. How the young whelp of Talbor's raging wood, 


Did fleſh his puny ſword in Frexchmen's blood. 
Pucel. Once I encountred him, and thus I ſaid: 

Thou Maiden Youth, be vanquiſht by a Maid. 

But with a proud Myjeſtical high ſcorn 

He anſwer'd thus: Young Talbot was not born 

To be the pillage of a Giglot Wench, 

He left me proudly, as unworthy fight, 


Bur. Doubtleſs he would have made a noble Knight: 


See where he lyes inheaf.d in the Arms 

Of the moſt bloody Nurſcr of his harms. 
Baſt. Hew them to pieces, hack their bones aſunder, 

Whoſe life was England's Glory, Gallia's Wonder. 
Char. Oh no, forbear: For that which we have fl. d 

During the life, let us not wrong it dead. 

| Emer Lucy. | 

Lacy. Herald, conduct me to the Dauphii*s Teri 

To know who hath obtain'd the glory of the Day. 
Char. On whit ſubmiſſive Meſſage art thou ſent? 


Lucy. Submiſſion, Dauphin? 'tis a meer Frerch word: 


We Engli ſo Warriors wot not what it means. 
I come to know what Priſoners thou haſt ta'er, 
And to ſurvey the Bodies of the Dead. 

Char, For Priſoners ask'ſt thou? Hell our Priſon is. 
But tell ine whom thou ſeck'ſt? 

Lucy. Where is the great Alcides of the Field, 
Valiant Lord Talbor, Earl of Shrewsbury ? 
Created for his rare ſucceſs in Arms, 
Great Earl of ZPaſhford, Waterford, and Valence, 
Lord Talbot of Goodrir and Urchinfic(d ; 
Lord Strange of Blaickimere, Lord Peraon of Altory 
Lord Cromwel of Wingfield, Lord Furnival of Sl; Feila, 
The thrice victorious Lord of Falconbriage, 
Kniglit of the Noble O.der of St. Geer e, 
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Worthy St. Michael, and the Golden Fleece, 

Great Marſhal to our King Heury the fixth, 

Of all his Wars within the Rea!m of France, 

pucel. Here's a filly ſtately ſtyle indeed: 

The Turk, that two and fif y Kingdoms hath, 

Writes not ſo tedious a Style as this; 

Him that thou magnifi'ſt with all theſe Titles, 

Sinking and fly-blown lyes here at our feet. 
Lucy. Is Talbot ſlain, the Frenchmens only Scourge, 

Your Kingdom's terrour, and black Nemeſis ? 

Oh were mine Eye balls into Bullets turn'd, 

That I in rage might ſhoot them at your Faces. 

Ob, that I could bur call theſe dead to life, 


It were enough to fright the Realm of France. 
Were but his Picture left among you here, 
It vould amaze the proudeſt of you all. 
Give me their Bodies that I may bear them hence, 
And give them Burial, as beſeems their worth. 
Pucel, I thiok this upſtart is old Talbor's Ghoſt, 
He ſpeaks with ſuch a proud commanding Spirt: 
For Gods ſake, let him have him ; to keep them here, 
They would but Rink, and putrifie the air, 
Char. Go take their Bodies hence. 


— I'll bear them kence; but from their aſhes ſhall be 
ear 


A phœnix that (hall make all France afear'd. 

Char, So we be rid of them, do with them what thou wilt. 
And now to Paris in this Conquering vein, 
Al will be ours, now bloody Talbor's ſlain, [ Exeunt, 


CEN 


Enter Ning Henry, Glouceſter, and Exeter. 


K. Heury. Have you perus d the Letters from the Pope, 
ibe Emperor, and the Earl of Armagnac? 

Glo, 1 have, my Lord, and their Intent is this, 
They bumbly ſue unto your Excellence, 

o have a godly Peace concluded of, 

Men the Realms of England and of France. 

K Henry, How doth your Grace affect this Motion? 


Glo 
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Glo. Well, my good Lord, and as the only means 
To ſtop effuſion of our Chriſtian Blood, 
And ſtabliſh quietneſs on every ſide. 
K. Henry. Ay marry, Uncle, for I always thought 
It was both impious and unnatural, 
That ſuch Immanity and bloody Strife 
Should reign among Profeſſors of one Faith. 
Glo. Beſide, my Lord, the ſooner to effect, 
And ſurer bind this knot of Amity, | 
The Earl of Armagnac, near knit to Charles, 
A Man of great Authority in Fraxce, 
Proffers his only Daughter to your Grace 
In Marriage, with a large and ſumptuous Dowry. 


K. Henry. Marriage, Uncle! alas! my Years are young: 


And fitter is my Study, and my Books, 

Than wanton dailiance with a Paramour. 

Yet call th Ambaſſadors, and as you pleaſe, 

So let them have their Anſwers every one; 

I ſhall be well content with any choice 

Tends to God's Glory, and my Country's Weal. 

Enter Wincheſter, and three Ambaſſadors. 

Exe, What, is my Lord of Muchoſter inſtall'd, 

And call'd unto a Cardinal's Degree? 

Then 1 perceive that will be verified 

Henry the Fifth did ſometime Propheſie. 

If once he come to be a Cardinal, 

He'll make his Cap coequal with the Crown. 
X. Henry. My Lords Ambaſſadors, your ſeveral ſuits 

Have been conſider'd and debated on, 

Your Purpoſe is both good and reaſonable ; 

And therefore are we certainly reſolv'd 

To draw Conditions of a friendly Peace, 

Which by my Lord of Wincheſter we mean 

Shall be tranſported preſently to France. | 
Glo, And for the proffer of my Lord your Maſter, 

I have inform'd his Highneſs fo at large, 

As liking of the Lady's virtuous Gifes, 

Her Beauty, and the value of her Dower, 

He doth inte d ſhe hall be Exgland's Queen. 
. Fleury. In argument and proof of which Conus 

Bear her this Jewel, pledge of my AﬀeRion, 
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And ſo, my Lord ProteRor, ſee them guarded, 

And ſafely brought to Dover, where inſhipp'd 

Commit them to the fortune of the Sea. [ Exeunt. 
Win. Stay, my Lord Legate, you ſhall firſt receive 

The ſum ot Mony which I promiſed 

Should be delivered to his Holineſs, 

For cloathing me in theſe grave Ornaments; 
Legate. I will attend upon your Lordſhips leiſure, 
Mu. Now Wincheſter will not ſubmit, I trow, 

Or be inferior to the proudeſt Peer. 

Humphry of Glo'ſter, thou ſhalt well perceive, 

That neither in Birth, or for Authority, 

The Biſhop will be over-born by thee; 

Ii either make thee ſtoop, and bend thy Knee, 

Or ſack this Country with a Mutiny. [ Exennt, 


"30 


SCENE III. 


Enter Dauphin, Burgundy, Alenſon, Baſtard, Reignier, 
and Joan la Pucelle. 


Dau. This News, my Lords, may cheer our drooping Spi- 
Tis faid, the ſtout Pariſians do revolt, ats : 
And return again unto the warlike French, 

Ales, Then march to Paris, Royal Charles of France, 
And keep not back your Power in dalliance, 

Pucel. Peace he amongſt them, if they turn to us, 
Elſe Ruin combat with their Palaces. 

| Enter Scout. 

Scout, Succeſs unto our valiant General, 
And happineſs to his Accomplices. 

Dau. What tidings ſend our Scouts? I prethee ſpeak. 

Scout, The Engliſh Army, that divided was 

ito two Parties, is now conjoin'd in one, 
And means to give you Battcl preſently. 

Das. Somewhat tco ſudden, Sirs, the warning is, 

ut we will preſently provide for them. 

bu g. I truſt the Ghoſt of Talbot is not there; 
Now he is gone, my Lord, you need not fear, 


— — —— — 
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Pucel. Of all baſe Paſſions, Fear is moſt accurſt. 
Command the Conqueſt, Charles, it ſhall be thine: 
Let Henry fret, and all the World repine. 


Dau. Then on, my Lords, and France be fortunate. [ Exeay, 


Alarm: Excurſions, Enter Joan la Pucelle, 
Pucel. The Regent conquers, and the Frenchmen fly. 
Now help ye charming Spells and Periapts, 
And ye choice Spirits that admoniſh me, 
And give me figns of future Accidents. 
You ſpeedy helpers, that are Subſtitutes 
Under the Lordly Monarch of the North, 
Appear, and aid me in this Enterprize, 
| Euter Fiends, 
This ſpeedy and quick appearance argues proof 
Of your accuſtom'd diligence to me. 
Now, ye familiar Spirits, that are cull'd 
Out of the powerful Regions under Earth, 
Help me this once, that France may get the Field. 
[ They walk and jpeak nu, 
Oh hold me not with ſilence over long: 
Where I was wont to feed you with my Blood, 
I'll lop a Member off, and give it you 
In earneſt of a further Benefit: - 
So you do condeſcend to help me now. 
They hang their Head. 
No hope to hive Redreſ.? My Body ſhall 
Pay recompence, if you will grant my ſuit. 
[They ſhake their Heads, 
Cannor my Body, nor blood-ſacrifice, 
Intreat you to your wonted furtherance? 
Then take my Soul; my Body, Soul, and all, 
Before that England give the French the foil. 
| [They depart 
ee, they forſake me. Now the time is come, 
That France muſt vail her lofty plumed Creſt, 
And let her Head fall into Exgland's Lap. 
My ancient Incantarions are to weak, 
And Hell too ſtrong for me to buckle with: 


No France thy Glory drogpeth to the Duſt. Exit 


Ercurſlons. Pucclle and York fight Hand in Hund. 
Pucelle is raken, The French fly. 
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tork. Damſel ef France, I think IT have you faſt. 
Unchain your Spirits now with ſpelling Charms, 
And try if they can pain your Liberty, 
, A goodly prize, fit for the Devil's Grace. 
dee how the ugly Witch doth bend her Brows, 
As if, with Circe, ſhe woul1 change my ſhape. 1 
Pucel. Chang'd to a worſer ſhape thou can'ſt not be. Þ 
Tork. Oh, Charles the Dauphin is a proper Man, | 
1:0 No Shape but his can pleaſe your dainty Eye. 
Pucel, A plaguing miſchief light on Charles and thee, 
And may ye both be ſuddenly ſurpris'd 
By bloody Hands, in fleeping on your Beds. 
orb, Fell baoning Hag, Inchantreſs, hold thy Tongue. 
Pucel; I prethee give me leave to curſe a while. 
Jork. Curſe, Miſcreant, when thou comeſt to the Stake. 
t Exeunt. 
Alarm, Enter Suffoll with Margaret in his Hand. 
Suf. Be what thou wilt, thou art my Priſoner. 
151. | | Gazes on her. 
Oh fiireſt Beauty, do not fear, nor fly: 
For I will touch thee but with reverend Hands, 
[ kiſs theſe Fingers for eternal Pcace, 
And lay them gently on thy tender fide. 
Who art thou, ſay? that I may honour thee, f 
4d. Mar. Margaret my Name, and Daughter to a King, 
The King of Naples, whoſoc'er thou art, 
Suf. An Earl I am, and Suffolk am I call'd, + 
4d. Be not offended, Nature's Miracle, 4 
Thou art alotred to be ta'en by me: 
Y doth the Swan her downy Cignets ſave, 
Keeping them Priſoners underneath her Wings: 11 
Yer if this ſervile uſage once offend, | 11 
n. ,, and be free again, as S»ffolk's Friend. [ She is going. 1 
Oh ft:zy! I have no power to let her paſs, 
My Hand would free her, but my Heart ſays no. 
Au plays the Sun upon the glaſſy Streams, 
lwinkling another counte! feited Beam, 
o le:ms this gorgeous Beauty to mine Eyes: 
J would I woe her, yet I dare not ſpeak : 
4 Cal for Pen and Iuk, and write my Mird: 
. De la Pole, diſable not thy ſelf: 


vil. 
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Haſt not a Tongue? Is ſhe not here thy Priſoner? 
Wilt thou be daunted at a Woman's ſight ? 
Ay, Beauty's Princely Majeſty is ſuch, 
Confounds the Tongue, and makes the Senſes rough. 
Mar. Say, Earl of Seffoll, if thy Name be ſo, 
What Ranſom muſt I pay before I paſs? 
For I perceive I am thy Priſoner, 

Sef. How canſt thou tell ſhe will deny thy ſuit, 
Before thou make a trial of her Love? 


Mar. Why ſpeak'ſt thou not ? What Ranſom muſt Ip. 


Suf. She's beautiful; and therefore to be wooed: 
She is a Woman, therefore to be won. 

Mar. Wilt thou accept of Ranſom, yea or no? 

Suf. Fond Man, remember that thou haſt a Wife, 
Then how can Margaret be thy Paramout ? 

Mar. I were beſt to leave him, for he will not hear, 

Suf. There all is marr'd; there lies a cooling card. 

Mar, He talks at random; ſure the Man is mad, 

Suf. And yet a Diſpenſation may be had. 

Mar. And yet I would that you would anſwer me: 
Suf. I'll win this Lady Margaret. For whom? 
Why, for my King: Tuſh, that's a wooden thing. 
Mar. He talks of Wood: It is ſome Carpenter. 

Suf. Yet ſo my Fancy may be ſatisfied, 
And Peace eſtabliſhed between theſe Realms; 
But there remains a ſcruple in that too: 
For though her Father be the King of Naples, 
Duke of Anjou and Main, yet he is poor, 
And our Nobility will ſcorn the Match. 
Mar, Hear ye, Captain? are you not at leiſure? 
Suf. It ſhall be ſo, diſdain they ne'er ſo much: 
Henry is youthful, and will quickly yield. 
Madam, I have a ſecret to reveal, | 
Aar. What tho' I beinthrall'd, he ſeems a Knight, 
And will not any way diſhonour me, 
Sf. Lady, vouchſafe to liſten what I ſay. 
Mar. Perhaps I ſhall be reſcu'd by the French, 
And then I need not crave his courteſie. 
Suf. Sweet Madam, give me hearing in a cauſc. 
Mar. Tuſh, Women have been captivate cer now. 
Suff. Lady, wherefore talk you ſo? 
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Mir. I cry you mercy, *tis but Quid for Quo. 
Suf. Say, gentle Princeſs, would you not ſuppoſe 
Your Bondage happy, to be made a Queen? 
Mar. To be a Queen in Bondage, 1s more vile, 
Than is a Slave in baſe ſervility : 
For Princes ſhould be free. 
Sf. And ſo ſhall you, 
If happy England's Royal King be free. 
Mar, Why, what concerns his freedom unto me? 
Sof. I'll undertake to make thee Hexry's Queen, 
To put a Golden Scepter in thy Hand, 
And ſet a precious Crown upon thy Head, 
If thou wilt condeſcend to my 
Mar, What? 
Suf. His Love. 
Mar. I am unworthy to be Henry's Wife. 
Suf. No, gentle Madam, I unworthy am 
To woo ſo fair a Dame to be his Wife, 
And have no Portion in the choice my ſelf. 
How ſay you, Madam, are you ſo content? 
Mar. And if my Father pleaſe, I am content. 
Suf. Then call our Captains and our Colours forths 
And, Madam, at your Father's Caſtle Walls, 
Well crave a Parley to confer with him. 
Sound. Enter Reignier on the Malls. 
dee Reignier, ſee, thy Daughter Priſoner. 
Reig. To whom? 
Suf. To me. | 
Reig. Suffolk, what remedy ? 
Im a Soldier and unapt to weep, _ 
Or to exclaim on Fortune's fickleneſs. 
Sf. Yes, there is remedy enough, my Lord, 
Content, and for thy Honour give conſent, 
Thy Daughter ſhall be wedded to my King; 
Whom I with pain have woo'd and won thereto: 
And this her eafie-held Impriſonment 
Huh gain'd thy Daughter Princely Liberty. 
Keig. Speaks Swffolk as he thinks? 
uf. Fair Margaret knows, 
hat Sufolk doth not flatter, face; of fainz 
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Reig. Upon thy Princely Warrant, I deſcend; 
To give thee Anſwer of thy juſt demand. 
Suf. And here I will expect thy coming. 
Trumpets ſound. Enter Reignier. 
Reig. Welcome, brave Earl, into our Territories, 
Command in Anjou what your Honour pleaſes. 
Saf. Thinks, Keignier, happy for ſo ſweet a Child, 
Fit to be made Companion with a King: 
W hat anſwer makes your Grace unto my ſit? 
Reig, Since thou doſt daign to woo her little worth, 
To be the Princely Bride of ſuch a Lord : 
Upon condition I may quierly 
Enjoy mine own, the Country Main and Anjou, 
Free from oppreſſion, or the ſt ok of Wat, 
My Daughter ſhall be Henr)'s, if he pleaſe, 
Suf. That is her Ranſom, I deliver her; 
And thoſe two Countries, | will undertake, 
Your G ace ſhall well and quietly enjoy. 
Reig. And [ again in Henry s Royal Name, 


As Deputy unto that gractous King, Muſt | 
Give thee her hand for ſign of plighred Faith, Ah 7 
Suf. Reignier of France, I give thee Kingly thanks, Pu f 
Becauſe it is in Traffick of a King. Ne 
And yet methinks I could be well content =T 
To be mine own Attorney in this caſe, [ Afar. M 1 
I'll over then to England with this News, I 400 
And make this Marriage to be ſolemniz'd: Her 1 
So farewel Reignier, ſet this Diamond ſafe She * 
In Golden Palaces as it becomes. War. 
Reig. I do embrace thee, as | would embrace Pork, 
The Chriſtian Prince King Henry, were he here, wicked 
Mar. Farewel my Loa, good wiſhes, praiſe, and prayers She 
Shal! Suffolk, ever have of Margaret. She is $0" Gog 7 
Saf. Farewel, ſweet Madam; but hark you, Margaret, And for 
No Princely Commendations to my King ? eny m 
Mar, Such Commendations as becomes a Maid, jan; 
A Virgin and his Servant, ſay to him. f purp 
Suf. Words ſweetly plac'd, and modeſtly directed. Shen » 
But, Madam, I mult trouble you again, he 4 


No loving Token to his Majeſty? Knee] do 
Ma Wile tho 
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Mar. Yes, my good Lord, a pure unſpotted Heart, 
Never yet taint with love, 1 ſend the King. 
Suf, And this withal, [ Kiſſes her. 
Mar. That for thy ſeif——[I will not ſo preſume, 
To ſend ſuch peeviſh Tokens to a King. 
Suf. O wer't thou for my ſelf——but Suffolk ſtay, 
Thou mayeſt not wander in that Labyrinth, 4 
There Minotaurs, and ugly Treaſons lurk. 1 
Sollicit Henry with her wondrous praiſe, N 
Bethink thee on her Virtues that ſurmourt, 1 
Made natural Graces that extinguiſh Art, 
Repeat their ſemblance often on the Seas, 
That when thou com'ſt to kneel at Henry's Feet, 
Thou may'ſt bereave him of his wits with wonder, | Exeunt. 
Enter York, Warwick, a Shepherd, and pucelle. 
Pork, Bring forth that Sorcereſs condemn'd to burn, 
Shep. Ah, Joan, this kills thy Father's Heart out-right; 
Have I ſought every Country far and near, 
And aow it is my chance to find thee out, 
Muſt I behold thy timeleſs cruel Death! 
Ah Joa, ſweet Daughter, I will die with thee. 
Pucel. Decrepit Miſer, baſe ignoble Wretch, 
I am deſcended of a gentler Blood. 
Thou art no Father, nor no Friend of mine, 
Shep. Our, out—— My Lords, and pleaſe you, tis not ſo, 
| did beget her all the Pariſh knows: 
Her Mother liveth yet, can teſtifie 
She was the firſt Fruit of my Batch'lor-ſhip. 
War, Graceleſs, wilt thou deny thy Parentage ? 
Tork, This argues what her kind of life hath been, 
Wicked and vilc, and ſo her Death concludes. 1 
Shep. Fie Joan, that thou wilt be fo obſtacle: 14 
God knows thou art a Collop of my Fleſh, 
And for thy fake have I ſhed many a Tear; 
Deny me not, I pray thee, gentle Joan. 
Pucel, Peaſant, avant. You have ſuborn'd this Man 
Of purpoſe to obſcure my noble Birth. 
Shep, Tis trut, I gave a Noble to the Prieſt, 
he morn that I was wedded to her Mother. 
Kneel down and take my Bleſſing, good my Girl. 
Wilt thou not ſtoop} Now curſed be the tame 
Hh 2 Of 
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Of thy Nativity; I would the Milk | 7 
Thy Mother gave thee, when thou ſuck'dſt her Breaſt, I dic 
Had bezn a little Ratsbane for thy ſake: . 
Or elſe, when thou didſt keep thy Lambs aficld, Eſpec 
I wiſh ſome ravenous Wolf had eaten thee, 2 
Doſt thou deny thy Facher, curſed Drab? It wa 
O burn her, burn her, hanging is too good. Exit. * 
York. Take her away, for ſhe hath liv'd too long, it die 
To fill the World with vitious qualities, Puc 
Pucel. Firſt, let me tell you whom you have condemn'd, WM Twas 
Not me, begotten of a Shepherd Swain, But ZR, 
But iſſued from the Progeny of Kings, War 
V:rcuous and Holy, choſen from above, York 
By in ſpiration of Celeſtial Grace, (There 


To work exceeding Miracles on Earth. War, 


I never had to do with wicked Spirits. Tork. 
But you that are polluted with your Luſts, Sump 
Stain'd with the guiltleſs Blood of Innocents, Uſe no 
Corrupt and tainted with a thouſand Vices, Pucel 
Becauſe you want the grace that others have, May ne 
You judge it ſtreight a thing impoſſible Upon t. 
To compaſs Wonders, but by help of Devils. But dart 
No, miſconceived Joan of Arc hath been nviron 
A Virgin from her render Infancy, ive y. 
Chaſte, and immaculate in very thought, 
Whoſe Maiden- blood thus rigorouſly effus'd, Pork, 
Will cry for Vengeance at the Gates of Heav'n. Thou fo 
York, Av, ay; away with her to Execution. Car, I 
Var, And heark ye, Sirs; becauſe ſhe is a Maid, With Let 
Spare for no Faggots, let there be enow : or know 
Place Barrels of Pitch upon the fatal ſtake, vd w. 
That fo her torture may be ſhortned. we earr 
Pucel. Will nothing turn your unrelenting Hearts ? 'Wixt o 
Then Joan diſcover thine infirmity, And here 
That warranteth by Law, to be thy privilege, Approach 
Lam with Child, ye bloody Homicides: orb. J. 
Murther not then the Fruit within my Womb, After the 
Although ye hale me to a violent Death. | nm þ ) Many C 
Plan, Now Heav'n forfend ! the holy Maid with Child Mat in th 
War. The greateſt Miracle that e'er you wrought: * fold : 
Is all your ſtri& preciſeneſs come to this? ol Ul we a 
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York, She and the Dauphin have been juggling, 
I did imagine what would be her refuge. 
War, Well, go to, we will have no Baſtards live, 
Eſpecially ſince Charles muſt Father it. 
Pucel. You are deceiv'd, my Child is none of his, 
It was Alenſon that enjoy d my Love. 4 
Fork, Alenſon, that notorious Matchevile ! E 
it dies, and if it had a thouſand Lives. , 
Pucel, O give me leave, I have deluded you; 
'Twas neither Charles, nor yet the Duke I nam'd, 
But Rergmier King of Naples that prevail d, 
War, A married Man! that's moſt intolerable. 
York, Why here'sa Girl; I think ſhe knows not well 
(There were ſo many) whom ſhe may accuſe. 
War, It's ſign ſhe had been liberal and free. 
Vork. And yet forſooth ſhe is a Virgin pure. 
dtrumpet, thy words condemn thy Brat, and thee. 
Uſe no intreaty, for it is in vain. 
Pucel, Then lead me hence; with whom I leave my curſe. 
May never glorious Sun reflex his Beams 
Upon the Country where you make abode; 
But darkneſs, and the gloomy ſhade of death 
Inviron you, till Miſchief and Deſpair 
Drive you to break your Necks, or hang your ſelves, Exit. 
Enter Cardinal. 
Torks Break thou in pieces, and conſume to Aſhcs, 
Thou foul accurſed Miniſter of Hell. 
Car. Lord Regent, I do greet your Excellence 
Wich Letters of Commiſſion from the King. 
For know, my Lords, the States of Chriſtendom, 
Mv'd with remorſe of theſe outrageous broils, | 
te earneſtly implor'd a general Peace, 4 
berwixt our Nation and th aſpiring French; Fi 
And here at hand, the Dauphin and his Train 
Approacheth, to confer about ſome matters. 
Pork, Is all our travel turn'd to this Effect? 
After the laughter of ſo many Peers, 
many Captains, Gentlemen, and Soldiers, 
t in this quarrel have been overthrown, 
1d fold their Bodies for their Countries Benefit, 
Mull we at laſt conclude effeminate Peace? 
Hh z Have 


hils! 
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Have we not loſt moſt part of all the Towne, 4 4 
By Treaſon, Falſhood, and by Treachery, Stand 
Our great Progenitors had conquered? Eiche 
Oh Warwick, Warwick, I foreſee with grief Of be 
The utter loſs of all the Realm of France. 3 

War. Be patient, Toru; if we conclude a Peace, Or oy 
It ſhall be with ſuch ſtrict and ſevere Covenants, ey 
As little ſhall the Frenchmen gain thereby. © To c 

Enter Charles, Alenſon, Baſtard, and 05.02 Wk 

Char. Since, Lords of England, it is thus — W. m. 
That peaceful Truce ſhall be proclaim'd in France, * 
We come to be informed by your ſclves, To fav 
What the Conditions of that League muſt be. : "Ws 

York. Speak, Wincheſter; for boiling Choler chokes By our 
The hollow paſſage of my poiſon'd Voice, And th 
By fight of the ſe our baleful Enemies. Altizou; 

Win. Charles, and the reſt, it is enacted thus: 

That in regard King Henry gives conſent, Way. 
Of meer compaſſion, and of _ , Shall ov 
To eaſe your Country of diſtreſs ul War, Char, 
And ſuffer you to breath in fruitful Peace, Only rc 
You ſhall become true Liegemen to his Crown. Tay 
And Charles, upon condition thou wilt ſwear Ert. 
To pay him Tribute, and ſubmit thy ſelf, is thon 
Thou ſhalt be why as e under him, Nor be 
nd ſtill enjoy thy regal Dignity. : Thou 

" Alen. Muſt he be — a ſhadow of himſelf? 0 3 
Adorn his Temples with a Coronet, gu 
And yet in Subſtance and Authority, For here 
Retain but privilege of a private Man? Eurer 
This Proffer is abſurd and reaſorleſs. 

Char. Tis known already, that I am poſſeſt E 
Of more than half the Gallian Territories, Jane 
And therein reverenced for their lawful King. er Vir re 
Shall I for lucre of the reſt un-vanquiſh'd, o breed 
Detract ſo much from that Prerogative, Ard like 
As to be call'd but Viceroy of the whole? tovokeg t 
No, Lord Ambaſſador, I'll rather keep 9 I am d 
That which I have, than coveting for more, Either to 
Be caſt from poſſibility of all. bere I 


Tork, Iuſulting Charles, haſt thou by ſecret means Us 
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U 'd interceſſion to obtain a! League, 
And now the matter grows to compromiſe, 
Stand'ſt rnou aloot upon Compariſon? . 
Either accept the Title thou ulurp i, 
Ot benefit proceeding fiom our King, 
And not of any challenge of D: ſcrt, 
Or we will plague thee with inceſſant Wars. | # 

Keig. My Lord, you do not well, ia obſtinacy f 
To cavil in the courſe of this Contract: 
If once it be ne glected, ten to one 
W. ſhall nt find like opportunity. 

Alen. To ſay the truth, it is your policy, 
To fave vout Subject, fom ſuch maſſacre . 
And rurkl-ſs ſlaughters as are daily ſcen 
By our proceeding in Hoſtility. 
And therefore take this cor tract of a Truce, 
Altzough you break it, when your pleaſure ſerves. 

[ 4/ide to the Dauphin, 


% 


War. How ſay'ſt thou Charles? 
She our Condition ſtand ? 

Char, It ſhall: 
Only reſerv'd, you claim no intereſt 
If any of our Towns of Garriſon. 

Pork, Then (wear Allegiance to his Majeſty, 
As thou art Knight, never to diſobey, 
Nor be Rebellious to the Crown of England, j 
Thou nor thy Nobles, to the Crown of England. 14 
do, now diſmiſs your Army when you pleaſ: : \ 
Hug up your Enfigns, let your Drums be till, 


for here we entertain a ſolemn Peace, Exeunt. 
Enter Suffolk in conference with King Henry, Glouceſter 140 
and Excter. i | 


K. Henry. Your wondrous rare deſcription, noble Earl, 
Of beaurcous Margaret hath aſtoniſh'd me: 
Her Virtues graced with external Gifts, 

0 breed Loves ſeteled Paſſions in my Heart. 

d like as rigour with tempeſtuous Guſts 


lam driven by breath of her Renown, 
ther to ſuffer Shipwrack, or arrive 
here 1 may have fruition of her Love. 


h 4 


1448 The Firſt Part of 


Huf. Tuſh, my good Lord, this ſuperficial Tale 
Is but a Preface to her worthy Praiſe: 
The chief Perfections of that lovely Dame, 
Had ] ſufficient Skill to utter them, 
Would make a Volume of inticing lines, 
Able to raviſh any dull conceit. 
And which is more, ſhe is not fo Divine, 
So full repleat with choice of all Delights, 
But with as humble lowlineſs of Mind, 
She is content to be at your command: 
Command, I mean, of virtuous chaſte intents, 
To love and honour Henry as her Lord. 
K. Henry. And otherwiſe, will Henry neer preſume : 
Therefore, my Lord Protector, give conſent, 
That Margaret may be Englands Royal Queen. 
Glo. So ſhould I give conſent to flatter Sin. 
You know, my Lord, your Highneſs is betroth'd 
Unto another Lady of eſteem. 
How ſhall we then diſpence wich the Contract, 
And not deface your Honour with reproach? 
Suf. As doth a Ruler with unlawful Oaths, 
Or one that at a Triumph, having vow'd 
To try his ſtrength, forſaketh yet the Liſts 
By reaſon of his Adverſary's odds, 
A poor Earl's Daughter is unequal odds, 
And therefore may be broke without offence, 
Glo. Why, what, I pray, is Margaret more than that? 
Her Father is no better than an Earl, 
Although in glorious Titles he excel. 
Suf. Yes, my good Lord, her Father is a King, 
The King of Naples and Feruſalem, 
And of ſuch great Authority in France, 
That his Alliance will confirm our Peace, 
And keep the Frenchmen in Allegiance. 
Glo. And ſo the Earl of Armagnac may do, 
Becauſe he is near Kinſman unto Charles. | 
Exe. Beſide, his wealth doth warrant liberal Dower» 
Where Keignier ſooner will receive than give. | 
Suf. A Dower, my Lords! Diſgrace not fo your Kings 
That he ſhould be ſo abjeR, baſe, and poor, 
To chuſe for Wealth, and not for perfect Love. 


Hen!) 
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Henry is able to enrich his Queen, 
And not to ſcek a Queen to make him rich, 
So worthleſs Peaſants bargain for their Wives, 
As Market-men for Oxen, Sheep, or Horſe. 
But Marriage is a matter of more worth, 
Than to be dealt in by Attorney-ſhip: 
Not whom we will, but whom his Grace affects, 
Muſt be companion of his nuptial Bed. 
And therefore, Lords, ſince he affects her moſt, 
It moſt of all theſe Reaſons bindeth us, 
In our Opinions ſhe ſhould be preferr'd ; 
For what is Wedlock forced, but a Hell, 
An age of diſcord and continual ſtrife? 
Whereas the contrary bringeth forth bliſs, 
And is a Pattern of celeſtial Peace. 
Whom ſhould we match with Henry, being a King, 
But Margaret, that is Daughter to a King ? 
Her peerleſs Feature, joined with her Birth, 
Approves her fit for none, but for a King. 
Her valiant Courage, and undaunted Spirit, 
More than in Women commonly is ſeen, 
Will anſwer our hope in iſſue of a King: 
For Henry, Son unto a Conqueror, 
Is likely to beget more Conquerors, 
If with a Lady of fo high reſolve, 
As is fair Margaret, he be link'd in Love. 
Then yield my Lords, and here conclude with me, 
That Margaret ſhall be Queen, and none but ſhe, 
K. Henry. Whether it be through force of your report, 
My noble Lord of S»folk; or for that 
My tender youth was never yet attaint 
With any Paſſion of irflaming Love, 
| cannot tell; but this I am aſſur d, 
I feel ſuch ſharp diſſention in my Breaſt, 
duch fierce alarums both of hope and fear, 
As I am fick with working of my thoughts. 
Take therefore Shipping; Poſt, my Lord, to France, 
gree to any Covenants, and procure 
nat Lady Margaret do vouchſafe to come 
0 croſs the Seas to E::7land, and be Crown'd, 
King Henry's faithtul and anointed Queen, E 
| or 
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For your Expences and ſufficient Charge, 

Among the People gather up a tenth. 

Be gone, I ſy, for 'till you do return, 

I reſt perplexed with a thouſand Cares. 

And you, good Uncle, baniſh all offence: 

If you do cenſure me, by what you were, 

Not what you are, I know it will excuſe 

This ſudden Execution of my Will. 

And fo conduct me, where from company, 

I may revolve and ruminate my G.tef. [ Exit, 
Glo. Ay, grief I fear me, boch at firſt and laſt, 

| Exit Glouceſter, 

Suf. Thus Suffolk hath prevail'd, and thus he goes 

As did the youthtu) Paris once to Greece, 

Wich hope to find ch ke event in love, 

But pre ſper better tin he Ty. jan did: 

Margaret (hall now be Queen, and rule the King: 

But I will rule both her, the King, and Realm. [ Exit, 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


FING —_— VI. a 
Humphry Dake of Glouceſter, 5 
Cardinal 322 Bp. of Wincheſter, 5 . 
Dake of York, pretending to the Crown, 
Dake of Buckingham, 
Dube of Someiſer, der the King's Party. 
Dake of Suffolk, 
Ear U 0 Salisbu „ , 
Earl 7 Warwick of the Vork Faction. 
Lord Clifford, of the King's Party. 
Lord Say. 
Lord Scales, Governor of the Tower. 
Sir Humphry Stafford. 
Toung Stafford, his Brother. 
Alexander Iden, 4 Kentiſh Gentleman. 
—— 32 Son to the Lord Clifford. 
Edward Plantagenet, 
Richard plantagenet, Þ Son to the Dake of York. 
Vaux. A Sea Captain, and Walter Whitmore—— Pirates, 
Hume and Southwel——2 Prieſts. 
Bullingbrook, an Aſtrologer. 
A Spirit attending on Jordan the Witch, 
Thomas Horner, an Armorer. 
Peter, his Man. 
Aayor of St, Albans. 
$impcox, an Impoſtor. 
Jack Cade, Bevis, Michael, John Holland, Dick the Butcher, 
Smith the Weaver, and ſeveral Others—— Rebels. 


Margaret, Queen to King Henry VI. ſecretly in Love with the 
Dube of Suffolk, 
Dame Ei nor, Wife to the Duke of Glouceſter. 


Mother Jordan, aWitch employ'd by the Dutcheſs of Glouceſter. 


Wife to Simpcox. 


Petitioners, Aldermen, a Beadle, Sheriff and Officers, with Guard. 
Meſſengers, and other Attendants, 


The SCENE is laid very diſperſedly in ſeverd 
Parts of England. 
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The Second PAR x of 
King HENRY VI. 


I. SCENES 


Flouriſh of Trumpets : Then Hautboys, Enter 


King Henry, Duke Humphry, Salisbury, War- 
wick, and Beaufort on the one ſide. The 
Queen, Suffolk, York, Somerſet, and Bucking- 
ham on the other. 


SUFFOLK. 


$ by your high Imperial Majeſty, 
I had in charge at my depart for France, 
As procurator to your Excellence, 
To marry Princeſs Margaret for your Grace; 
So in the famous ancient City, Tours, 
In preſence of the Kings of France and Sicil, 
The Dukes of Orleans, Calabar, Bretaigne, Alenſon, 
Seven Earls, twelve Barons, and twenty reverend Biſhops, 
1 have perform'd my Task, and was eſpous'd : 
And humbly now upon my bended Knee, 
In ſight of England and her Lordly Peers, 
Deliver up my Title in the Queen 
| Preſenting the Queen to the King, 
To your moſt gracious Hand, that are the Subſtance 
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Of that great Shadow I did repreſent : 
The happieſt gift that ever Marqueſs gave, 
The faireſt Queen that ever King receiv'd. 

K. Henry. Suffolk ariſe, Welcome, Queen Margaret, 
I can expr-ts no kinder ſign of Love 
Than this kind Kiſs. O Lord, that lends me Life, 

Lend me a Heart repleat with thankfulneſs : 

For thou haſt given me, in this beauteous Face, 
A world of Earthly B'cfſings to my Soul, 

If ſympathy of Love unite our Thoughts, 

Q. Mar. Great King of England, and my gracious Lord, 

The mutual conference that my mind hath had, 
By Day, by Night, wakirg, and in my Dreams, 
In courtly Company, or at my Beads, 

With you mine Alder lie feſt Sovereign, 
Makes me the bolder to ſalute my King, 
With ruder terms, ſuch as my Wit affords, 
And over joy cf Heart doth miniſter. 

K. Henry. Her fight did raviſh, but her grace in Speech, 

Her words yclad with Wiſdom's Majeſty, 
Make me from wondring, fall to weeping Joys, 
Such is the fulneſs of my Heart's content. 

Lords, with one cheerful voice, welcome my Love. 

All kneel. Long live Queen Margaret, England's happinek, 

Q. Mar. We thank you all. [ Flouriſh 

Suf. My Lord Protector, fo it pleaſe your Grace, 
Here are the Articles of contracted Peace, 

Between our Sovereign, and the French King Charles, 
For eighteen Months concluded by conſent. 

Glo. Reads. | Imprimis, It is agreed between the French Xi 
Charl:s, and William de la Pole, Afarqueſs of Suffolk, Au. 
baſſador of England, That the ſaid Henry ſpall eſpouſe li 
Lady Margaret, Daughter unto Reignier, King of Naples, d 
cilia, and Jeruſilem, and Crown her Queen of England, ef 
the thirteenth of Miy next enſuing. 

Item. That the Datchy of Anjou, aud the County of Mil" 
Hall be releaſed and delivered to the King her Father. 

K. Henry, Uncle, how now? 

Glo. Pardon me, gracious Lord, 

Some ſudden qualm hath ſtruck me to the Heart, 
And dimn'd mine Eyes, that I can read no further. 
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K. Henry. Uncle of Wincheſter, I pray read on. 

Win, Item, I is further agreed between them, That the 

Dutchies of Anjou and Main ſhall be releaſed and delivered 

| over to the King her Father, and ſhe ſent over of the King of 

England's own proper Coſt and Charge, without having any 
Dowry. 

. Henry, They pleaſe us wel). Lord M:rqueſi, kneel down; 

We here create thee the fiſt Duke of Suffolk, 
And girt thee with the Swo.d. Coulin of Jork, 
We here diſchurge your Grace from being Regent 
ord MY Tit parts of France, till term of eightec Months 
Ie full expir d. Thanks, Uncle Wincheſter, 

Glouceſter, Tork, Buckingham, and Somerſet, 
Salisbury and Warwicks 
We thank you all for this great favour done, 
In Entertainment to my Princely Queen. 
Come, let us in, and with all ſpecd provide 
To ſee her Coronation be performn'd. 
4 [ Exennt King, Queen, and Suffolk, 
Manent the reſt. 

Glo. Brave Peers of England, Pillars of the State, 
To you Duke Hamphry muſt unload his Grief: 
Your Grief, the common Grief of all the Land. 
What? did my B:other Henry ſpend his Youth, 

His Valour, Coin, and People in the Wars? 
Did he ſo often lodge in open Field, 

In Win ters cold, and Summe:'s parching heat, 
To cor quer France, his true Inheritance ? 

And did my Bro her Bedford toil his Wits 

To kcep by policy what Henry got: 

ave you your ſelves, Somerſet, Buckingham, 

Brave Tork, Salisbury, and victorious Warwick, 
Receiv'd deep Scars ir France and Normandy : 
Or hath mine Uncle Bedford, and my ſellf, 
With all the learned Council of the Realm, 
Kudied ſo long, fat in the Council-houſe, 
Early and late, debating to and fro, 

ow France and Frenchmen might be kept in awe; 
And was his Highneſs in his [afancy, 

Crowned in Paris in deſpight of Foes ? 
And ſhall theſe Labours, and theſe Honours die? 
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Shall Henry's Conqueſt, Bedford's Vigilance, 
Your Deeds of War, and all our Counſel die ! 
O Peers of England, ſhameful in this League, 
Fatal this Marriage, cancelling your Fame, 
Blotting your Names from Books of memory, 
Raſing the Characters of your Renown, 
Defzcing Monuments of conquer'd Fraxce, 
Undoing all, as all had never been, 

Car. Nephew, what means this paſſionate Diſcourſe ? 
This peroration with ſuch Circumſtance? 
For France, *tis ours; and we will keep it ſtill. 

Glo. Ay, Uncle, we will keep it if we can: 

But now it is impoſſible we ſhould. 

Suffolk, the new made Duke that rules the roſt, 
Hath given the Dutchy of Anjou and Main, 
Unto the poor King Reignier, whoſe large Style 
Agrees not with the leanneſs of his Purſe. 

Sal. Now by the Death of him who dy'd for all, 
Theſe Counties were the Keys of Normandy : 
But wherefore weeps Warwick, my valiant Son ? 

Mar. For grief that they are paſt recovery. 

For were there hope to conquer them again, 

My Sword ſhould ſhed hot Blood, mine Eyes no Tears 
Anjou and Main! My ſelf did win them both: 

Thoſe Provinces theſe Arms of mine did conquer. 

And are the Cities that were got with Wounds 
Delivered up again with peaceful Words? 

Mort Dieu! 

Tork. For Suffolk's Duke, may he be ſuffocate, 
That dims the Honour of this Warlike Iſle: 

France (ſhould have torn and rent my very Heart, 
Before I would have yielded to this League. 

I never read but England's Kings have had | 
Large ſums of Gold, and Dowries with their Wives! 
And our King Henry gives away his own, 

To match with her that brings no vantages. 

Glo. A proper Jeſt, and never heard before, 
That Saffolk ſhould demand a whole Fifteenth, 
For Colt and Charges in tranſporting her : 

She ſhould have ſtaid in France, and ſtary'd in Frauct 
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Car. My Lord of Gloſter, now ye grow too hot: 
It vis the pleaſure of my Lord the King. 
Glo. My Lord of Wincheſter, I know your Mind, | 
'Tis not my Specches that you do miſſike; 
But tis my Preſence that doth trouble you. 
Rancour will out, proud Prelate; in thy Face 
I ſee thy fury: If I longer ſtay, | 
We ſhall begin our ancient Bickerings. 
Lordings fare wel, and ſay when I am gone, 
I propheſi'd, France will be loſt cer long. [ Exit, 
Car, So, there goes our Protector in a rage: 
'Tis known to you he is mine Enemy; 
Nay more, an Enemy unto you all, 
And no great Friend, I fear me, to the King, 
Conſider, Lords, he is the next of Blood, 
And Heir apparent to the Engliſh Crown: 
Had Henry got an Empire by his Marriage, 
And all the wealthy Kingdoms of the Weſt, 
There's reaſon he ſhould be diſpleas'd at it: 
Look to it, Lords, let not his ſmoothing Words 
Bewitch your Hearts, be wiſe and Frans 
What though the common People favour him, 
0 Calling him Humphry, the good Dube of Glo'ſter, 
Clapping their Hands, and crying with loud voice, 
Jeſu maintain your Royal Excellence, 
With God preſerve the good Duke Humphry. 
fear me, Lords, fer all this flattering gloſs, 7 
He will be found a dangerous Protector. 179 
Buck, Why ſhould he then protect our Sovereign, 5 
He being of age to govern of himſelf? : 
Couſin of Somerſet, join you with me, f 
And all together with the Duke of Suffolk, 
We'll quickly hoiſe Duke Humpbry from his Seat. 
Car. This weighty buſineſs will not brook delay, 
I'll to the Duke of Suffolk preſently, Exit. 
Som, Couſin of Buckingham, though Humphry's Pride 
And greatneſs of his Place be grief to us, : 
Yer let us watch the haughty Cardinal: 
His Inſolence is more intolerable 
Than all the Princes in the Land beſide; 


If Glo ter be diſplac'd, he'll be Protector. 
Vor, III. 11 
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Buck, Or thou, or I, Somerſet, will be Protector, 
Deſpight Duke Humphry, or the Cardinal. 
Exit Buckingham and Somerſet. 
Fal. Pride went before, Ambition follows him. 
While theſe do labour for their own Preferment, 
Behoves it us to labour for the Realm, 
I never ſaw but Hamphry Duke of Gloſter, 
Did bear him like a noble Gentleman: 
Off have I ſeen the haughty Cardinal, 
More like a Soldier than a Man o'th' Church, 
As ſtout and proud as he were Lord of all, 
Swear like a Rufhan, and demean himſelf 
Unlike the Ruler of a Common-weal. 
Warwick, my Son, the Comfort of my Age, 
Thy Deeds, thy Plainneſs, and thy Houle keeping, 
Have won the greateſt favour of the Commons, 
Excepting none but Good Duke Hamphry. 
And Brother Tork, thy Acts in Ireland, 
| In bringing them to civil Diſcipline; 
Thy late Exploits done in he Heart of France, 
When thou wert Regent for our Sovereign, 
Have made thee fear'd and honour'd of the People: 
Join we together for the publick Good, 
In what we can, to bridle and ſuppreſ; 
The Pride of Szjolk, and the Cardinal, 
With Semerſer's and Buckingham's Ambition, 
And as we may cheriſh Duke Humphry's Deeds, 
While they do tend the profit of the Land. 
War. So God help Warwick, as he loves the Land, 
And common profit of his Country. 
Tork, And ſo ſays Tork, 
For he hath greateſt cauſe. 
Sal. Then let's make haſte away, 
And look unto the main. 
War. Unto the main? 
Oh Father, Main is loſt, 
That Adain, which by main force Warwick did win, 
And would have kept, ſo long as breath did laſt: 
Main-chance Father you meant, but I meant Main, 
Which I will win from France, or elſe be ſlain. 


[Exit Warwick and Salisbury. Manet Ar. 
97. 
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Yorks Anjou and Main are given to the French, 
Paris is loſt, the State of Normandy 
Stands on a tickle point, now they are gone: 
Suffolk, concluded on the Articles, 
The Peers agreed, and Henry was well pleas'd, 
To change two Dukedoms for a Duke's fair Daughter, 
I cannot blame them all, what is't to them? 
'Tis thine they give away, and not their own. 
Pirates may make cheap penny worths of their Pillage, 
And purchaſe Friends, and give to Courtezans, 
Still revelling like Lords till all be gone. 
While as the filly Owner of the Goods 
Weeps over them, and wrings his hapleſs Hands, 
And ſhakes his Head, and trembling ſtands aloof, 
While all is ſhar'd, and all 1s born away, 
Ready to ſtarve, and dare not touch his own. 
So Tork mult fit, and fret, and bite his Tongue, 


| Whlie his own Lands are bargain'd for, and ſold: 


Methinks the Realms of England, France and Ireland; 
Bear that proportion to my Fleſh and Blood, 

As did the fatal brand Althea burnt, 

Unto the Prince's Heart of Calidos : 

Anjou and Main both given unto the French! 

Cold News for me: For I had hope of Fraxce, 
Even as I have of fertile England's Soil. 

A day will come, when ork ſhall claim his own, 
And therefore I will take the Nevills parts, 

And make a ſhe of Love to proud Duke Humphry, 
And ben I ſpy advantage claim the Crown; 

For that's the golden Mark I ſeek to hit: 

Nor ſball proud Lancaſter uſurp my Right, 

Nor hold the Scepter in his childiſh Fiſt, 

Nor wear the Diadem upon his Head, 
Whoſe Church-like Humour fits not for a Crown. 
Then Tork be ſtill a while, till time do ſerve: 
Watch thou, and wake when others be aſleep, 

To pry into the Secrets of the State, 

Till Henry ſurfeiting in joys of Love, 
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With his new Bride, and England's dear bought Queen,; 


* Humphry with the Peers be fall'n at Jars. 
hen will I raiſe aloft the Milk- white Roſe, 
113 
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With whoſe ſweet ſmell the Air ſhall be perfum'd, 
And in my Standard bear the Arms of York, 
To grapple with the Houſe of Lancaſter, 
And force perforce I'll make him yield the Crown, 
Whoſe Bookiſh Rule hath pull'd fair England down, 
f | | Exit Vork. 
| Enter Duke Humphry, and his Wife Eleanor, 
Elean. Why droops my Lord, like over-ripen'd Corn, 
Hanging the Head at Ceres plenteous Load? 
Why doth the great Duke Humphry knit his Brows, 
As frowning at the Favours of the World? 
Why are thine Eyes fixt to the ſullen Earth, 
Gazing at that which ſeems to dim thy Sight? 
What ſeeſt thou there? King Henry's Diadem, 
Inchac'd with all the Honours of & World? 
If fo, gize on, and grovel on thy Face, 
Until thy Head be circled with the ſame, 
Put forth thy Hand, reach at the glorious Gold. 
What, is't too ſhore? I'll lengthen it with mine. 
And having both together heav'd it up, 
We'll both together lift our Heads to Heaven, 
And never more abaſe our Sight ſo low, 
As to vouchſafe one glance upon the Ground. | 
Glo. O Nell, ſweet Nell, if thou doſt love thy Loid, 
Baniſh the Canker of ambitious Thoughts : 
And may that Thought, when I imagine III 
Againſt my King and Nephew, virtuous Henry, 
Be my laſt breathing in this Mortal World. 
My troublous Dreams this Night do make me ſad, 
Elean. What dream'd my Lord? tell me, and I'll requite !- 
With ſweet Rehearſal of my Morning's Dream. 
Glo. Methought this Staff, mine Office-badge in Court, 
Ws broke in twain; by whom, I have forgot, 
But as J think, it was by th' Cardinal, 
And on the pieces of the broken Wand 
Were plac' the Heads of Edmond, Duke of Somerſet, 
And Malliam de la Pole, firſt Duke of Suffolk, 


This was the Drcam, what it doth bode, God knows. Hum 
Flean. Tut, this was nothing but an Argument, Elean 
That he that breaks a Stick of Glo'ſter's Grove, Hum 


Shall loſe his Head for his Pre ſumption. 
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But liſt to me, my Humphry, my ſweet Duke: 
Methought I fate in Seat of Majeſty, 
In the Cathedral Church of Meſtminſter, 
And in that Chair where Kings 3nd Queens were crown'd, 
Where Henry and Margaret knee.'d to me, 
ik, And on my Head did ſer the Diadem. 
Glo. Nay, Eleanor, then muſt I chide outright: 
| pre ſumptuous Dame, ill-natur'd Eleanor, 
Art thou not ſecond Woman in the Realm? 
And the Protector's Wife, belov'd of him? ' 
Haſt thou not worldly Pleaſure at command, 
Above the reach or compaſs of thy Thought? 
And wilt thou ſtill be hammering Treacher y, g 
To tumble down thy Husband and thy ſelf, | 
From top of Honour, to Diſgrace's fect? | 
Away from me, and let me hear no more, 
Elean, What, what, my Lord, are you ſo Cholerick 
| With Eleanor, for telling but her Dream ? þ 
Next time, I'll keep my Dreams unto my ſelf, ö 
And not be check d. | | 
Glo, Nay, be not angry, I am pleas' d again. 
Enter Meſſenger. 
Meſſ. My Lord Protector, tis his Highncfs pleaſure, 
| You do prepare to ride unto St, Albaus, 1 
Whereas the King and Queen do mean to Hawk, 
Glo. I go: Come Well, thou wilt ride with us? | Ex,Glo. 
Elean, Yes, my good Lord, I'll follow preſently. 
Follow I muſt, I cannot go before, 
| While Gloſter bears this baſe and humble Mind. 
te u Were I a Man, a Duke, and next of Blood, 
I would remove theſe tedious ſtumbling Blocks, 
ut, And ſmooth my way upon their headleſs Necks, 
And being a Woman, I will not be {lick 
To play my part in Fortune's Pagea"t. 
Where are you there? Sir John; nay fear not, Man, 
We are alone, here's none bur thee and I, 
Enter Hume, 
Hume, Jeſus preſerve your Royal Majeſty. 
Elean. What fay'ſt thou? Majr\ty : I am but Grace, 
Hume. But by the Grace of God, and Hume's Advice, 
Your Grace's Title ſhall be mr ]riply'd, 
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Elean, What ſay'ſt thou, Man? Haſt thou as yet confer: 
With Margery Jordan, the cunning Witch; 
With Roger Bullingbrook, the Conjurer, 
And will they undertake to do me good? 

Hume. This they have promiſed, to he your High 
A Spirit rais'd from depth of under Grund, 
That ſhall make anſwer do ſucl Qu. It ins, 
As by your Grace ſhal! be propounded him, 

Elean, It is enoug b, PI} chivk upon the Queſttons : 
Wien from St. Albans we do mike return; 
We'll {te thole things effected to the full. 
Here Hume, take this Reward, make merry Man 


With thy Coofederates in this weighty Cauſe. 


| Exit Eleanor, 

Hume. Hume mult make merry with the Durcheſs's Gold: 
Marry and ſhall; but how now, Sir John Hume? 
Seal up your Lips, and give no Words, but Mum; 


The buſineſs asketh ſilent ſecrecy, 

Dame Eleanor gives Gold, to bring the Witch : 

Gold carnot come amils, were ſhe a Devil. 

Yet have I Gold flies from another Coaſt : 

J dare not ſay, from the rich Cardinal, 

And fiom the great and new-made D ke of Suffolk; 

Vet J do find it ſo: For, to be plain, 

They (knowing Dame Elearor's aſpiring Humou: ) 

Have hired me to undermine the Dutcheſs, 

And buz theſe Conjurations in her Brain, 

They lay, a crafty Knave does need no Broker; 

Vet am I Swffolk's, and the Cardinal's Broker. 

Hume, if you take not heed, you ſhall go near 

To call them both a pair of crafty Knaves, 

Well, fo it ſtands; and thus I fear at laſt, 

Hume's Knavery will be the Dutch: fs Wrack, 

And her Attainture will be ZHzmphry's Fall: 

Sort how it will, I ſhall hive Gold for all. Exit. 
Enter three or four Petitioners, the Armorer's Man being one. 


1 Pet. My Maſters, It's ſtand cloſe, my Lord P otector 


will come this way by and by, and then we may deliver our 
Supplications in the Quill, 


2 Pet. Marry, the Lord protect him, for he's a good Man) 


Euler 


rr. 


Nor, 
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Enter Suffolk, and Queen. 

1 Pet. Here a comes methinks, and the Queen with him: 
[i] be the firſt ſure, 

2 Pet, Come back, fool, this is the Duke of SI, and 
not my Lord Protector. 

Suff. How now, Fellow; would'it any thing with me? 

1 et. I pray, my Lord, pardon me, I rock ye for my Lord 
Protector. 

Q. Mar. To my Lord Protector? are your Supplications 
to tus Lordſhip? let me ſee them; what is thine ? 

1 Pet. Mine is, and't pleaſe your Grace, againſt Fohn Good- 
man, my Lord Cardinal's Man, for keeping my Houſe, and 
Lands, and Wife, and all from me. | 

Suf. Thy Wife too? That's ſome wrong indeed. What's 
yours? What's here? | Reads.] Againſt the Duke of 
Suffolk, for incloſing the Commons of Melford. How now, 
Sir Knave ? 


2 Pet, Alas, Sir, I am but a poor Petitioner of our whole 


Townſhip. 


3 Pet. Againſt my Miſter, Thomas Horner, for ſaying, That 
the Duke of York was rightful! Heir to the Crown. | 

Q. Mar. Whit ſay'ſt thou? did the Duke of York ſay, 
he was rightful Heir to the Crown? | 

3 Pet, That my Miſtreſs was? No, forſooth; my Maſter 
laid, that he was; and that the King was an Uſurper. 

Sf, Who is there? 

Enter Servant. 

Take this Fellow in, and fend for his Maſter with a Purſui- 
vant preſently ; we'll hear more of your Matter before the 
King, | Exit Serv. 

Q. Mar. Ard as for you that love to be protected 
Under the wings of our Protector's Grace, 
Begin your Suits anew, and ſue to him. 

Tears the Supplications, 

Away, biſe Cullions : S»ffolk, let them go. 

All, Come, let's be gone. [ Exennt, 

C. Mar, My Lord of Suffolk, ſay, is this the g iſe? 
Is this the faſhion of the Court of England? 
Is this the Goverrment of Britain's Ille? 
And this the Royalty of Albion's King ? 
What, ſhall King Hezry be a Pupil ſtill, / 
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Under the ſurly Glo ſters Governance? 

Am I a Queen in Title and in Style, 

And muſt be made a Subject to a Duke? 

I tell thee, Pool, when in the City Tours 
Thou ran'ſt a Tilt in Honour of my Love, 
And ſtol'ſt away the Ladies Hearts of France; 
I thought King Henry had reſembled thee, 

In Courage, Courtſhip, and Proportion: 

But all his Mind is bent to Holineſs, 

To number Ave Maries on his Beads: 

His Champions are the Prophets and Apoſtles, 
His Weapons Holy Saws of ſacred Writ, 

His Study is his Tilt-yard, and his Loves 
Are brazen Images of Canonized Saints, 

I would the College of the Cardinals 

Would chuſe him Pope, and carry him to Rome, 
And ſet the Triple Crown upon his Head; 
That were a State fit for his Holineſs, 

Sf. Madam, be patient; as I was the cauſe 
Your Highneſs came to England, ſo will I 
In England work your Grace's full content. 

Q. Mar. Beſide the haughty Protector, have we Beaufird, 
The imperious Churchman ; Somerſet, Buckingham, 
And grumbling ork; and not the leaſt of theſe, 

But can do more in England than the King, 

Suf. And he of theſe that can do moſt of all, 
Cannot do more in England, than the Nevils; 

Salisbury and Warwick are no ſimple Peers. 

O. Aar. Not all theſe Lords do vex me half ſo much, 
As that proud Dame, the Lord Protector's Wife: 
She ſwceps it through the Court with troops of Ladies, 
More like an Empreſs, than Duke Humphry's Wife: 
Strangers in Court do take her for the Queen; 

She bears a Duke's Revenues on her Back, 

And in her Heat the ſcorns our Poverty: 

Sha!l I not live to be averg'd on her? 
Contemptuous baſe-born Callot as ſhe is, 

She vaunted *mongſt her Minions other day, 
The very train of her worſt wearing Gown 

Was better worth than all my Father's Lands, 
Till S»ffolk gave two Dukedoms for his Daughter. 
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Suf. Madam, my ſelf have lin'd a buſh for her, 
And plac'd a Quire of ſuch enticing Birds, 
That ſhe will light to liften co their Lays, 
And never mount to trouble you again. 
So let her reſt; and, Madam, liſt to me, 
For I am bold to counſel you 1n this ; 
Although we fancy not the Cardinal, 
Yet muſt we join with him, and with the Lords, 
'Till we have brought Duke Hamphry in diſgrace. 
As for the Duke of Tork, this late Complaint 
Will make but little for his benefit; 
So one by one we'll weed them all at laſt, 
And you your ſelf ſhall ſteer the happy Helm. 
Enter King Henry, Duke Humphry, Cardinal, Buckingham, 
York, Salisbury, Warwick, and the Dutcheſs. 
K, Henry, For my part, Noble Lords, I care not which, 


Or Somerſet, or York, alls one to me. 


Fork, If York have ill demean'd himſelf in France, 
Then let him be deny'd the Regentſhip. 
Som. If Somerſet be unworthy of the place, 
Let ork be Regent, I will yield to him. 
War. Whether your Grace be worthy, yea or no, 
Diſpute not that, Vorl is the worthier. 
Car. Ambitious Warwick, let thy Betters ſpeak. 
War. The Cardinal's not my Better in the Field. 
Buck, All in this preſence are thy Berters, Warwick, 
War, Warwick may live to be the beſt of all. 
Sal. Peace, Son; and ſhew ſome reaſon, Buckingham, 
Why Somerſet ſhould be preferi'd in this? 
; Mar. Becauſe the King forſooth will have it ſo. 
Glo, Madam, the King is old enough himſelf 
To give this Cenſure: Theſe are no Woman's Matters. 
L. Mar, If he be old enough, what needs your Grace 
0 be Protector of his Excellence? 
Glo, Madam, I am Protector cf the Realm, 
And at his pleaſure will reſign my Place. 
Suf. Reſign it ther, and leave thine Inſolence. 
"ce thou wert King, as who is King, but thou? 
* Commonwealth hath daily run to wrack, 
The Dzuphin hath prevail'd beyond the Seas, 
And all the Peers and Nobles of the Realm 
| Have 
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Have been as Bond-men to thy Sovereignty. 


Car. The Commons halt thou rack d, the Clergy's Bags 


Are lank and lean with thy Extortions. 

Som, Thy ſumpruous Buildings, and thy Wife's Attire 
Have coſt a maſs of publick Treaſure, 

Buck. Thy cruelty in Execution 
Upon Offenders hath exceeded Law, 
And left thee to the mercy of the Law. 

©. Mar. Thy ſale of Offices and Towns in France, 
If they were known, as the ſuſpect is great, 
Would make thee quickly hop without thy Head. 


[Exit Cle 


Give me my Fan; what, Minion, can ye not? 


[ She gives the Dutcheſi a box on the Ear, 


IT cry you mercy, Madam; was it you? 
Elean. Was t 13 yea, I it was, proud French woman: 
Could I come near your Beauty with my Nails, 
I could ſet my Ten Commandments in your Face. 
K. Henry, Sweet Aunt, be quiet, twas againſt her Will 
Elean, Againſt her Will, good King? look to't in tim: 
She'll hamper thee, and dandle thee like a Baby : 
Though in this place moſt Maſter wears ro Breechcs, 
She ſhall not ſtrike Dame Eleanor unreveng'd. 
| Exit Eleanor, 
Buck. Lord Cardinal, I will follow Eleanor, 
And liſten after Humphry, how he procecds : 
She's tickled now, her Fume can need no ſpurs, 
She'll gallop far enough to her Deſt, uction. 
[ Exit BuckinghzT 
Enter Humphry. 
Glo, Now, Lords, my Choler being over-blowo, 
With walking once about the Quadrangle, 
I come to talk of Commonwealth Affairs. 
As for your ſpightful falſe Objections, 
Prove them, and I lye open to the Law : 
But God in mercy dcal lo witk my Soul, 
As I in Duty love my King and Counr: y. 
But to the Matter that we have in hand: 
I fay, my Sovereign, Tor% is meeteſt Man 
To be your Regent in the Realm of France. 
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Suf. Before we make Election, give me leave 

g To (hew ſome Reaſon, of no little force, 

Tha! Y is ma ft unmeet of any Man. 
tire York. I'll tell thee, Suffolk, why I am unmeet : 

Fir't, for I cannot fluter thee in Pride; 

Next, if I be appointed for the Place, 

My Lord of Somerſet will keep me here, 

V-:hout Diſcharge, Mony, or Furniture, 
Til France be won into the Dauphin's Hands, 

Laſt time I danc'd attendance on his Will, 

Tul Paris was beſieg'd, famiſh'd and loſt, 
Gl. War, That I can witneſs, and a fouler Fact 

Did rever Traitor in the Land commit. 
Eu, $f, Peace, head-ſtrong Warwick, 
Har. Image of Pride, why ſhould I hold my Peace? 

Enter Horner the Armorer, aud his Man Peter. 

Suf. Becauſe here is a Man accus'd of Treafon, 
Pray God the Duke of York excuſe himſelf, 

Tork. Doth any one accuſe Nork for a Traitor? 

K. Henry, What mear'ſt thou, Suffolk ? tell me, what are theſe? 

Suf. Plezſe it your Majeſty, this is the Man 
That doth accuſe his Maſter of High Treaſon: 

His Words were theſe; That Richard, Duke of York, 
Wis rightful Heir unto the Exgli/ſh Crown, 
And that your Majeſty was an U ſurper. 

R. Henry. Say, Man, were theſe thy Words? 

Am. And't ſhall pleaſe your Majeſty, I never ſaid nor 
tought any ſuch Matter; God is my witneſs, I am falſly 
cus'd by the Villain. 

Peter, By theſe ten Bones, my Lords, he did ſpeak them 
% me in the Garret cne Night, as we were ſcow'ring my 
Lord of Tork's Armour, 

Vert. Baſe Dunghil Villain, and Mechanical, 
Il have thy Head for this thy Traitor's Speech: 
do beſeech your Royal Majeſty, 

Lit him have all the rigor of the Law. 

Arm, Alas, my Lord, hang me if everl ſpake the Words: 
Accuſer is my Prentice, and when I did correct him for 
0 Fault the other Day, he did vow upon his Knees he would 
* even with me. | have good witneſs of this; therefore I 
leech your Majeſty, do not caſt away an honeſt Man for 
i Vilkain's Accuſat on. K. Heury, 
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X. Henry, Uncle, what ſhall we ſay to this in Law? 
Glo, This doom, my Lord, if I may Judge: 

Let Somerſet be Regent o'er the French, 

Becauſe in York this breeds ſuſpicion ; 

And let theſe have a Day appointed them 

For ſingle Combat, in convenient place, 

For he hath witneſs of his Servant's Malice : 

This is the Law, and this Duke Humphry's doom. 

Som. I humbly thank your Royal Majeſty. 

Arm, And J accept the Combat willingly. 

Peter. Alas, my Lord, I cannot fight; for God's ſake pity 
my Caſe; the ſpight of my Maſter prevaileth againſt me, 0 
Lord have mercy upon me, I ſhall never be able to fight: 
blow : O Lord, my Heart. 

Glo. Sirrah, or you muſt fight, or elſe be hang'd. 

K. Henry. Away with them to Priſon; and the day of 
Combat, ſhall be the laſt of the next Month. Come Some 
ſet, we'll ſce them ſent away. [ Exennt, 

Flouriſh. Enter Mother Jordan, Hume, Southwel, 4 

Bullingbrook, 

Hume, Come, my Maſters, the Dutcheſs, I tell you, er 
pects performance of your Promiies. | 

Bulling. Maſter Hume, we are therefore provided: Wil 
her Ladyſhip behold ard hear our Exorciſms? 

Hume. Ay, what elſe? Fear you not her Courage, 

Bulling. 1 have heard her reported to be a Woman of u 
invincible Spirit; but it ſhall be convenient, Maſter Hum, 
„ that you be by her aloft, while we be buſie below; and ſo, 
pray you, go in God's Name, and leave us, | Exit Hume. 
M->ther Jordan, be proſtrate, and grovel on the Earth; Jon 
Seuthwel, read you, and let us to our work. 

Enter Eleanor above. | 

Elean, Well ſaid, my Maſters, and welcome to all: Toth 
veer, the ſooner the better, 

Bulling. Patience, good Lady, Wizards know their times 
Deep Night, dak Night, the Glent of the Night, 

The time of Night when Trey was ſer on Fire, 

The times when Screech-owls cry, and Ban-dogs howl; 

When Spirics walk, and Ghoſts break up their Graves; 

T hat tim: firs beſt the work we have in hand. * 
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Madam, ſit you, and fear not; whom we raiſe 
We will make faſt within a hallow'd Verge. 
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[ Here they do the Ceremonies belonging, and make the Circle, 
Bullingbrock, or Southwel reads, Conjuro te, rc. Ut 


Thunders and Lightens terribly; then the Spirit riſeth. 
Spirit. Adſum. 
M. Ford. Aſmath, by the eternal God, 
Whoſe Name and Power thou trembleſt ar, 
Anſwer that I ask: For till thou ſpeak, 
Thou ſhalt not paſs from hence. 
WY LG Ask what thou wilt, That I had ſaid, and done! 
ON Elling. Firſt of the King: What ſhall of him become. 
echt: Pirit. The Duke yet lives, that Henry ſhall depoſe: 
: But him out- live, and die a violent Death. 


[ 4s the Spirit ſpeaks they write the anſwer. 


ay of Bylling. What Fates await the Duke of Suffolk? 
* Spirit, By Water ſhall he die, and take his End. 
eum, Bulling. What ſhall befall the Duke of Somerſet? 
* Spirit, Let him ſhun Caſtles, 
Safer ſhall he be upon ſandy Plains, 
„. Than there where lofty Caſtles mounted ſtand. 
Have done, for more I hardly can endure, 
will ling. Deſcend to Darkneſs, and the burning Lake: 


Falſe Fiend avoid. | Thunder and Lightning. Spirit deſcends. 


Enter the Duke of York, and the Duke of Buckingham, 
of an with their Guard, and break in. 
Tumt, Vork. Lay Hands upon theſe Traitors and their traſh : 
e beldam, I think we watch'd you at an Inch. 


ume Wnat, Madam, ate you there? The King and Common-weal 


5e dre deep indebted for this piece of Pains; 
My Lord Protector will, I doubt it not, 
dee you well guerdon'd for theſe good deſerts. 

othis Elean. Not half ſo bad as thine ro England's King, 
Injurious Duke, that threatn'ſt where's no cauſe. 

mes! Buck, True, Madam, none at all: What call you this? 
Away with them, let them be clap'd up cloſe, 
And kept aſunder: You, Madam, ſhall with us. 

I; Stafford, take her to thee. | 

ell {:e your Trinkets here forth-coming all. 


Aw:y, Exeunt Guard with Jordan, Southwel, &c. 
York, 
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Tork, Lord Buckingham, methinks you watch'd her wel, 
A pretty Plot, well choſen to build upon. 
Now, pray my Lord, let's ſee the Devil's Writ. 
W hat have we here? 

The Duke yet lives, that Henry ſhall depoſe; 
But him out-live, and die a violent Death. 
Why, this is Juſt, Aio te Æacidem Romanos vincere poſſe, 
Well, to the reſt ; 

Tell me what fate awaits the Duke of Suffolk ? 

By Water ſhall he die, and take his End. 

What ſhall betide the Duke of Somerſer ? 

Let him ſhun Caſtles, 

Safer ſhall be be upon ſandy Plains, 

Than there where lofty Caftles mounted ſtand. 

Come, come, my Lords, 

The Oracles are hardly attain'd, 

And hardly underſtood, 

The King is now in progreſs towards St. Mbans, 
With him the Husband of this lovely Lady : 
Thither go theſe News, 

As faft as Horſe can carry them : 

A ſorry breakfaſt for my Lord ProteRor. 

Buck, Your Grace ſhall give me leave, my Lord of Ir 
To be the Poſt, in hope of his Reward. 

Tab. At your Pleaſure, my good Lord. 

Who's within there, hoe ? 
Enter a Serving- man. 
Invite my Lords of Salisbury and Warwick | 
To ſup with me ro morrow Night. Away. | Exxeunt, 
Enter King Henry, Queen, Protector, Cardinal, and Suffolb, 
with Famlkners hollowing. 

Q. Mar. Believe me Lords, for flying at the Brook, 

I ſaw no better Sport theſe ſeven years day; 
Yet by your leave, the Wind was very high, 
And ten to one, old Joan had not gone out. 

K. Henry, But what a point, my Lord, your Faulcon made 
And what a pitch ſhe flew above the reſt : 

To ſee how God in all his Creatures works, 
Yea Man and Birds are fain of climbing _ 

Suf. No marvel, and it like your Majeſty, 

My Lord Protector's Hawks do towre fo well; 
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hey know their Maſter loves to be aloft, 

nd bears his Thoughts above his Faulcon's pitch. 

Glo. My Lord, tis but a baſe ignoble Mind, 

hat mounts no higher than a Bird caa ſoar, 

Car, I thought as much, he would be above the Clouds. 

Glo. Ay, my Lord Cardinal, how think you by that? 

ere it not good, your Grace could fly to Heaven? 

K. Henry. The Treaſury of everlaſting Joy. 

car. Thy Heaven is on Earth, thine Eyes and Thoughts 
Beat on a Crown, the Treaſure of thy Heart, 

ernicious Protector, dangerous Peer, 
That ſmooth'ſt it ſo with King and Commonweal. 

Glo. What, Cardinal! 
your Prieſthood grown ſo peremptory ? 
Tuntene animis Cœleſtibus ire? Churchmen ſo hot? 
Good Uncle, hide ſuch Malice: | 
With ſuch Holineſs can you do it ? 

Suf, No malice, Sir, no more than well becomes 


o good a Quarrel, and ſo bad a Peer. 


Glo, As who, my Lord? 
Suf. Why, as you, my Lord, 
An't like your Lerdly Lord Protector ſhip. 
Glo. Why, Suffolk, England knows thine Inſolence. 
Q. Mar. And thy Ambition, Gloſter. 
K. Henry. I prethee peace, good Queen, 
And whet not on theſe too too furious Peers, 
For bleſſed are the Peace-makers on Earth. 
Car. Let me be bleſſed for the Pcace I make, 
Againſt this proud Protector, with my Sword. 
Glo, Faith, Holy Uncle, would 'twere come to that. 
Car, Marry, when thou dar'ſt. ; | 
Glo, Make up no factious numbers for that matter, : 
In thine own Perſon anſwer thy Abuſe. Aldi. 
Car. Ay, where thou dar'ſt not peep : | 
Adi if thou darſt, this Evening, 
On the Eaſt fide of the Grove. J 
K. Henry. How now, my Lords? 
Car, Believe me, Couſin Gloſter, 
Had not your Man put up the Fowl ſo ſuddenly, 
e had had more ſport—— 
Come with thy two Hand-Sword. [ Lids to Glo. 


Glo, 
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Glo. True, Uncle, are ye advis'd? 
The Eaſt fide of the Grove: 
Cardinal, I am with you. 
K. Henry. Why how now, Uncle Gloſter ? 
Glo. Talking of Hawking, nothing elſe, my Lord. — 
Now by God's Mother, Prieſt, 
Ill ſhave your Crown for this, 
Or all my fence ſhall fail. 22 
Car. Aſide. Medice cura teipſum, Protector ſee toc't well 
K. Henry. The Winds grow high, [ protect your {ell 
So do your Stomachs, Lords, 
How irkſome is this Muſick to my Heart ? 
When ſuch Strings jar, what hope of Harmony? 
I pray, my Lords, let me compound this ſtrife. 
Enter One, crying A Miracle. 
Glo. What means this Noile ? 
Fellow, what Miracle do'ſt thou proclaim ? 
One, A Miracle, a Miracle. 
Suf. Come to the King, and tell him what Miracle. 
One. Forſooth, a blind Man at St. Alban's Shrine, 
Within this half hour hath receiv'd his fight, 
A Man that ne'er ſaw in his life before. | 
K. Henry. Now God be prais'd, that to believing Souls 
Gives Light in Darkneſs, Comfort in Deſpair. | 
Enter the Mayor of St. Albans, and his Brethren, bear 
Simpcox berween two in 4 Chair, Simpcox's Wife follow" 
Car. Here come the Townſmen on proceſſion, 
To preſent your Highneſs with the Man. 
X. Henry. Great is his comfort in this Earthly Vale, 
Although by his ſight his Sin be multiplied. | 
Glo. Stand by, my Maſters, bring him near the King, 
His Highneſs pleaſure is to talk witk him. 
K. Henry, Good - fellow, tell us here the Circumſtance, 
That we for thee may gloriſie the Lord. 
What, haſt thou been long blind, and now reſtor'd? 
Simp. Born blind, and't pleaſe your Grace. 
Wife. Ay, indeed was he. 
Suf. What Woman is this? 
Wife. His Wife, and't pleaſe your Worlhip, 
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Glo. Hadſt thou been his Mother, thou couldſt have 
better told. 
K. Henry. Where wert thou born? 4 
Simp. At Berwick, in the North, ard't like your 
Grace. 
K. Henry. Poor Soul, 
God's goodneſs hath been great to thee: 
Let never Day nor Night unhallowed pals, 
But ſtill remember what the Lord hath done, 
Queen. Tell me, Good- fellow, 
Cam'ſt thou here by Chance, or of Devotion, 
To this holy Shrine? 
Simp, God knows of pure Devotion, 
Being call'd a hundred times, and oftner, 
In my ſleep, by good Saint Alban: | 
Who ſaid ; Simon, come, come offer at my Shrine, 
And I will help thee. 
Wfe, Moſt true, forſooth ; ; 
And many a time and oft my ſelf have heard a Voice, 
To call him fo. 
Card, What, art thou lame? 
Simp. Ay, God Almighty help me. 
Suf. How cam'ſt thou ſo? 
Smp. A fall off a Tree. 
Wife, A Plum-tree, Maſter. 
Glo. How long haſt thou been blind? 
Simp, O born ſo, Maſter, 
Glo, What, and would'ſt climb a Tree? 
Simp, But that in my Life, when I was a Youth, 
Mfe. Ton true, and bought his climbing very dear. 
| = Maſs, thou lov'dſt Plums well, that wouldſt ven- 
are 10, 
Simp, Alas, good Maſter, my Wife defired ſome Dam- 
ſans, and made me climb, with danger of my Life. 
Glo, A ſubtile Knave, bur yet it ſhall nor ſerve: 
et me ſee thine Eyes, wink now, now open them, 
1 my opinion, yet thou ſeeſt not well. 
_ Yes, Miſter, clear as day, I thank God and Saint 
an, 
Glo, Say'ſt thou me ſo; what Cour is th's Cloak of 2 
Simp. Red, Maſter, red as Blood. 
Yor. III. K k Glo. 
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Glo. Why that's- well ſaid: What colour is my Gown 
of ? 
Simp. Black, forſooth, coal-black, as Jet, 9 
X. Henry. Why then, thou know'ſt what colour Jet is of? 
Suf. And yet, I think, er he did never ſee. 
Glo. But Cluaks and Gowns, before this day, a many. 
Wife, Never before this day, in all his Life. 
Glo, Teil me, Sirrah, what's my Name? 
Simp. Alas Maſter, I know not. 
Glo, What's his Name? | 
Simp. I know not. 
lo. Nor his? Ti! 
Simp. No indeed, Maſter. 
Glo. What's thine own Name? 


Simp. Saunder Simpcox, and if it pleaſe you, Miſter. : 
Glo, Then Saxrder, lit there, | G 
The lyingſt Knave in Chriſtendom, You 


If thou hadſt been born blind, 
Thou might'ſt as well have known all our Names, 
As thus to know the ſeveral Colours we do wear. 
Sight may diſtinguiſh Colou's: 
But ſuddenly to nominate them all, 
It is impoſſible. 
My Lords, Saint Alb.1» here hath done a Miracle: 
And would ye not think that Cunning to be great, 
That could reſtore this Cripple to his Legs again? 
Simp. O Maſter, that you could? 
Glo. My Maſters of Saiat Albans, 
Have you not Beadles in your Town, 
And things call'd Whips? 
Mayor. Yes, my Lord, if it pleaſe your Grace. 


Glo. Then ſend for one preſcatly, | "28 
Mayor. Sirrah, go fetch the Beadle hither ſtraight. Fi vour 
Glo. Now fetch me a Stool hither by and by. This! 


Now Sirrali, if you mean to fave your ſelf from Whipping Tis li 
leap me over this Stool, and run away, 


Simp. Alas Maſter, I am not able to ſtand alore : Gh. 
You go to torture me in vain, Sorrow 
Enter a Beadle with Whips. And v, 


Glo, Well Sir, we mult have you find your Lege. 


Sirrah Beadle, whip him *cill he leap over that ſame wg 
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30Wn Beal. I will, my Lord, 
Come on Sirrah, off with your Doubl:t, quickly, 
; Simp. Alas, Maſter, what thall l do ? I am not able to 
is of Gang, 
[ After the Beadle hath hit him once, he leaps over the Stool, 
ny. and runs away; and they follow, and cry, A Miracle, 
K. Henry. O God, ſeeſt thou this, and bearett ſo long! 
Queen. It made me laugh, to lee the Villain run, 
Glo, Follow the Knave, and take this Drab away. 
Wife. Alas, Sir, we did it for pure need. 
Glo. Let him be whipt through every Market Town, 
Till they come to Berwick, from whence they came. 
| Exit Beadle, 
Car. Duke Humphry has done a Miracle to day. 
Suf. True, made the Lame to leap, and fly away. 
Glo. But you have done more Miracles than I; 
You made in a Day, my Lord, whole Towns to fly, 
Enter Buckingham. 
K. Henry, What Tidings with our Couſin Buckingham ? 
Buck. Such as my Heart doth tremble to unfold: 
A fort of naughty Perſons, lewdly bent, 
Under the Countenance and Confederacy 
Of Lady Eleanor, the Protector's Wife, 
The Ring-leader and Head of all this Rout, 
Have practis'd dangerouſly againſt your State, 
Dealing with Witches and with Conjurers, 
Whom we have apprehended in the Fact, 
Raiſing up wicked Spirits from under Ground, 
Demanding of King Henry's Life and Death, 
And other of your Highneſs Privy-Council, 
As more at large your Grace ſhall underſtand, 
Car. And fo, my Lord Protector, by this means 
Your Lady is forth-coming, yet at London. 
This News, I think, hath turn'd your Wespor's edge 
Tis like, my Lord, you will not keep your hour, 
[ Aſide to Glo'ſter. 
Glo, Ambitiovs Church-man, leave to afflict my Heart: 
Sorrow and Grief have vanquiſh'd all my Powers; 
And vanquiſh'd as 1 am, I yield to thee, 
Or to the meaneſt Groom, 
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. Henry. O God, whit miſchiefs work the wicked ons, 
Heaping confuſion on their own Heads thereby? 
Queen, Glo ſter, ſee nere the Tainture of thy Neſt, 
And look thy ſelf be faultleſs, thou wert beſt. 
Glo. Madam, for my ſelf, to Heav'n I do appeal, 
How I have lov'd my King, and Commonweali!: 
And for my Wife, I know not how it ſtands, 
Sorry am | to hear, what I have heard; 
Noble ſhe is; but if ſhe have forgot 
Honour 42d Virtue, and convers'd with ſuch, 
As like to Pitch, defile Nobility; 
J baniſh her my Bed and Company, 
And give her as a Prey to Law and Shame, 
That hath diſhonoured Glo'fter's honeſt Name, 
K. Henry. Well, for this Night we will repoſe us here; 
To morrow toward London, back again, 
To look into this Buſineſs thoroughly, 
And call theſe foul Offenders to their anſwers; 
And poiſe the Cauſe in Juſtice equal Scales, 
Whoſe Beam ſtands ſure, whoſe rightful cauſe prevails. 
Excunt. 
Enter York, Salisbury, and Warwick. 
York, Now, my good Lords of Salisbury and Warwick, 
Our ſimple Supper ended, give me leave, 
In this cloſe Walk to ſatisfie my ſelf, 
In craving your Opinion of my Title, 
Which is infallible to Exgland's Crown, 
Salis. My Lord, I long to hear it thus at full. 
Mar. Sweet Tork begin; and if thy claim be good, 
The Nevils are thy Subjects to command. 
Tork. Then thus: 
Edward the Third, my Lords, had ſeven Sons: 
The firſt, Edward the Black Prince, Prince of Wales; 
The ſecond, William of Hatfield; and the third, 
Lionel Duke of Clarence; next to whom, 


Was Fohn of Gaunt, the Duke of Lancaſter ; 


The fifth, was Edward Langley, Duke of Jork; 
The ſixth, Thomas Woodſtock, Duke of Gloſter , 
William of Windſor was the ſeventh and laſt. 

Edvard the Black Prince dy'd before his Father, 


And left behind him Richard, his only Son, mY 
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Who, after Edward the third's Death, reign'd King, 
Till Henry Bullingbroke, Duke of Lancaſter, 
The eldeſt Son and Heir of Jehn of Gaunt, 
Crown'd by the Name of Heury the fourth, 
Seiz'd on the Realm, depos'd the rightful King, 
Sent his poor Queen to Fance, from hence ſhe came, 
And him to Pomfret; Where, as all you know, 
Harmleſs King Kichard was murthered traiterouſly. 

War, Father, the Duke hath told the truth; 
Thus got the Houſe of Lancaſter the Crown, 

Fork. Which now they hold by force, and not by right: 
For Richard, the firſt Son's Heir, being dead, 

The Iſſue of the next Son ſhould have reign'd, 
Sal. But William of Hatfield dy'd without an Heir, 

York. The third Son, Duke of Clarence, 

From whole Line I claim the Crown, 

Had iſſue Philip, a Daughter, 

Who married Edmond Mortimer, Earl of March. 
Edmond had Iſſue, Roger Earl of March: 

Roger had Iſſue, Edmond, Anne, and Eleanor. 

Sal. This Edmond, in the reign of Ballingbrosk, 
As I have read, laid claim unto the Crown, 
And, but for Owen Glendour, had been King; 
Who kept him in Captivity, 'till he dy'd. 
But, to the reſt, 

Fork, His eldeſt Siſter, Anne, 

My Mother, being Heir unto the Crown, 
Married Richard Earl of Cambridge, 

Who was Son to Edmond Langley, 

Eaward the third's fifth Son's Son; 

By her I claim the Kingdom: 

She then was Heir to Roger, Earl of March, 
Who was the Son of Edmond Mortimer, 
Who married Philip, ſole Daughter 

Unto Lionel, Duke of Clarence. 

do, if the Iſſue of the eldeſt Son 

Succeed before the younger, I am King. 

War, What plain proceeding is more plain than this? 
Herr) doth claim the Crown from John of Gaunt, 
The fourth Son; York claims it from the third: 

Lil Lionel's Iſfue fail, he ſhould not Reign. 
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It fails not yet, but flouriſheth in thee 
And in thy Sons, fair Slips of ſuch a Stock, 
Then Father Saab, knee! we together, 
And in this pr. vate Plot be we the firſt, 
That ſhall ſalute our rightful Soveraign 
With honour of his Birth-right to the Crown, 
Both, Long live our Soveraign Richard, England's King, 
Tork, We thank you, Lords: 
But I am not your King, till I be crown'd; 
And that my Sword be ſtain'd 
With Heart-blood of the Houſe of Lancaſter: 
And that's not ſuddenly to be perform'd, 
B t with Advice and ſilent Secrecy, 
Do you, 28 I do, in theſe dangerous Days, 
Wik ar tie Duke of Srfolk's Inſolence, 
A: Beauford's Pride, at Somerſet's Ambition, 
Ar Buckingham, and all the Crew of them, 
il they have 'nar'd the Shepherd of the Fl-ck, 
That virtuous Prince, the good Duke Humphry: 
»Tis that they ſeck; and t cy, in ſceking that, 
Shall find their Deaths, if Tork, can Propheſie. 
Sal. My Lord, here break we off; we know your Mind 
at fill, 
War, My Heart aſſures me, that the Earl of Warwick 
Shall one day m ke the Duke of York a King. 
Tork. And Nevil, this Ido aſſurc my 1:1f, 
Richard ſhall live to make the Earl of JVarwick 
The great: {ſt Man in England, but the King, [ Excunts 
Sound Trumpets. Emer King Henry, and State, with 
Guard, to baniſh the Dutcheſs. 
X. Henry, Stand forth, Dame Eleanor Cobham, 
Gliſter's Wife: 
In ſig t of God, and vs, your Guilt is great, 
Reccive th ſ-:terce of the Law for fin, 
S ch as by Gud's Buck are adjudg'd to death. 
You f ur from hence t» Priſon, back again 
F on thence, unto the vlace of Execution; 
The Witch in Sithfield ſhali be burn'd to Aſhes, 
And you thrce ſhall be ſtrangled on the Gallows. 
Von Mad.m, for you are more nobly born, 


Defpoyled of your Hunonr in your Life, 
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Shall 'after three Days open Perance done, 
Live in your Country here, in Bariſhment, 
W th Sir Fob Sranly, in the Iſle of Man. 
Elean. Welcome is Baniſhment, welcome were ny 
Death, 
Glo. Eleanor, the Law thou ſceſt hath judged thee; 
cannot juſtifie, whom the Law condemns. 
Mine Eyes are full of Tears, my Heart of Grief. 
Ah Humphry, this diſhonour in thine Age, 
Will bring thy Head with ſorrow to the Ground, 
I beſcech your Majeſty give me leave to go; 
Sorrow would ſolace, and my Age would caſe, 
K. Henry. Stay Humphry, Duke of Gl ter; | 
E'cr thou go, give up thy Staff, 
Henry will to himſelf Protector be, 
And God ſhall be my Hope, my Stay, my Guide, 
And Lanthorn to my Feet. 
And go in peace, Humphry, no leſs belov'd, 
Than when thou wert Protector to thy King. 
O. Mar, I ſee no reaſon, why a King of years 
Should be to be protected like a Child: 
God and King Henry govern England's Realm: 
Vive up your Staff, Sir, and the King his Realm. 
Glo, My Staff? Here, noble Henry, is my Staff : 
As willingly do 1 the fame reſign, 
As e'er thy Father Heury mace it mine; 
And even as willingly at thy feet I leave it, 
As others would ambitiouſly receive it. 
Firewel good King; when I am dead and gone, 
My honourable Peace attend thy Throne, [Exit Glo'ſter, 
Q. Mar. Why now is Henry King, and Margaret Queen. 
And Humphry, Duke of Gloſter, ſcarce himſelf, 
That bears fo ſhrewd a maim; two Pulls at once; 
His Lady baniſh'd, and a Limb lopt off, 
This Staff of Honour raught, there let it ſtand, 
Vhere beſt it firs to be, in Henry's Hard, 
Saf. Thus droops this lofry Pine, and hangs his ſprayes, 
Thus Eleanor's Pride dies in her yourger days. 
Jorg. Lords, let him go. Plcaſe it your M j ſty, 
This is the day appointed for th- C mite, 
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Ard ready are the Appellant and Defendatt, 
T he Armourer and his Man, to enter the Liſts, 
So pleaſe your Highneſs to behold the Fight. 
Q. Mar. Ay, good my Lord; for purpoſely therefore 
Left I the Court, to ſee this Quarrel try'd, 
K. Henry. A God's Name ſce the Liſts and all things fit, 
Here let them end it, and God defend the right. 
Tork. I never ſaw a Fellow worſe beſtead, 
Or more afraid to fight, than is the Appellant, 
The Servanc of the Armourer, my Lords. 


Enter at one Door the Armorer and his Neighbours, drinkin; 
to him ſo much, that he is drunk; and he enters with a 
Drum before him, and his Staff with a Sand-bag faſtned 
to it; and at the other Door his Man, with a Drum and 
a Sand- bag, and Prentices drinking to him. 


1 Neigh. Here, Neighbour Horner, I drink to you in 
a Cup of Sack; and fear not, Neighbour, you ſhall do well 
enough. ON, 

2 Neigh. And here, Neighbour, here's a Cup of Char- 
neco. 

3 Neigh. And here's a Pot of good double Beer, Neigh- 
bour; drink, and fear not your Man, : 

Arm. Let it come i'faith, and I'll pledge you all, and a 
Fig for Peter, 

1 Prey, Here Peter, I drink to thee, and be not afraid, 

2 Pren. Be merry, Peter, and fear not thy Maſter; fight 
for the credit of the Prentices. 

Peter. I thank you all; drirk, and pray for me, I pray 
you, for I think I have taken my laſt Draught in this 
World. Here Robin, if I dic, I give thee my Apron; and 
Will, thou ſhalt have my Hammer; ard here, Tom, take 
all the Mony that I have. O Lord bleſs me, I pray God, 
for I am never able to deal with my Maſter, he hath learn'd 
ſo much to fence alccady. 

Sal. Come, leave your drinking, and fall to blows, 
Sirrah, what's thy Name? 

Peter. Peter, forſooth. 

Sal. Peter? what more? 

Peter. Thump. 


Sal. Thump? Then ſee thou thump thy Maſter mw 
| | . 1m. 


m. 


King Henry VI. 148 


Arm. Maſters, I am come hither as it were upon my 
Man's Inſtigation, to prove him)a Krave, and my ſelf an 
honeſt Man: And touching the Duke of York, I will take 
my Death, I never meant him any ill, nor the King nor the 
Queen, and therefore Peter have at thee with a downright 
Blow. 

York. Diſpatch, this Koave's Tongue begins to double. 
Sound Trumpets, Alarum to the Combatants. 

| | They fight, and Peter ſtrikes him down, 

Arm, Hold Peter, hold; 1 confeſs, I confels Treaſon, 

York. Take away his Weapon: Fellow, thank God, and 
the good Wine in thy Maſter's way, 

Peter. O God, have I overcome mine Enemy in this pre- 
ſence ? O Peter, thou haſt prevail'd in right. 

K. Henry. Go, take hence that Traitor from our ſight, 
For by his death we do perceive his guilt, 

Ang God in Juſtice hath reveal'd to us 

The Truth and Innocence of this poor Fellow, 

Which he had thought to have murder'd wrongfully, 

Come Fellow, follow us for thy Reward. [ Exemnt. 
Enter Duke Humphry and his Men, in Mourning Cloaks, 
Glo, Thus ſometimes hath the brightelt day a Cloud; 

And after Summer, evermore ſucceeds 

Barren Winter, with his wrathful nipping Cold; 

So Cares and Joys abound, as Seaſons fleet. 

Sirs, what's a Clock? 

Serv. Ten, my Lord. 

Glo, Ten is the hour that was appointed me, 

To watch the coming of my punith'd Dutcheſs: 

Unncath ſhe may endure the flinty Streets, 

To tread them with her tender-fceling Feet. 

dw ect Well, ill can thy Noble Mind a-brook 

The abject People gazing on thy Face, 

With envious Looks ſtill laughing at thy Shame, 

That erſt did follow thy proud Chariot Wheels, 

When thou didſt ride in Triumph thro' the Streets. 

But ſof:, I think ſhe comes, and I'll prepare 

My Tear-ſtain'd Eyes, to ſee her Miſeries. 

Enter the Dutcheſs in a white Sheet, and a Taper burning 

in her Hand, with a Sheriff and Officers. 
Serv. So pleaſe you; Grace, we'll take her from the _ 
Olo, 
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Glo. No, ſtir not for your lives, let her paſs by. 
Elean. Come you, my Lord, to ſee my open Shame? 
Now thou doſt Penance too. Look how they gaze, 
See how the giddy multitude do point, 
And nod their Heads, and throw their Eyes on thee, 
Ah Gloſter, hide thee from their hateful Looks, 
And in thy Cloſet pent up, rue my Shame, 
And ban our Enemies, both mine and thine. 
Glo. Be patient, gentle Nell, forget this Grief. 
Elean. Ah Gloſter, teach me to forget my elf : 
For whilſt I think I am thy married Wife, 
And thou a Prince, Protector of this Land, 
Mcthinks 1 ſhould not thus be led along, 


Mail'd up in Shame, with Papers on my Back, 7 
And follow'd with a Rabble, that rejoice Hale 
To ſee my Tears, and hear my deep+f.t Groans, G, 
The ruthleſs Flint doth cut my tender Fcer, , This 
And when I ſtart the enviot's People laugh, My 
And bid me be adviſed how I tread. 1 
Ah Humphry, can I bear this (ſhameful Yoak? Sh 
Troweſt thou, that e'er I'll look upon the World, And 
Or count them happy that enjoy the Sun? Tot 
No: Dark ſhall be my Light, and Night my Day, G 
To think upon my Pomp, ſhall be my Hell. F. 
Sometime I'll ſay I am Duke Humphry's Wife, G 
Ard he a Prince, and Ruler of the Land: You 
Yet ſo he Rul'd, and ſuch a Prince he was, And 
As he ſtood by, whilſt I, his forlorn Dutcheſe, And 
Was made a Wonder, and a pointing Stock El 
To every idle Raſcal Fo lower. G, 


Bit be thou mild, and bluſh not at my Shame, 
Nor ſtir at nothing, till the Ax of Death 

Hang over thee, as ſure it ſhortly will. 

For S:ffolk, he that can do all in all 

With her, that hateth tnce, and hates us all, 

And Vr, and impious Beauford, that falſe Prieſt, 
Have all lim'd Buſhes to berray thy Wings, 

And fly thou how thou can'ſt, they'll tangle thee: 
But fear thou not until thy Foot be ſnar'd, 

Nor ever ſcek prevention of thy Foes, 
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Glo. Ah, Nell, forbear; thou aimeſt all awry. 
| muſt offead before I be attainted : 
And had I twenty times ſo many Foes, 
And each of them had twenty times their Power, 
All theſe could not piocure me any ſcathe, 
So long as | am Loyal, True, and Crimelels. 
Wouldſt have me reſcue thee from this Reproachꝰ 
Why yet thy Scandal were not wip d away, 
Bur I in danger for the breach of Law. 
T y grcateſlt help is quiet, gentle Nell: 
I pray thee fort thy Heart to patience, 
Theſ. few Days wonder will be quickly worn. 
Enter a Herald. 
Her. I ſummon your Grace to his Mjeſty's Parliament 
Holden at Bury, the fitſt of this next Month. 
Glo. And my conſcnt ne'er ask'd herein before? 
This is cloſe dealing. Well, J will be there; 
My Nell, I take my I:ave: And Maſter Sheriff, 
Let not her Penance exceed the King's Commiſſion, 
Sher, Ae pleaſe your Grace, here my Commiſhon ſtays: 
Ad Sir John Stanly is appointed now, 
To take her with him to th Iſle of Man. 
Glo. Muſt you, Sir John, protc&t my Lady here? 
S-anly. So am I given in charge, may't pleaſe your Grace, 
Go, Ertreat her not the worle, in that, I pray 
You ule her well; the World may laugh again, 
And I may live to do you kindneſs, if you do it her. 
And fo, Sir John, farcwel. 
Elean, What gone, my Lord, and bid me not farewel. 
Clo, Witneſs my Tears, I cannot ſtay to ſpeak. 
Exit Glouceſter, 
Elean. Art thou gone too? all Comfort go with thee, 
For rone abides with me; my Joy is Death; 
Death, at whoſe Name I oft have been afcar'd, 
Becauſe 1 wiſh'd this World's Eternity. 
Sang, I prethze go, ard take me hence, 
| care not whither, for I beg no Favour ; 
Oily convey me where thou art commanded, 
Stan, Why Madam, that is to the ſir of Man, 
The to be usd according to your State. 


Elean. 
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Elean. That's bad enough, for I am but Reproach: 


And hall I then be us'd reproachfully ? Tha 
Stan. No; like a Dutcheſs, and Duke Humphry's Lady, Or 
According to that State you ſhall be us'd. By 
Elean, Sheriff farewel, and better, than J, fare, And 
Although thou haſt been Conduct of my Shame. "Ty 
Sher. It is my Office, and, Madam, pardon me. Mar 
Elean, Ay, ay, farewel, thy Office is diſcharg'd. guff 
Come Stanly, mall we go? And 
Stan, Madam, your Penance done, The 
Throw off this Sheet, Mac 
And go we to attire you for our Journey. If it 
Elean. My Shame will not be ſhiſted with my Sheet: Whi 
No, it will hang upon my richeſt Robes, I wi 
And ſhew it ſelf, attire me how I can. My 
Go, lead the way, I long to ſee my Priſon. | Excunt, Rep 
Enter King Henry, Queen, Cardinal, Suffolk, York, Buck- Or « 
ingham, Salisbury and Warwick, 10 the Parliament. S, 

K. Henry. I muſe my Lord of Gloſter is not come: And 
Tis not his wont to be the hindmoſt Man, I th 
Whate'er occaſion keeps him from us now. The 
Q. Mar. Can you not ſee? or will ye not obſerve Up 
The ſtrangeneſs of his alter'd Countenance ? Or 
With what a Mijeſty he bears himſelf, Yet 
How Inſolent of late he is become, | As 1 
How proud, how peremptory and unlike himſelf ! And 
We know the time ſince he was Mild and Affable, Did 
And if we did but glance a far-off Look, By 
Immediately he was upon his Knee, Smo 
That all the Court admir'd him for Submiſſion. Anc 
But meet him now, and be it in the Morn, The 
When every one will give the time of Day, No, 
He knits his Brow, and ſhews an angry Eye, Unt 
And paſſeth by with ſtiff unbowed Knee, C 
Diſdaining Duty that to us belongs, Dey 
Small Curs are not regarded when they grin,' 7 
But great Men tremble when the Lion roars, Lev 
And Humphry is no little Man in England. For 
Firſt note, that he is near you in Deſcent, By 


And ſhould you fall, he is the next will mount. 
Me ſeemeth then, it is no Policy, 
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Reſpecting what a Rancorous Mind he bears, 
And his advantage following your deceaſe, 
That he ſhould come about your Royal Perſon, 
Or be admitted to your Highneſs Council. 
By Flattery hath he won the Commons Hearts : 
And when he pleaſe to make Commotion, 
'Tis to be fear'd they all will follow him. 
Now tis the Spring, and Weeds are ſhallow rooted, 
Suffer them now, and they'll o'er-grow the Garden, 
And choak the Herbs for want of Husbandry. 
The reverent Care I bear unto my Lord, 
Made me collect theſe dangers in the Duke. 
If it be fond, call it a Woman's fear: 
Which fear, if better Reaſons can ſupplant, 
I will ſubſcribe, and ſay I wrong'd the Duke. 
My Lord of Suffolk, Buckingham, and Tork, 
Reprove my Allegation, if you can, 
Or elſe conclude my Words effectual. 
Suf. Well hath your Highneſs ſeen into this Duke. 
And had I firſt been but to ſpeak my Mind, 
I think I ſhould have told your Grace's Tale. 
The Dutcheſs, by his Subornation, 
Upon my Life began her deviliſh Practices: 
Or if he were not privy to theſe Faults, 
Yet by repeating of his high Deſcent, 
As next the King, he was ſucceſſive Heir, 
And ſuch high Vaunts of his Nobility, 
Did inſtigate the Bedlam brain-fick Dutcheſs, 
By wicked means to frame our Sovereign's Fall. 
Smooth runs the Water where the Brook is deep, 
And in his ſimple ſhew he harbours Treaſon. 
The Fox barks not when he would ſteal the Lamb. 
No, no, my Sovereign, Gloſter is a Man 
Unfounded yet, and full of deep Deceit. 
Car, Did he not, contary to form of Law, 
Deviſe ſtrange Deaths, for ſmall Offences dore? 
Fork, And did he not, in his Protectorſh ip, 
Levy great ſums of Mony through the Realm, 
For Soldiers pay in France, and never ſent it? 
By means of which the Towns each day revolted. 
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Buck. Tut, theſe are petty faults to faults unknown, 
Which time will bring to light in ſdoth Duke Humpbry. I, 
K. Henry. My Lords at once; the care you have of us, Tha 
To mow down Thorns that would annoy our Foot, And 
Is worthy Praiſe ; but ſhall l ſp-ak my Conſcience, By 1 
Our Kinſman Glo ſter is as innocent G 
From meaning Treaſon to our Royal Perſon, Wh 
As is the ſucking Lamb, or harmleſs Dove: I ne 
The Duke is viituous, mild, and too well given, Nor 
To dream on Evil, or to work my Downfal. So h 
Q. Mar, Ah! what's more dangerous, than this fond affi. Ay, 
Seems he a Dove? His Feathers are but borrow'd, | ance? Tha 
For he is diſpoſed as the hitcful Raven. Or: 
Is he a Lamb? His Skin was ſurely lent him, Be b 
For he's inclin'd as is the ravenous Wolf. No; 
Who cannot ſteal a ſhape that means deceit? Beca 
Take heed, my Lord, the welfare of us all, Have 
Hangs on the cutting ſhort that fraudful Man. And 
Enter Somerſet. Ca 
Som. All Health unto my gracious Sovereign. G. 
K. Henn. Welcome, Lord Somerſet; what News from France ? Tor 
Som, That all our Intereſt in thoſe Territories, Stran 
Is utterly bereft you; all is loſt. de. That 
X. Henry, Cold News Lord Somerſet; but God's Will be Gl 
Tork. Cold News for me; for I had hope of Fraxce, Pity 


As firmly as I hop'd for fertile England. 
Thus are my Bloſſoms blaſted in the Bud, 
And Caterpillars eat my Leaves away, 
But I will remedy this gear cer long, 
Or ſell my Title for a glorious Grave. | Aſide, 
Enter Glouceſter, 

Glo. All happineſs unto my Lord the King: 
Pardon, my Liege, that I have ſtaid ſo long. 

Suf. Nay, Glo ſter, know that thou art come too {007 
Unleſs thou wert more Loyal than thou art; 
I do arreſt thee of High Treaſon here. 

Glo. Well Suffolk, yer thou ſhalt not ſee me bluſh, 
Nor change my Countenance for this Arreſt : 
A Heart unſpotted is not eaſily daurted. 
The pureſt Spring is not fo free f om Mud, 
As I am clear from Treaſon to my Sovereign. 
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Who can accuſe me? wherein am I guilty ? 
Tork. *Ti> thought, my Lord, 

That you took Bi1bcs of France, 

And being Protector, (t1d the Soldicrs Pay, 

By means whereof his Hiyhneſs hath loſt Fance. 
Glo, Is it but thought ſo? | 4 

W hat are they chat think it? 1 

I never robb'd the Soldiers of their Pay, I 

Nor never had one penny Bribe from France. ay 

So help me God, as 1 have watch'd the Night, 1 

Ay, Night by Night, in ſtudying good for England. ui 

That Doit that &'cr | wreſted from che King, 4 

Or any Groat I hoarded to my uſe, 

Be brought againſt me at my Trial day. 
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No; many a Pound of my own proper ſtore, i 
Becauſe I would not tax the needy Commons, Ws 
Have I disburſed to the Garriſons, ' 


And never ask'd for Reſtitution. 

Car. It ſerves you well, my Lord, to ſay ſo much. 

Glo. I ſay no more than Truth, ſo help me God. 

York, In your Protectorſhip you did deviſe + 
Strange Tortures for Offenders, never heard of, 

That England was defam'd by Tyranny. 

Glo, Why 'tis well known, that whiles I was Protector, 
Pity was all the fault that was in me: 
For I ſhould melt at an Offender's Tears, 194 
And lowly Words were ranſom for their fault: | 
Unleſs it were a bloody Murtherer, 


Or foul felonious Thief, that fleec'd poor Paſſengers, 1 
| never gave them condign Puniſhment. | 
Murther indeed, that bloody Sin, I tortur'd f 
Above the Felon, or what Treſpaſs elſe. | 


Saf. My Lord, theſe faults are eaſie, quickly anſwer'd: 
But miphtier Crimes are 1.14 unto your Charge, 
Whereof you cannot cafily purge your ſelf. 
I do arreſt you in his Highneſs Name, 
And here commit you to my Lord Cardinal 
To keep, until your further time of Trial. 
K. Henry My Lord of Glo ſter, tis my ſpecial hope, 
That you will clear your felt f om all ſuſpicion, 
My Conſcience tells me you are Innocent. 


Glo. 


1488 The Second Part of 
Glo. Ah gracious Lord, theſe days are dangerous: 


Virtue is choak'd with foul Ambition, C 

And Charity chac'd hence by Rancor's Hand ; Beſſ 

Foul Subornation is predominant, Ane 

And Equity exil'd your Highneſs Land. b 

I know, their Complot is to have my Life: Lor 

And if my Death might make this Iſland happy, 0 

And prove the period of their Tyranny, G 

I would expend it with all willingneſs, Befc 

But mine is made the Prologue to their Play: Thu 

For thouſands more, that yet ſuſpect no peril, And 

Will not conclude their plotted Tragedy. Ah 1 
Beauford's red ſparkling Eyes blab his Heart's malice, For 

And Suffolk's cloudy Brow his ſtormy hate; K. 

Sharp Buckingham unburthens with his Tongue Do « 
The envious load that lyes upon his Heart: . 

And dogged York, that reaches at the Moon, K. 

Whoſe over-weening Arm I have pluck'd back, Who 

| By falſe accuſe doth level at my Life. My! 
| And you, my Sovereign Lady, with the reſt, For \ 
| Cauſeleſs have laid Diſgraces on my Head, AhL 
| And with your beſt endeavours have ſtirr'd up The] 
My liefeſt Liege to be mine Enemy: And 
| Ay, all of you have laid your Heads together, That 
[ My ſelf had notice of your Conventicles, Wha 
| And all to make away my guiltleſs Life. That 
I ſhall not want falſe Witneſs to condemn me, Do ſe 

| Nor ſtore of Treaſon to augment my Guilt : That 
| The ancient Proverb will be well effected, And a 
| A Staff is quickly found to beat 4 Dog. And b 
l Car. My Liege, his railing is intolerable. Bearir 
If thoſe that care to keep your Royal Perſon ven 
From Treaſon's ſecret Knife, and Traitor's Rage, And a 
Be thus upbraided, chid and rated at, Lookit 
And the Offender granted ſcope of Speech, — C; 
*T'will make them cool in Zeal unto your Grace. ven | 
| - With | 

| , Suf, Hath he not twit our Sovereign Lady here J 
| With ignominious Words, though Clarkly coucht? I 
As if ſhe had ſuborned ſome to ſwear 11 . 
Falſe Allegations to o'eithrow his State. 8 's Fo 
Q. Aar. But I can give the Loſer leave to chide. Je 9. 
WINE Ve N | 


Gl. 
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Gl.. Far truer ſpoke than meant; I loſe indeed, 


Beſhrew the winners, for they play d me falſe; 
And well ſuch Loſers may have lcave to ſpeak. 
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Buck, He'll wreſt the ſenſe, and hold us here all day, 


Lord Cardinal, he is your Priſoner. 


Car. Sirs, take away the Duke, and guard him ſure. | 
Glo. Ah, thus King Henry throws away his Crutch, 


Before his Legs be firm to bear his Body; 
Thus is the Shepherd beaten from thy fide, 


And Wolves are gnarling, who ſhall gnaw thee firſt, 


Ah that my fear were falſe, ah that it were; 
For good King Henry, thy Decay I fear, 


[ Exit, 


K. Henry. My Lords, what to your Wiſdom ſeemeth ber}, 


Do or undo, as if our ſelf were here, 


Q. Mar. What, will your Highneſs leave the Parliament? 
K. Henry, Ay Margaret: My Heart isdrown'd with Grief, 


Whoſe Flood begins to flow within my Eyes; 


| My Body round engirt with Miſery ; 


For what's more miſerable than Diſcontent ? 

Ah Uncle, Humphry, in thy Face I ſee 

The Map of Honour, Truth, and Loyalty : 

And yet, good Humphry, is the hour to come, 

That &er I prov'd thee falſe, or fear'd thy Faith. 

What lowring Star now envies thy eſtate? 

That theſe great Lords, and Margaret our Queen, 

Do ſeek ſubverſion of thy harmleſs Life, 

That never didſt them wrong, nor no Man wrong: 
And as the Butcher takes away the Calf, 

And binds the Wretch, and beats it when it ſtrays, 

Bearing it to the bloody Slaughter-houſe; 

Even ſo remorſleſs have they born him hence: 

And as the Dam runs lowing up and down, 

Looking the way her harmleſs young one went, 

And can do nought but wail her Darling's loſs; 

Even ſo my ſelf bewails good Glo'ſter's caſe, 

With ſad unhelpful Tears; and with dim'd Eyes; 
ook after him, and cannot do him good: 

So mighty are his vowed Enemies. 

His Fortunes I will weep, and *twixt each Groan; 


Sy, who's a Traitor? Glo/fer he is none. 


Vor, III. £1 


| Exit, 


| L. Mar. 
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Q. Mar. Free Lords: 

Cold Snow melts with the Sun's hot B 

Henry, my Lord, is cold in great Affairs, 

Too full of fooliſh pity; and Gloſter's ſhew 

Beguiles him, as the mournful Crocodile 

With ſorrow ſaares relentirg Paflengers: 

Or as the Snake, roll'd in a flowry Bank, 

With ſhining checker'd Slough, doth ſting a Child, 

| That for the Beauty thinks it excellent, 

| Believe me, Lords, were none more wiſe than I, 

And yet herein I judge my own Wit good, 

This Glofter ſhould be quickly rid the World, 

To rid us from the fear we have of him, 

Car. That he ſhould die, is worthy policy, 

But yer we want a colour for his Death: 

Ji meet he be cond: mn'd by courſe of Law, 
Suf. But in my Md, that were no policy; 

Ta. King will lab u ſt Il to fave his Life, 

The Commo!''s haply ric ro fave his Lite; 

Ad yet we have but trivial Argument, 

M re than Miſtruft, that ſh-ws him worthy Death. 
orb. S tat by this, you would not have him die, 
Suf An Tork, no Man alive, fo fain as I, 

Tor k. Tis York that hath more reaſon for his Death. 

B my Lo d Cardinal, and you my Lord of S»ff«lk, 

Say as you thi k, and ſpeak it fm your Souls: 

Wer't not all one, an empty Eagle were ſet 

To guard the Chicken from a hungry Kite, 

As place Duke Humphry for the King's Protector? 
Q Mar. So th: poor Chicken ſhould be ſure of Death. 
Suf. Madam, tis true; and wer't not madneſs then, 

To make the Fox Surveyor of the Fold? 

| Wao being accus'd a crafty Murtherer, 

| His Guilt ſhould be but idly poſted over, 

li Becaule his purpoſe is not executed, 

| No; let him die, in that he is a Fox, 

| By Nature prov'd an Enemy to the Flock, 

| Before his Chaps be ſtain'd with Crimſon Blood, 
As Humphry prov'd by Reaſons to my Liege. 
And do not ſtand on Quillets how to ſlay him: 


„ Be it by Ginns, by Snares, by Subtilty, wr 
6 leepir; 
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Sleeping, or waking, *tis no matter how, 
So he be dead; for that is good deceit 
Which mates him firſt, that firit intends deceit. 


Q. Mar. Thrice noble Suffolk, tis reſolutely ſpoke. 


Suf. Not reſolute, except ſo much were done; 
For things are often ſpoke, and ſeldom meant; 
But that my Heart accordeth with my Tongue, 
Seeing the deed is meritorious, 

And to preſerve my Sovereign from his Foe, 
Say but the word, and I will be his Prieſt. 


Car. But I would have him dead, my Lord of Suffolk, 


E'er you can take due Orders for a Prieſt : 
Say you conſent, and cenſure well the Deed, 
And III provide his Executioner, 

| tender ſo the ſafety of my Liege. 

Suf. Here is my Hand, the Deed is worthy doing. 

Q. Mar. And fo lay I. 

York, And I; and now we three have ſpoke it, 
It skills not greatly who impugns our doon. 

Enter a Poſt. 

Poſt, Great Lords, from Ireland am I come amain 

To ſignifie that Rebels there are up, 

And put the Exgli ſomen unto the Sword; 

dend Succours, Lords, and ſtop the Rage betime, 
Before the Wound do grow incurable ; 

For being green, there 1s great hope of help. 

Car. A Breach that craves a quick expedient ſtop, 
What Counſel give you in this weighty Cauſe} 
ert. That Somerſet be ſent a Regent thither: 

Tis meer the lucky Ruler be imploy'd, 
WitneG the Fortune he hath had in France. 

Som. If Pork, with all his far-fer Policy, 
Hid been the Regent there, inſtead of me, 
He never would have ſtaid in France ſo long. 

Vork, No, not to loſe it all, as thou haſt done. 
| her wo Id have loſt my Life betimes, 
Than bring a burthen of Diſhonur home, 

By ſtaying there ſo long, *cill all were loſt, 
Shew me ohe-Scar character'd on thy Skin: 
Mers Fleſh preſery'd ſo whole, do ſeldom win, 


L1z Q. Mar, 


Whiles I take Order for mine own Affairs. 


— 
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©. Mar, Nay then, this ſpark will prove a raging Fire, 
If Wind and Fuel be brought to feed it with: | 
No more, good Tork; ſweet Somerſet be jill, 
Thy fortune, Tork, hadſt thou been Regent there, 
Might haply have prov'd far worſe than his. 
York. What, worſe than naught? nay, then a ſhametake all, 
Som. And in the number, thee that wiſheſt Shame, 
Car. My Lord of York, try what your Fortune is. 
Th' uncivil Kerns of Ireland are in Arms, 
And temper Clay with Blood of Engliſhmen, 
To Ireland will you lead a Band of Men, 
Collected choicely, from each Country ſome, 
And try your hap againſt the /riſhmen ? 
Tork. I will, my Lord, fo pleaſe his Majeſty. 
Suf. Why, our Authority is his Conſent, 
And what we do eſtabliſh he corfirms ; 
Then, Noble Tork, take thou this task in hand. 


Tor. I am content: Provide me Soldiers, Lords, 


Suf. A charge, Lord York, that I will ſee p:rform'd. 
But now return we to the falſe Duke Humphry. 
Car. No more of him; for I will deal with him, 
That henceforth he ſhall trouble us no more: 
And ſo break off, the Day is almoſt ſpent, 
Lord Suffolk, you and I mult talk of that Event. 
Tork. My Lord of S»ffolk, within fourteen Days 
Ar Briſtol I expc& my Soldiers, 
For there [I'll Ship them all for Jrelaud. 
Suf. I'll fee it truly done, my Lord of Tork | Exe 
Manct York. 
Tork, Now Pork, or never, ſteel thy ſearful Thoughts, 
And change Miſdoubt to Reſolution: 
Be that thou hop'ſt to be, or what thou art 
Reſign to Death, it is not worth th' enjoying: 
Let pale-fac'd Fear keep with the mean- born Mar, 
And find no harbour in a Royal Heart. 
Faſter than Spring- time ſhowers, comes thought on though', 
And not a thongbt, but thinks on Dignity. 
My Brain, more buſie than the labouring Spider, 
Weaves tedious Spares to trap mine Enemies. 
Well Nobles, well; 'tis politickly done, Ty 
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To ſend me packing with an Hoſt of Men: 


I fear me, you but warm the ſtarved Snake, 
Who cheriſh'd in your Breaſts, will ſting your Hearts. 
'Twas Men I lack'd, and you will give them me ; : 
I take it kindly; yet be well aſſur'd, | 
ll, You put ſharp Weapons in a mad Man's Hands. | 
Whilſt I in Ireland nouriſh a mighty Band, " 
I will ſtir up in Exgland ſome black Storm, rh 
Shall blow ten thouſand Souls to Heaven or Hell: F 
And this fell Tempeſt ſhall not ceaſe to rage, 
Until the golden Circuit on my Head 
Like to the glorious Sun's tranſparent Beams, 
Do calm the fury of this mad-brain'd Flaw, 


And for a Miniſter of my intent, 's 
| have ſeduc'd a headſtrong Kentiſh Man, 1 
John Cade of Aſhford, 1 
To make Commotion, as full well he can, 
Under the Title of Fohn Mortimer. i 


In Ireland have I ſeen this ſtubborn Cade 

Oppoſe himſelf againſt a Troop of Kerns, | 

And fought fo long, *till that bis Thighs with Darts | 

Were almoſt like a ſharp-quill'd Porcupire: 

And in the end being reſcued, I have ſeen | 

Him caper upright, like a wild Moriſco, . 

Shaking the bloody Darts, as he his Bells. 

Full often, like a ſhag-hair'd crafty Kern, 

Hath he converſcd with the Enemy, 

And undiſcovered come to me again, 

And given me notice of their Villanies. 

This Devil, here, ſhall be my Subſtirute 

For that Fohn Mortimer, which is now dead, | 

In Face, in Gate, in Speech he doth reſemble. | | 
| 


. 8 
4 
U 


ent. 


ts, 


By this I ſhall perceive the Commons Mind, 
tow they affect the Houſe and Claim of Vorl. 
Yay he be taken, rack d and tortured; } 
| know no pain they can inflict upon him, 1 
"ugh WY Will make him fay, I mov'd him to thoſe Arms. 
dy that he thrive, as tis great like he will, 0 
Why then from Ireland come I with my ſtrength, 15 
Aud reip the Harveſt which that Raſcal ſow'd: | } 


— — — — — 
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For Humphry being dead, as he ſhall be, [0] 
And Henry put a- part; the next for me, [ Exit, Ss 
Enter two or three running over the Stage, from the Mur- K. 
ther of Duke Humphry. O. 
1. Run to my Lord of S»folk; let him know Ss 
We have diſpatch'd the Duke, as he commanded, K. 
2. Oh that it were to do: What have we done ? Cm 
Didſt ever hear a Man \ penitent? Who 

Enter Suffolk. Ad 

1, Here comes my Lord. By c 
Suf. Now, Sirs, have you diſpatcht this thing? Can « 
1. Ay, my good Lord, he's dead. Hide 
Suf. Why, that's well ſaid. Go, get you to my Houſe, MW Lay r 
I will reward you for this venturous Deed: Their 
The Kiog and all the Peers are here at hand, Thou 
Have you laid fair the Bed? are all things well, Upon 
According as I gave Directions? Sits ir 
1. Yes, my good Lord, Look 
Suf. Away, be gone. [ Exeunt, WM Yer d 
Euter King Henry, the Queen, Cardinal, S1ffolk, So- And k 
; merſet, with Attendants. For in 
R. Henry. Go call our Uacle to our preſence ſtraight: Ia life 
Say we intend to try his Grace to day, 0. 
If he be guilty, as tis publiſhed. Altho 
Suf. Tl call him preſently, my Noble Lord. xi. Vet h. 
K. Henry. Lords take your Places; and I pray you all As for 
Proceed no ſtraiter gainſt our Uncle Gloſter, Might 
Than from true Evidence of good eſteem, Or ble 
He be anvrov'd in practice culpable. vou 
Q. Mar. God forbid any Malice ſhould prevail, Look | 
T hat faultleſs may condemn a Nobleman : And al 
Pray God he may acquit him of Suſpic ian. What 
K. Henry. I thank thee Well, theſe Words content me much. For it 
ns Enter Suffolk. le may 


How now? why lock'ſt thou pale? why trembleſt thou: 
Where is our Uncle? what's the matter, Swffolk ? 
Suf. Dead in his Bed, my Lord, Glo fter is dead. 
Q. Mar. Marry God forftend. 
Car. God's ſecret Judgment: I did dream to Night, 
The D. 25 dumb, and could not ſpeak a word. | K. ſu oon. 
Q. Mar. A: fares my Lord? Help Lords, the King is desc 
Som. Rear up his Body, wring him by the Noſe. 


xt, 


uſe, 


uch. 
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O. Mar. Run, go, heip, b-lp: Oh Henry, ope thine Eyes, 
Suf. He doth revive again, Madam be patient. 
K. Henry, O Heavenly God! 
Q. Aar. How fares my gracious Lord? 
Huf. Comfort my Sovercign, gracious Henry comfort. 
K. Henry. What, doth my Lord of S»ffoltk comfort me? 
C:me h right now to fig a Raven's Note, 
Whoſe dilmal tuie bereft my vital Powers: 
Ad thinks he, thit the chirping of a Wren, 
By crying C mf t from a hollow Breaſt, 
Can chaſe away the firſt conceived ſound ? 
Hide not thy poyC-n with ſuch ſugar'd Words, 
Lay not thy Hards on me; forbear, I ſay, 
Their touch affrights me as a Serpent's ſting. 
Thou baleful Meſſenger, out of my fight; . 
Upon thy Eye-balls murderous Tyranny 
Sits in grim Majeſty, to fright the World. 
Look not upon me, for thine Eves are wounding; 
Yer do not go away; come, Balilisk, 
And kill the innocent Gazer with thy fight: 
For in the ſhade of Death, I (hall find Joy; 
lo life, but double death, now Glo'fter's dead. 
Q. Mar, Whv do you rate my Lord of Suffolk thus 
Although the Duke was Enemy to him, 
Yet he moſt Chriſtian- like laments his Death; 
As for my ſelf, Foe as he was to me, 
Might liquid Tears, or heart-offending Groans, 
Or blood-conſuming ſighs recal bis Life; 
| would be blind with weeping, ſick with Groans, 
Look pale as Primroſe, with bloodedrinking ſighs, 
And all to have the Noble Duke alive. 
What know 1 how the World may deem of me? 
For it is known we were but hollow Friends: 
It may be judg'd I made the Duke away, 
do ſhall my Name with Slander's Tongue be wounded, 
And Princes Courts be fi ied with Reproach : 
This get I by his death: Aye me unhappy, 
o be a Queen, and crown'd with I famy. 
K. Henry. Ah woe is me for Gloſter, wretched Man. 
Q. Mar. Be woe for me, more wretched than he is. 
What, doſt thou turn away and hide thy Face? 
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I am no loathſome Leper, look on me. 

W hat, art thou like an Adder waxen deaf? 

Be poylonous too, and kill thy forlorn Queen. 

Is all thy Comfort ſhut in Glo'ſter's Tomb? 
Why then Dame Margaret was ne'er thy Joy. 
Erect his Statue, and do worſhip to it, 

And make my Image but an Ale-houſe ſign. 

Was I for this nigh wreckt upon the Sea, 

And twice by aukward Wind from England's Bank 
D:ove back again unto my Native Clime? 

What boaded this? but well fore-warning Wind 
Did ſeem to ſay, Seck not a Scorpion's Neſt, 

Nor ſet a footing on this unkind Shoar, 

What did I then? but curſt the gentle guſts, 

And he that loos'd them from their Brazen Caves, 
And bid them blow towards England's bleſſed ſhoar, 
Or turn our Stern upon a dreadful Rock: 

Yet Aolus would not be a Murtherer, 

Bur lefc that hateful Othce unto thee. 

The pretty vaulting Sea refus d to drown me, 
Knowing that thou wouldſt have me drown'd on ſhoar 
With Tears as ſalt as Sea, through thy unkindneſs. 
The ſplitting Rocks cower'd in the ſinking Sands, 
And would not daſh me with their ragged fides, 
Becauſe thy flinty Heart, more hard than they, 
Might in thy Palace periſh Margaret : 

As far as I could ken thy Chalky Cliffs, 

When from chy ſhoar the Tempeſt bear us back, 

I ſtood upon the Hatches in the Storm, 

And when the dusky Sky began to rob 

My earneſt gaping ſight of the Land's view, 

I to k a coſtly Jewel from my Neck, 

A Heart it was, bound in with Diamonds, 

Ad threw it towards thy Land; the Sea receiv'd it, 
And fo I wilh'd thy Body might my Heart: 
And even with this I loſt fair England's view, 
And bid mine Eyes be packing with my Heart, 
And call'd them blind and dusky Spectacles, 

For loſing ken of Albion s wiſhed Coaſt, 
How often have I tempted S»folk's Tongue 
(The Agent of thy foul Inconſtancy) 


To 
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To fit and watch me, as Aſcanius did, 
When he to madding Dido would unfold 
His Father's Acts, commenc'd in burning Trey. 
Am I not witcht like her? or thou not falſe like him? 
Ah me, I can no more: Dye Margaret, 
For Henry weeps, that thou didſt live ſo long. 
Noiſe within. Enter Warwick, and many Commons. 
War. It is reported, mighty Sovereign, 
That good Duke Humphry traiterouſly is murthei'd 
By S»ffolk, and the Cardinal Beauford's means: 
The Commons, like an angry hive of Bees 
That want their Leader, ſcatter up and down, 
And care not who they ſting in his revenge. 
My ſelf have calm'd their ſpleenful Mutiny, 
Until they hear the order of his Death. 
K. Henry. That he is dead, good Warwick, tis too true, 
But how he died, God knows, not Henry : 
Enter his Chamber, view his breathleſs Corps, 
And comment then upon his ſudden Death. 
Har. That I ſhall do, my Liege: Stay, Salisbury, 
With the rude Multitude, till I return, 
K. Henry. O thou that judgeſt all things, ſtay my Thoughts; 
My Thoughts, that labour to perſuade my Soul, 
Some violent Hands were laid on Humphry's Life: 
If my ſuſpe@ be falſe, forgive me God. 
For Judgment only doth belong to thee. 
Fain would I go to chafe his paly Lips, 
With twenty thouſand Kiſſes, and to drain 
Upon his Face an Ocean of ſalt Tears, 
To tell my Love unto his dumb deaf Trunk, 
And with my Fingers feel his Hand unfeeling : 
But all in vain are! theſe mean Obſequies. 
| Bed with Glo'ſter's Body put forth. 
And to ſurvey his dead and earthly Image: 
What were it- but to make my Sorrow greater? 
War, Come hither, gracious Sovereign, view this Body, 
K. Henry. That is to ſee how deep my Grave is made: 
For with his Soul fled all my worldly ſolace; 
For ſeeing him, I ſee my Life is Death. 
War. As ſurely as my Soul intends to live 


With that dread King that took our Nate upon him, 


To 
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To free us from his Father's wrathful Curſe, 
I do believe that violent Hands were laid, 
Upon the Lite of this thiice-famed Duke, 

Suf. A dreadful Oath, fworn with a folemn Tongue: 
What inſtance gives Lord Warwick for his Vow? 

War, See how the Blood is {-rtled in his Face. 
Oft have I ſeen a timely parted Ghoſt, 
Of aſhy ſemblance, meager, pale, and bloodleſo, 
Being all deſcended to the labouring Heart, 
Who in the Conflict that it holds with Death, 
Attracts the ſame for aidance *gainſt the Enemy, 
Which with the Heart there coo's, and nc'er returneth 
To bluſh and beautify the Cheek again, 
But ſee, his Face is black, and full of Blood, 
His Eyesballs further out, than when he lived, 
Staring full gaſtly, like a ſtrangled Man; 
His Hair up rear'd, his Noſtrils ſtre:ch'd with ſtrugling, 
His Hands abroad diſplay d, as one that graſpt 
And tugg'd for Lift, and was by ſtrength ſi bdued. 
Look on the Sheets, hi- Hair, you ſee, is flickiog ; 
His well-proportion'd Bezrd, made rough and rugged, 
Like to the Summer's Corn by T: mpeſt lodged; 
It cannot be but he was murdered here, 
The leaſt of all theſe Ggns were probable. 

Suf. Why Warwick, who thould du the Duke to death? 
My elf and Beauford had him in protection, 
And we, I hope, Sus, are no Murtherers, 

War. Burt hoth of you have vow'd Duke Haumphry's death; 
And you, forſooth, had the good Duke to keep: 
*Tis like you would not feaſt him like a Friend, 
And tis well ſeen he found an Enemy. 

Q. Mar. Then you belike ſuſpect th:ſ- Noblemen, 
As euilty of Duke Humpbry's timelef, death. 

War. Who finds the Heiter dead, and blecding frelh, 
And ſees f.ft by a Butcher with an Ax, 
But will ſuſpect *twas he that made the ſlaughter ? 
Who finds the Partridge in the Puttock's Neſt, 
But miy imagine how the Bird was dead, 
Although the Kite ſoar with unbloodied Beak? 
Even ſo ſuſpicious is this Tragedy. 

Q. Mar. 


lar. 
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Q. Mar, Are you the Butcher, Suffolk? w here's the Knife? 


Is Beaxford term'd a Kice? where ate bis Tallons} 
Suf. I wear no Knife, to ſlaughter ſleeping Men, 

But here's a *vengetul Sword, ruſted with caſe, 

That ſhall be ſcoured in his rancorous Heart, 

That ſlandets me with Murther's Crimſon Badge. 

Say, if thou dar'lt, proud Lord of Warwickſhire, 

That I am faulty in Duke Hwmphry's death. 

War, What dares not Warwick, it falſe Suffolk dare him. 
Q. Mar. He dare not calm his contumelious Spirit, 
Nor ceaſe to be an arrogant Controller, 
Tho' Suffolk dare him twenty thouſand times. 
War, Madam be ſtill; with reverence may I ſay, 
For every word you ſpeak in his behalf, 
Is flander to your Royal Dignity, 
Suf. Blunt-witted Lord, ignoble in demeanour, 

If ever Lady wrong'd her Lord fo much, 

Thy Mother took into her blameful Bed 

Some ſtern untutor'd Churl; and noble Stock 

Was graft with Crab-tree flip, whoſe Fruit thou art, 

And never of the Nevil's Noble Race. 

War. But that the guilt of Murther bucklers thee, 

And I ſhould rob the Deaths-man of his Fee, 

Quitting thze thereby of ten thouſand Shames, 

And that my Sovereign's preſence makes me mild, 

I would, falſe murd':rous Coward, on thy Knee 

Make thee beg pardon for thy paſſed Speech, 

And ſay, it was thy Mother that thou meant'ſt; 

That thou thy ſelf waſt born in Baſtardy: 

And after all this fearful Homage done, 

Give thee thy hire, and ſend thy Soul to Hell, 

Pernicious Blood ſucker of ſleeping Men. 

Suf. Thou ſhalt be waking, while I ſhed thy Blood. 

If from this preſence thou dar'ſt go with me. 

War, Away even now, or I will drag thee hence, 

Uaworthy though thou art, P11 cope with thee, 

And do ſome ſervice to Duke Humphry's Ghoſt. [ Exeunt. 
K. Henry, What ſtronger Breaſt-platethan a Heart untainted? 
hrice is he arm'd, that hath his Quarrel juſt ; 

And he but naked, though lockt up in Steel, 

Whoſe Conſcience witk Injuſtice is corrupted, | A noiſe within. 

| ; Q. Mar, 
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Q. Mar. What noiſe is this? | To 
Enter Suffolk and Warwick, with their Weapons drawn. But 

K. Henry. Why how now, Lords? Is, t 
Your wrathful Weapons drawn, Sent 
Here in our preſence! Dare you be fo bold? * 

Why, what tumultuous clamour have we here? in. 

Suf. The trait tous Warwick with the Men of Bury, X 
Set all upon me, mighty Sovereign. I th: 
Enter Salisbury. And 

Sal. Sirs, ſtand apart, the King ſhall know your Mind, Yet 
Dread Lord, the Commons ſend you word by me, Miſc 
Unleſs Lord Suffolk ſtraight be put to death, And 
Or baniſhed fair England's Territories, W hi 
They will by violence tear him from your Palace, He 
And torture him with grievous lingring death, But 
They ſay, by him the good Duke Humphry dy'd ; 2 
They ſay, in him they fear your Highneſs death; K 
And mere inftin& of Love and Loyalty, | No 
Free from a ſtubborn oppoſite intent, Tho 
As being thought to contradict your liking, Had 
Makes them thus forward in his Baniſhmenr. But 
They ſay, in care of your moſt Royal Perſon, If af 
That if your Highneſs ſhould intend to ſleep, Or a 
And charge that no Man ſhould diſturb your reſt, The 
In pain of your diſlike, or pain of death; Com 
Yer notwithſtanding ſuch a ſtrange Edict, I hay 
Were there a Serpent ſeen with forked Tongue, 0. 
That ſlyly glided towards your Majeſty, Hear 
It were but neceſſary you were wak'd; Be P 
Leſt being ſuffer'd in that harmleſs lumber, The! 
The mortal Worm might make the Sleep Eternal: And 
And therefore do they cry, though you forbid, Sus 
That they will guard you whe're you will or no, And 
From ſuch fell Serpents as falſe Suffolk is; | 0. 
With whoſe invenomed and fatal (ting, Heſt 
Your loving Uncle, twenty times his worth, Su 
They ſay, is ſhamefully bereft of Life. [ Salisbarj. = m 
OL 


Commons within. An Anſwer from the King, my Lord of 

Suf. Tis like the Commons, rude unpoliſht Hinds, 
Could ſend ſuch Meſſage to their Sovereign: 
But you, my Lord, were glad to be employ'd, Deliy 


To 
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To ſhew how queint an Orator you are. 

But all the honour Salisbury hath won, 

Is, that he was the Lord Ambaſſador 

Sent from a ſort of Tinkers to the King. 

Within, An anſwer from the King, or we will all break 
in. 
K. Henry. Go Salisbury, and tell them all from me, 

1 thank them for their tender loving care; 
And had I not been cited ſo by them, 

Yet ſure my Thoughts do hourly propheſie 
Miſchance unto my State by S»folk's means. 
And therefore by his Majeſty I ſwear, 

W hoſe far-unworthy Deputy I am, 

He ſhall not breathe infection in this Air, 
But three Days longer, on the pain of death. 

Q. Mar. Oh Henry, let me plead for gentle Suffolk. 

K. Henry, Ungentle Queen, to call him gentle Suffolk. 
| No more, I ſay; if thou doſt plead for him, 

Thou wilt but add increaſe unto my Wrath. 

Had I but ſaid, I would have kept my word; 

But when I ſwear it is irrevocable : 

If after three Days ſpace thou here be'ſt found, 

Or any ground that I am Ruler of, 

The World fhall not be Ranſome for thy Life. 

Come Warwick, come good Warwick, go with me; 

I have great matters to impart to thee. [ Exit. 

. Mar. Miſchance and Sorrow go along with you, 
Hearts Diſcontent, and ſour Afliction, 

Be Play-fellows to keep you company : 

There's two of you, the Devil made a third, 
And three-fold Vengeance tend upon your ſteps. 
Suf. Ceaſe, gentle Queen, theſe Execrations, 

And let thy Suffolk take his heavy leave. 

; Mar. Fie coward Woman, and ſoft-hearted wretch, 
Heſt thou not Spirit to curſe thine Enemy? 

2 A Plague upon them; wherefore ſhould I curſe 
them? 5 
\Vould Curſes kill, as doth the Mandrakes groan, 
| would invent as bitter ſearching terms, 

As curſt, 28 harſh, and horrible to hear, 
Deliver'd ſtrongly through my fixed Tecth, | 
Whit 
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With full as many ſigns of deadly Hare, 
As lean-fac'd Envy in her loathfome Cave. 


My Tongue ſhould ſtumble in mine earneſt words, 


Mine Eyes ſhould ſparkle like the beaten Flint, 


Mine Hair be fixt an end, as one diſtract: 


Ay, every Joint ſhould ſeem to Curſe and Ban, 
And even no my burthen'd Heart would break, 
Should I not curſe them. Poiſon be their Drink, 


Gall, worſe than Gall, the daintieſt that = 
Their ſweeteſt thade, a Grove of Cypreſs 
Their chiefeſt Proſpect, murd'ring Bafilisks, 


taſte, 


recs, 


Their ſofteſt Touch, as ſmart as Lizards ſtings, 


Their Muſick, frightful as the Serpenrs his, 


And boading Screech-Owls, make the Conſort full. 


And the foul Terrors in dark-ſeated Hell 


Q. Mar. Enough, ſweet Swfolk, thou torment'ſt thy (lf, 
And theſe diead Curſes, like the Sun *gainſt Glaſs, 


Or like an overcharged Gun, recoil, 
And turn the force of them upon thy elf. 


Suf. You bade-me ban, and will you bid ine leave? 
Now by the ground that I am baniſh'd from, 


Well could I curſe away a Winter's Night, 
Though ſtanding naked on a Mountain top, 


Where biting Cold would never let Grafs grow, 


And think it but a minute ſpent in ſport. 


. Mar. Oh, let me iatreat thee ceaſe, give me thy hand, 


That I may dew it with my mournful Tears; 
Nor let the Rain of Heav'n wet this place, 
To waſh away my woful Monuments. 

Oh, could this kiſs be printed in thy Hand, 


That thou might'ſt think upon theſe by the Seal, 
Through whom a thouſand * are breath'd for tlie. 


So get thee gone, that I may 


now my Grief, 


Tis but ſurmiz'd whilſt thou art ſtanding by, 


As one that Surfeits, thinking on a want: 
I will repeal thee, or be well afſur'd, 
Adventure to be baniſhed my ſelf : 
And baniſhed I am, if but from thee 


Go, ſpeak not to me; even now be gone 


Oh go not yet 


Embrace, and kiſ, and take ten thouſand Leaves, 


Even thus, two Friends condemn'd 


Loathet 


lf, 


nd, 


her 
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Loather a hundred times to part than die : 
Yet now farewel, and farewel Life with thee, 

Suf. Thus is poor S»ffolk ten times baniſhed, 
Once by the King, and three times thrice by thee. 
'Tis not the Lard I care for, wert thou hence, 
A Wilderneſs is populqus enough, 
$1 Suffolk had thy heavenly Company, 
For where thou art, there is the World it ſelf, 
With every ſeveral Pleaſure in the World: 
And where thou art nor, Deſolation. 
can no more Live thou to joy thy Life; 
My ſelf no Joy in ought, but that thou liv'ſt. 

Enter Vaur. 

N. Mar. Whither goes Vaux fo faſt? what News, I 
prithee ? 

Vaux. To ſignifie unto his Myeſty, 
That Cardinal Beauford is at the point of death: 


| For ſuddenly a grievous Sickneſs took him, 


That makes him gaſp, and ſtare, and catch the Airs 
Blaſpheming God, and curſing Men on Earth. 
Sometimes he talks, as if Duke Hxwphry's Ghoſt 
Were by his fide; ſometimes he calls the King, 
And wh:{pers to his Pillow, as to him, 

The ſecrets of his ove!-charged Soul: 

And I am ſent to tell his Majeſty, 

That even now he cries aloud for him. 

Q. Mar. Go tell this heavy Meſſage to the King, { Exit. 
Ay me! what is this World? what News are theſe? 
But wherefore grieve I at an hours poor loſs, 
Omitting S»ffolk's Exile, my Soul”, Treaſure? 
Why only, S»folk, mourn I got for thee, 
And with the Sourhern Clouds, contend in tears? 
Theirs for the Earths increaſe; mine for my Sorrows. 
Now get thee hence, the King thou know'ſt is coming, 
If thou be found by me, thou art bur dead. 

Sf. If I depart from thee, I cannot live, 
And in thy fight to die, what were it elſe, 
But like a pleaſant lumber in thy Jap? 
Here could I breathe my Soul into the Air, 
As mild and gentle, as the Cradle-babe, 

Dying 
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Dying with Mother's Dug between its Lips. 


Where, from thy fight, I ſhould be raging mad, Give 
And cry out for thee to cloſe up mine Eyes; Brin 
To have thee with thy Lips to ſtop my Mouth ; K. 
So ſhouldſt thou either turn my flying Soul, Lool 
Or I ſhould breathe it fo into thy Body, Oh | 
And then it lives in ſweet Elyſcnm. That 
To die by thee, were but to die in jeſt, And 
From thee to die, were torture more than Death ; Wa 
Oh let me ſtay, befal what may befal. Sal 
Q. Mar. Away; though parting be a fretful Corroſive, K. 
It is applied to a deathful Wound. Lord 
To France, ſweet Suffolk; let me hear from thee: Hold 
For whereſoe er thou art in this World's Globe, He d 
I'll have an Iris that ſhall find thee out. Wa 
Saf. I go. *. 
Q. Aar. And take my Heart with thee. Cloie 
Suf. A Jewel lock'd into the woful'ſt Casket And | 
Thar ever did contain a thing of worth, AMllars 
Even as a ſplitted Bark, ſo ſunder we; wi 
This way fall I to death. Pri, 
O. Mar. This way for me. [ Exennt ſeveral, . ©# 
Emer King Henry, Salisbury, and Warwick, to the Cardinal ls cre 
in Bed, And n 


K. Henry, How fares my Lord? Speak Beawford to thy I "bat « 
Soveraign. 
Cr. If thou beeſt Death, I'll give thee Exgland's T reaſure, Cleap, 
Enough to purchaſe ſuch another Iſland, 

So thou wilt let me live, and feel no pain. 

X. Henry. Ah, whava fign it is of evil Life, 
Where Death's approach is ſeen fo terrible! 

War. Beauford, it is thy Soveraign ſpeaks to thee, 

Car. Bring me unto my Trial when you will. 
Dy'd he not in his Bed? where ſhould he die? 
Can I make Men live where they will or no? 

Oh torture me no more, I will confeſs 
Alive again? Then ſhew me where he is: 

I'll give a thouſand Pound to look upon him 
He hath no Eyes, the Duſt hath blinded them: : 
Combe down his Hair; look, look, it ſtands up. ight, 


Like 
l 


ve. 


ally, 
dinal 


thy 


ſure, 


Like 


Like Lime-twigs ſet to catch my winged Soul: 
Give me ſome drink, and bid th' Apothecary 
Bring the ſtrong Poiſon that I bought of him. 
K. Henry. O thou eternal Mover of the Heay'ns, 
Look with a gentle Eye upon this Wretch, 
Oh beat away the buſie medling Fiend, 
That lays ſtrong Siege unto this Wretch's Soul, 
And from his Boſom purge this black deſpair. 
War. See how the Pangs of death do make him grin, 
Sal. Diſturb him not, let him paſs peaceably. 
K. Henry. Peace to his Soul, if God's good pleaſure be. 
Lord Card'nal, if thou think'ſt on Heav'n's bliſs, 
Hold up thy Hand, make ſignal of thy hope. 
He dies, and makes no Sign: Oh God forgive him. 
War. So bad a Death argues a monſtrous Life, 
K, Henry. Forbear to judge, for we are Sinners all, 
Cloie up his Eyes, and draw the Curtain cloſe, 


And let us all to Meditation, [ Exennt.. 


Allarum, Fight at Sea, Ordnance goes off, Emter Captain, 


Whitmore, and other Pirates, with Suffolk and others 


Priſoners, 
| Cap. The gaudy blabbing and remorſeſul day, 
Is cr: nt into the Boſim of the Sea : 
And now loud howling Wolves arouſe the Jades 
That drag the Tragick melancholy Night: 
Who with their drowſie, low, and flagging Wings 
Cleap dead Mens Graves; and from their miſty Jaws, 
Preath foul contagious darkneſs in the Air: 
There fore bting forth the Soldiers of our prize, 
For whilſt our Pinnace anchors in the Downs, 
Here ſhall they make their Ranſom on the Sand, 
Or with their Blood ſtain this difcoloured ſhore. 
aſter, this Priſoner freely give | thee. 
And thou that art his Mate, make Boot of this: 
The other, Walter Whitmore, is thy ſhare. 
Cen. What is my Ranſom, Maſter, let me know. 
Maſt. A thouſand Crowns, or elſe lay down your Head. 
Mate. And ſo much ſhall you give, or off goes yours. 
Whit, What, think you much to pay 2000 Crowns, 
And bear the Name and Port of Gentlemen? 
Vol. III. Mm Cut 
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Cut both the Villains Throats, for die you ſhall: 

Nor can thoſe lives which we have loſt in fight, How 

Be counter-pois'd with ſuch a petty Sum. And 
1 Gent. T'll give it, Sir, and therefore ſpare my Life. This 
2 Gent, And ſo will I, and write home for it ſtraight. And 
Whit. 1 loſt mine Eye in laying the prize aboard, Wh 

And therefore to revenge it, ſhalt thou die; [To Suffolk, Ca 

And ſo ſhould theſe, if might have my Will. Sa 
Cap. Be not ſo raſh, take Ranſom, let him live. Ca 
Suf. Look on my George, I am a Gentleman, Strike 

Rate me at What thou wilt, thou ſhalt be paid. Su. 
Whit, And ſo am I; my name is Walter Whitmore, Ca 

How now? why ſtart'ſt thou? what, doth death affright? Ay K 


Suf. Thy name affrights me, in whoſe ſound is Death: Trou 


A cunning Man did calculate my Birth, Now 
And told me, that by Water I ſhould die: For ſ. 
Yet let not this make thee be Bloody-minded, Thy | 
Thy name is Gualtier, being rightly ſounded, And t 
Mit. Gualtier or Walter, which it is J care not, Again 
Neer yet did baſe diſhonour blur our Name, | Who 
But with our Sword we wip'd away the blot. And \ 
Therefore, when Merchant-like I ell revenge, For d- 
Broke be my Sword, my Arms torn and detac'd, Unto 
And I proclaim'd a Coward through the World. Havin, 
Srf. Stay Whitmore, for thy Priſoner is a Prince, By de 
The Duke of Suffolk, William de la Pole. And li 
Whit. The uke of Saffolt, muffled up in Rags! With 
Suf. Ay, blt theſe Rags are no part of the Duke. By th 
Cap. But” Jove was never ſlain as thou ſhalt be, The f; 
Obſcure and lowſie Swain——King Herry's Blood! Diſdai 
Suf. The honourable Blood of Lancaſter Hath | 
Muſt not be ſhed by ſuch a jaded Groom: And ſe 
Haſt thou not kiſs d thy Hand, and held my Stirrop? The Þ 
Bare-headed plodded by my Foot-cloth Mule, Whoſe 
And thought thee happy when I ſhook my Head. As hat 
How often haſt thou waited at my Cup, And nc 
Fed from'my Trencher, kneel'd down at the Board, By ſh 
When I have feaſted with Queen Margaret? And lo 
Remember it, and let it make thee Creſt-faln, 2 \ 
van 


Ay, and allay this thy abortive Pride: 


How Under 
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How in our voiding Lobby haſt thou ſtood, 
And duly waited for my coming forth ? 
This Hand of mine hath writ in thy behalf, 
7 And therefore ſhall it charm thy riotous Tongue. 
Whit, Speak Captain, ſhall I ſtab the forlorn Swain? 
folk, Cap, Firſt let my words ſtab him, as he hath me. 
Suf. Baſe Slave, thy words are blunt, and fo art thou. 
Cap. Convey him hence, and on our Long-boat's fide, 
Strike off his Head. 
Suf. Thou dar'ſt not for thy own, 
Cap. Poole, Sir Poole? Lord 
ht? Ay 0 whoſe filth and dirt 
th: Troubles the Silver Spring, where England drinks: 
Now will I dam up this thy yawning Mouth, 
For ſwallowing up the Treaſure of the Rea'm. 
Thy Lips that kiſs'd the Queen, ſhall ſweep the Ground: 
And thou that ſmild'ſt at good Duke Humphry's Death, 
Againſt the ſenſeleſs Winds ſhalt grin in vain, 
Who in contempt ſhall hiſs at thee again. 
And wedded be thou to the Hags of Hell, 
For daring to affie a mighty Lord J 
Unto the Daughter of a worthleſs King, | 
Having nor Subject, Wealth, nor Diadem: | 
By deviliſh policy art thou grown great, 
And like ambitious Sylla over-gorg'd, 
With gobbets of thy Mother's bleeding Heart. | 
By thee Anjon and Main were ſold to France, 
The falſe revolting Normans, through thee, , "1 
Diſdain to call us Lord, and Picardie 
Hath ſlain their Governors, ſurpriz d our Forts, 
And ſent the ragged Soldiers wounded home: 
The Princely Warwick, and the Nevils all, 
Whoſe dreadful Swords were never drawn in vain, 
As hating thee, are riſing up in Arms. 
And now the Houſe of Tork thruſt from the Crown, 
By ſhameful murther of a guiltle( King, N 
And lofty proud incroaching Tyranny, 4 
Purns with revenging Fire, whoſe hopeful colours , 
Advance our half-fac'd Sun, ſtriving to ſhine; 
ader the which is writ, [nvitis nubibus. 
- >» The 
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The Commons here in Kerr are up in Arms, 
And to conclude, Reproach and Beggary 
Is crept into the Palace of our King, 
And all by thee; away, convey him hence, 

Suf. O that I were a God, to ſhoot forth Thunder The 
Upon theſe palery, fervile, abject drudges : 


Small things make baſe Men proud. This Villain here, f 
Being Captain of a Pinnace, threatens more — 
ti 


Than Bargullus, the ſtrong {Uhyrian Pirate. 

Drones ſuck not Eagles Blood, but rob Bec-hives. 
It is impoſſible that I ſhould dic 

By ſuch a lowly Vaſlal as thy ſelf. if he 


Thy words move Rage, and not Remorſe in mc: So w 
I go of Meſſage from the Queen to France: 
I charge thee wafc me ſafely croſs the Channel, 
Cap. Water; W. come S»folk, I muſt waft thee to thy b 1 
ath 


death. 
Ho 


Suf. Gelidus timor occupat artus, it is thee I fear, 


mit. Thou ſhalt have cauſe to fear before | leave thee, Ber 
What, are ye daunted now? Now will you ſtoop? the C 
1 Gent, My gracious Lord intreat him; ſpcak him fair, 1 = 

2 


Suf. Suffolk's Imperial Tongue is ſtern and rough; 
U.'d to command, untaught to plead for favour, 
Fir be it, we ſhould honour ſuch as theſe 
Wich humble ſuit; nc, rather let my Head 
Stoop to the Block, than theſe Knees bow to any, 
Save to the God of Heav'n, and to my King; 
And ſooner dance upon a bloody Pole, 

T 1an ſtand uncover'd to the vulgar Greom, 
True Nobility is exempt from fear: 
More can I bear, than you dare execute. 

Cap. Hale him away, and let him talk oe more; 
Come SIdiers, ſhew what Cruelty ye can. 

Suf. That this my Death may never be forgot. 
Great Men oft die by vile Bezonians. 

A Roman Sworder, and Bandetto Slave 
M urdei'd ſweet Tilly Brutus Baſtard hand 
Stab'd Julius Ceſar. Savage Iſlanders 
Pompey the Great; and Suffolk dies by Pirats. 


Exit Walter Whitmore with Suffolk. 
Caps 


Falk, 
Cap 
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Cap. And as for theſe, whoſe Ranſom we have ſet, 

It is our pleaſure one of them depart; 

Therefore come you with us, and ler him go. 

Ex. Captain and the reſt, 
Manet the firſt Gent. Euler Whumore with the Body. 

Whie, There let his Head and liveleſs Body lye, 

Until the Queen his Miſtreſs bury it. [ Exit Whitmore. 
1 Gent, O barbarous and bloody Spectacle ! 

His Body will I bear unto the King: 

if he revenge it not, yet will his Friends, 

So will the Queen, that living held him dear. [ Exit, 


Enter Revis, and John Holland. 

Bevis. Come and get thee a Sword, though made of a 
Lath; they have been up thefe two Days, 

Hol. They have the more need to ſleep now then. 

Bevis, I tell thee, Jack Cade the Clothier means to d eſs 
the Commonwealth, and turn ir, and ſet a new Nap up- 
cn it. 

Hol. So he had need, 'tis thread-bare. Wel, I ſay, it 
was never a merry World in England, ſince Gentlemen 
came up. 

Bevis, O miſcrable Age! Virtue is not regard:d in Handy- 
crafts Men, 

Hol. The Nobility think ſcorn to go in Leather Aprons. 

Bevis. Nay more, the King's Council are no good Work- 
men, 

Hol. True, and yet it is ſaid, Labour in thy Vocation; 
which is as much as to ſay, let the Magiſtrates be labouring 
Men; and therefore ſhould we be Magiſtrates. 

Bevis. Thou haſt hit it; for there's no better ſign of a 
brave Mind, than a hard Hand. 

Hol. 1 ſee them, I ſee them; there's Beſt's Son, the Tan- 
der of Win ham, | 

Bevis, He ſhall have the Skins of our Enemits, to make 
Dog's L:ather of. 

Hel. And Dick the Butcher. 

Bevis Then is Sin ſtruck down like an Ox, and Iniqut- 


ties Throat cut like a Calf. 


M m 3 Hol. 
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Hol. And Smith the Weaver. 
Bevis. Argo, their thread of Life is ſpun. 
Hol. Come, come, let's fall in with them. 


Enter Cade, Dick the Butcher, Smith the Weaver, 
and a Sawyer, with infinite Numbers. 
Cade, We John Cade, ſo term'd of our ſuppoſed Father. 

Dick, Or rather of ſtealing a Cade of Herrings. 

Cade, For our Enemies ſhall fall before us, inſpired with 
the Spirit of putting down Kings and Princes; Command 
Silence, 

Dick, Silence. 

Cade, My Father was a Mortimer 

Dick. He was an honeſt Man, and a good Bricklayer. * 

Cade, My Mother a Plantagenet 

Dick. I knew her well, ſhe was a Midwife. 

Cade, My Wife deſcended of the Zacies 

Dick. She was indeed a Pedler's Daughter, and fold mi- 
ny Laces. 

Weaver. But now of late, not able to travel with her furr'd 
Pack, ſhe waſhes Bucks here at home. 

Cade, Therefore am I of an honourable Houſe. 

Dick. Ay by my Faith the Field is honourable, and there 
was he born, under a Hedge; for his Father had never 3 
Houſe but a Cage. 

Cade. Valiant I am. 

Weav. A muſt needs, for Beggary is valiant, 

Cade. I am able to endure much, 

Dick. No queſtion of that; for I have ſeen him whipt 
three Market Days together, 

Cade. I fear neither Sword nor Fire. 

eau. He need not fear the Sword, for his Coat is of 
roof, 

F Dich. But methinks he ſhould ſtand in fear of Fire, being 
burnt i'th* hand for ſtealing of Sheep. 

Cade, Be brave then, for your Captain is brave, and 
vows Reformation. There ſhall be in England ſeven half 
penny Loaves ſold for a penny; the three hoop'd Pot (hall 
have ten Hoops, and I will make it Felony to drink ſmall Beers 


All the Realm ſhall be in Common, and in Cheap/iae ſhall 
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my Palfrey go to Graſs; and when I am King, as King 1 
will be 


All. God ſave your Majeſty. 

Cade. I thank you, good People. There ſhall be no Mo- 
ny, all ſhall eat and drink upon my Score, and I will ap- 
parel them all in one Livery, that they may agree like Bro- 
thers, and worſhip me their Lord. 

Dick. The firſt thing we do, let's kill all the Lawyers, 

Cade, Nay, that I mean to do, Is not this a lamentable 
thing, that the Skin of an innocent Lamb ſhould be made 
Parchment; that Parchment being ſcribled o'er, ſhould un- 
do a Man. Some ſay the Bee ſtings, but I ſay, tis Bees 
Wax; for I did but Seal once to a thing, and I was never 
my own Man ſince. How now? Who's there? 

Enter 4 Clerk. | 

Weay. The Clerk of Chattam; he can Write and Read, 
and caſt Accompt. 

Cade. O monſtrous! 

Weav. We took him ſetting Boys Copies, 

Cade, Here's a Villain. 

eau. H'as a Book in his Pocket with red Letters int. 

Cade. Nay, then he is a Conjurer. 

_ Nay, he can make Obligations, and write Court 
and, | 

Cade. I am ſorry for't: The Man is a proper Man of 
mine Honour; unleſs I find him Guilty, he ſhall not die. 
Come hither, Sirrah, I muſt examine thee: What is thy 
Name? 

Clerk, Emanuel. 

Dick. They uſe to write it on the top of Letters: 'T will 
go hard with you. 

Cade, Let me alone: Doſt thou uſe to write thy Name? 
Orhaſt thou a Mark to thy ſelf, like an honeſt plain-deal- 
ing Man? 

Clerk, Sir, I thank God, I have been ſo well brought up, 
that I can write my Name. 

All. He hath confeſt, away with him; he is a Villain 
rd a Traitor. 

Cade, Away with him, I ſay: Hang him with his Pen 
ind Ink-horn about his Neck. Exit one with the Clerk, 
Mm 4 Enter 
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Enter Michael. 
Mich. Where is our General? 
Cade. Here I am, thou particular Fellow. 


1512 


Mich. Fly, fly, fly, Sir Humphry Stafford and his Brother 


are hard by with the King's Forces. 


Cade. Stand Villain, ſtand, or I'll fell thee down; he ſhall 
be encountred with a Man as good as himſelf, He is but 


a Knight, is a? 
Mich. No. 


Cade. To equal him I will make my ſelf a Knight preſent . 


ly; riſe up, Sir Fohn Mortimer. Now have at him. 
Enter Sir Humphry Stafford, and young Stafford, with 
Drum and Soldiers. 

Staf. Rebellious Hinds, the filth and ſcum of Kent, 
Mark'd for the Gallows; lay your Weapons down, 
Home to your Cottages; ſorſake this Groom. 

The King is merciful if you revol-. 

Y. Staf. But angry, wrathful, and inclin'd to Blood, 
If you go forward; therefore yield or die. 

Cade. As for theſe ſilken- coated Slaves I paſs not, 

It is to you good People, that I ſpeak, 
Over whom (in time to come) I hope to reign: 
For I am rightful Heir unto the Crown, 

Staf. Villain, thy Father was a Plaiſterer, 
And thou thy ſelf a Shearman, art thou not? 

Cade. And Adam was a Gardener. 

7. Staf. And what of that 

Cade, Marry, this Edmond Mortimer Earl of March, mar- 
ried the Duke of Clarence's Daughter, did he not? 

Staf. Ay, Sir. 

Cade, By her he had two Children at one birth. 

Y. Staf. That's falſc. 

Cade, Ay, there's the Queſtion; bur I ſay, tis true: 

The elder of them being pur to Nurſe, 
Was by a Beggar-woman ſtoln away, 
And ignorant cf his Birth and Parentage. 
Became a B. icklayer, when he came to age. 
His Son am I, dery it if you can. 
Dick, Nay, tis too true, therefore he ſhall be King. 


Wav: 
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Weav, Sir, he made a Chimney in my Father's Houſe, 
and the Bricks are alive at this day to teſtify it ; therefore 
deny it not. 

Staf. And will you credit this baſe Drudge's Words, that 
ſpeaks he knows not what ? | 

All. Ay marry will we, therefore get you gone. 

Y. Staf. Jack Cade, the Duke of Tork bath taught you this. 

Cade. He lies, for I invented it my lelf. Go too, Sirrah, 
tell the King from me, That ſor his Father's ſake, Henry the 
Fifth (in whoſe time Buys went to Span- counter for French 
Crowns) I am content he fhall Reign, but I'll be Protector 
over him. 

Dick, And furthermore, we'll bave the Lord Say's Head, 
for ſelling the Dukedom of Mair. 

Cade. And good reaſon; for thereby is Exgland maim'd, 
and fain to go with a Staff, but that my Puiſſance holds it 
up: Fellow- Kings, 1 tell you, that Lord Say hath gelded the 
Commonwealth, and made it an Eunuch ; and more than that, 
he can ſpeak French, and therefore he is a Traitor. 

Staf. O groſs and miſerable Ignorance, , 

Cade, Nay, anſwer if you can; the Frexchmen are our Ene- 
mies; go too then: I ask but this, Can he that ſpeaks with 
the Tongue of the Enemy be 2 good Councellor, or no? 

All. No, no, and therefore we'll have his Head. 

I. Staf, Well, ſeeing gentle Words will not prevail, 

Aſſail them with the Army of the King. 

Staf. Herald away, and throughout every Town, 

Proclam them Traitors that are up with Cade; 

That thoſe which fly be fore tl e Battel ende, 

May, even in their Wives and Childrens ſight, 

Be hang'd up for Example ar their Doors ; 

And you that be the King's Friends follow me, [ Exit, 

Cade. And you that love th: Commons follow me; 

Now ſhew your ſelves Men, *tis for Liberty, 
We'll not leave one Lord, one Gentleman; 
Parenone, but ſuch as go in clouted Shoone, 
For they are thrifty honeſt Men, and ſuch 
As would (but that they dare not) rake our parts. 
Dick, They are all in order, and march towards us. 


Cade. 
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Cade, But then are we in order, when we are moſt out of I Tha! 


order. Come, march forward. X. 
Alarum to fight, whorein both the Staffords are lain, 85 

| | Enter Cade and the reſt. K, 
Cade, Where's Dick, the Butcher of Aſhford ? Still 
Dick. Here, Sir. I feat 


Cade. They fell before thee like Sheep and Oxen, and thou Thot 
behaved'ſt thy ſelf, as if thou hadſt been in thine own Slaugh- Q. 
ter-houſe: Therefore thus I will reward thee, the Lent ſhall 
be as long again as it is, andthou ſhalt have a Licenſe to kill 
for a hundred lacking one. K. 

Dick. I deſire no more. 

Cade. And to ſpeak truth, thou deſerv'ſt no leſs, This 
Monument of the Victory will I bear, and the Bodies ſhall 
be dragg'd at my Horſe's heels, *till I do come to London, 
where we will have the Mayor's Sword born before us, 

Dick. If we mean to thrive and do good, break open the 
Goals, and let out the Priſoners, | 

Cade, Fear not that, I warrant thee. Come, let's march 
towards London. | | | Exennt. 

Enter King Henry with a Supplication, and Queen Margs- 

ret with Suffolk's Head, the Duke of Buckingham, and 
the Lord Say, | 

Q. Mar. Oft have I heard that Grief ſoftens the Mind, 
And makes it fearful and degenerate, 

Think therefore on Revenge, and ceaſe to weep. 
But who can ceaſe to weep, and look on this ? 
Here may his Head lye throbbing on my Breaſt : 
But where's the Body that I ſhould imbrace ? 

Buck, What Anſwer makes your Grace to the Rebels 
Supplication? | 

K. Henry. I'll ſend ſome Holy Biſhop to intreat; 

For God forbid ſo many ſimple Souls 

Should periſh by the Sword. And I my ſelf, 
Rather than bloody War ſhould cut them ſhort, 
Will parly with Jack Cade their General. 

But ſtay, Vil read it over once again. 

Q. Mar. Ah barbarous Villains! hath this lovely Face 
Rul'd like a wandring Planet over me, 
And could it not inforce them to relent, 
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That were unworthy to behold the ſame ? 
X. Heury. Lord Say, Fack Cade hath ſworn to have thy Head, 
Say. Ay, but I hope your Highneſs ſhall have his. 

K. Henry. How now, Madam? 

Still lamenting and mourning for S«folk's death? 

I fear me, Love, if that I had been dead, 

Thou would'ft not half have mourn'd ſo much for me. 

Q. Mar, No, my Love, I ſhould not mourn, but die 
| | | for thee, 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
K. Henry, How now? what News? Why com'ſt thou in 
[ſuch haſte? 
Meſ. The Rebels are in Southwark; fly, my Lord: 

Jack Cade proclaims himſelf Lord Mortimer, 

Deſcended from the Duke of Clarence's Houſe, 

And calls your Grace Uſurper openly, 

And vows to crown himſelf in W:/tminſter. 

His Army is a ragged multitude 

Of Hinds and Peaſants, rude and mercilef>: 

Sir Humphry Stafford, and his Brother's death, 

Hath given them Heart and Courage to proceed: 

All Scholars, Lawyers, Courtiers, Gentlemen, 

They call falſe Caterpillars, and intend their death, 
K. Henry. O graccleſs Men! they know not what they do, 
Buck. My gracious Lord, retire to Killingworth, 

Until a Power be rais'd to pull them down. 
Q. Mar. Ah! were the Duke of Syfolk,now alive, 

Theſe Kentiſh Rebels ſhould be ſoon appeas'd. 

K, Henry, Lord Say, the Traitors hate thee, | 

Therefore away with us to Killingworth. 
$43, So might your Grace's Pei ſon be in danger: 

The ſight of me is odious in their Eyes; 

And therefore in this City will I ſtay, 

And live alone as ſecret as 1 may. 

Enter another Meſſenger, 
2 Meſ. Jack Cade hath gotten London- bridge, 

The Citizens fly him, and foi ſake their Houles : 

The Raſcal People, thirſting after prey, 

Join with the Traitor, and they jointly ſwear 

lo ſpoil the City, and your Royal Court. 
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Back. Then linger not, my Lord; away, take Horſe. 
K. Henry, Come, Margaret, God, our hope, will ſuccour us. 
Q; Mar. My hope is gone, now Suffolk is deceas d. 
K. Henry. Farewel, my Lord, truſt not to Kentiſh Rebels. 
Back. Truit no Body, for fear you be betray'd. 
Say. The truſt I have is in mine Innocence, 
And therefore am I bold and reſolute. [Exennt, 
Enter Lord Scales upon the Tower walking. Then enter 
| to or three Citizens below. 
Scales, How now? Is Fack Cade lain? 
1 Cit, No, my Lord, nor like to be ſlain: 
For they have won the Bridge, 
Killing all thoſe that withſtand them: 
The Lord Mayor craves aid of your Honour from the Tower 
Fo defend the City from the Rebels. 
Scales. Such Aid as I can ſpare you ſhall com mand, 
But I am troubled here with them my ſelf. 
The Rebels have aſſay'd to win the Tower. 
But get = into Smithfield, and gather Head, 
And thither will | ſend you Matthew Goff. 
Fight for your King, your Country, and your Lives, 

And fo farewel, for | muſt hence again. | Exeunt, 
Enter Jack Cade and the reſt, and ſtrikes his Staff on 
London Stone, 

Cade, Now is Mortimer Lord of this City, 
And here fitting upon London- Stone. 
charge and command, that of the City's colt 
The piſſing Conduit run nothing bat Chret Wine 
The firſt year of our Reign, 
And now henceforward it ſhall be Treaſon for any 
That calls me other than Lord Mortimer. 
Enter a Soldier running. 
Sol. Fack Cade, Fack Cade. | 
Cade. Knock him down there. They kill him. 
Weav. If this Feliow be wiſe, he'll never call you Ja 
Cide more, I think he hath a very fair warning. ; 
Dick. My Lord, there's an Army gathered together in 
Smithfield. | 
Cade. Come. then, let's go fight with them : 
But fuſt, go ard ſet London- bridge on Fire, 


And 


all rh 
lame: 
Fol 
Unlef 
Cac 


mon, 


All 
Which 
ind K 
Subſt 


Cat 
thou 
thou 
car.ſt 
ay un! 
know! 
Mort, 
clean 
corruf 
Schoo 
Books 
ing to 
Digni 


Us. 


els. 


mi, 


nd 


King Henry VI. 1519 


And, if you can, burn down the Tower too. 
Come, let's away, [ Exeunt omnes. 
Alarums. Matthew Goff is ſlain, and all the reſt. Then 
enter Jack Cade with his Company, 

Cade. So, Sirs: Now go ſome and pull down the Savoy + 
Others to the Inns of Court, down with them all. 

Dick, I have a Suit unto your Lordſhip. 

Cade. Be it a Lordſhip, thou ſhalt have it for that word, 

Dick. Oaly that the Laws of England may come out of 
vour Mouth, 

John. Maſi, 't will be fore Law then, for he was thruſt in 
the Mouth with a Spear, and 'tis not whole yer. 

Smith. Nay, John, it will be ſtinking Law, for his breath 
ſtinks with tolted Cheeſe, 

Cade, I have thought upon it, it ſhall be ſo. Away, burn 
all the Records of the Realm, my Mouth ſhall be the Par- 
liament of England. 

John. Then we are like to have biting Statutes, 

Unleſs his Teeth be pull'd out. 

Cade, Ard hence-forward all things ſhall be in Com- 
mon, 

Enter a Meſſenger. 

Meſ. My Lord, a prize, a prize, here's the Lord Say, 
which fold he Tewns in France, be that made us pay one 
ind twenty ſiſteens and one Shilling to the Pound, the laſt 
dubſid y. | 

Enter George with the Lord Say. 

Cade, Wel, hz ſhall be beheded for it ten times. Ah 
thou Say, thou Serge, nay, thou Buckram Lord, now art 
thou within point-blanck of Juriſdiftion Regal. What 
caſt tho anſwer tomy Majeſty for giving up of Norman» 
4y unto Monſieur Baſimecu, the Dauphin of France? Be it 
known unto thee by theſe Preſents, even the preſence of Lord 
Mortimer, that I am the Beſom that muſt ſweep the Cours 
clean of ſuch filth as thou art: Thou haſt moſt traiterouſſy 
corrupted the Yourh of the Realm in erecting a Grammar» 
School ; and whereas before, our Fore-fathers had no other 
Books but the Score and the Tally, thou haſt cauſed Print- 
Ing to be us'd, ard contrary to the King, his Crown and 
Dignity, thou haſt built a Paper- Mill. It will be prov'd to 

tny 
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thy Face, that thou haſt Men about thee, that uſually tall 
of a Noun and a Verb, and ſuch abominable Words, as ne 
Chriſtian Ear can endure to hear, Thou haſt appointed 
—— of Peace, to call poor Men before them, about 

atters they were not able to anſwer, Moreover, thou haſt 

ut them in Priſon, and becauſe they could not read, thou 
haſt hang'd them, when, indeed, only for that cauſe they have 


been molt worthy to live. Thou doſt ride on a foot-cloth, 
doit thou not ? 


Say. What of that} 
Cade, Marry, thou ought'ſt not to let thy Horſe wear 
Cloak, when honeſter Men than thou go in their Hoſe and 
Doublets ? 
Dick, And work in their Shirt too, as my ſelf for exam: 
ple, that am a Butcher. 
Say. You Men of Kent. 
Dick, What ſay you of Kent? 
Say. Nothing but this : *Tis bona terra, mala gens. 
Cade. Away with him, away with him, he ſpeaks Latin, 
Say. Hear me but ſpeak, and bear me where you will: 
Kent, in the Commentaries Ceſar writ, 
Is term'd the civil'ſt place of all this Iſle; 
Sweet is the Country, becauſe full of Riches, 
The People Liberal, Valiant, Active, Wealthy, 
Which makes me hope thou art not void of pity. 
I fold not Main, I loſt not Normandy, 
Vet to recover them would loſe my Life: 
Juſtice with favour have I always done, 
Prayers and Tears have mov'd me, Gifts could never; 
When have I ought exacted at your Hands? 
Kent to maintain, the King, the Realm and you, 
Large Gifts bave I beſtow'd on learned Clerks, 
Becauſe my Book preferr'd me to the King: 
And ſeeing Ignorance is the curſe of God, 
Knowledge the Wing wherewith we fly to Heaven, 
Unleſs you be poſſeſt with deviliſh Spirits, 
Ye cannot but forbear to murther me: 
This Tongue hath parlied unto foreign Kings 
For your behocof, 
Cade. Tut, when ſtruck'ſt thou one Blow in the Field * 
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Say. Great Men have reaching Hands; oft have I ſtruck 
Thole that I never ſaw, and ſtruck them dead. 

George. O monſtrous Coward! What, to come behind 
Folks ? 

Say. Theſe Cheeks are pale with watching for your good. 

Cade, Give him a Box o'ch'Ear, and that will make em red 
again. 

2 * Long ſitting to determine poor Mens Cauſes, 
Hath made me full of Sickneſs and Diſeaſes. | 

Cade, Ye ſhall have a hempen Caudle then, and the help 
of a Hatchet, | 

Dick. Why doſt thou quiver, Man? 

Say. The Palfie, and not Fear, provokes me. 

Cade. Nay, he nods at us, as who ſhould ſay, I'll be even 
with you. I'll ſee if his Head will ſtand ſteadier on a Pole, 
or no: Take him away, and behead him. 

Say. Tell me, wherein have I offended moſt? 

Have I affected Wealth or Honour? Speak. 


| Are my Cheſts fil'd up with extorted Gold} 


Is my Apparel ſumptuous to behold? 

Whom have I injur'd, that ye ſeek my Death? 

Theſ: Hands are free from guiltleſs Blood-ſhedding, 
This Breaſt from harbouring foul deceitful Thoughts. 
O let me live. 

Cade, I feel remorſe in my ſelf with his Words; but III 
bridle jt; he ſhall dye, and it be but for pleading fo well for 
his Life. Away with him, he has a Familiar under his 
Tongue, he ſpeaks not a God's Name. Go, take him away 
I fay, and ſtrike off his Head preſently, and then break into 
his So1-in- Law's Houſe, Sir James Cromer, and ſtrike off his 
Head, and bring them both upon two Poles hither. 

All, It ſhall be done. 

Say. Ah Country-men, if when you make your Pray'rs, 
God ſhould be fo obdurate as your ſelves, 

How would it fare with your departed Souls? 
And therefore yet relent, and fave my Life. 

Cade, Away with him, and do as I command ye: The 
Proudeſt Peer of the Realm ſhall not wear a Head on his 
Shoulders, unleſs he pay me Tribute; there ſhall not a Maid 
be married, but ſhe/Thill pay me her Maidenhead &er oy 
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have it; Men ſhall hold of me in Capite. And we Charge 
and Command, that their Wives be as frac as Heart can wiſh, 
or Tongue can tell. 

Dick, My Lord, 5 Y 
When ſhall we go to Cheapfide, and take np Commodities 

n our Bills ? 

Cade, Marry preſently, 

All. 'O brave. 

Enter one with the Heads, 

Cade, But is not this brave? 
Let them kiſs one another; for they lov'd well 
When they were alive : Now part them again, 
Leſt they conſult about giving up 
Of ſome more Towns in France. Soldiers, 
Defer the ſpoil of the City until Night, 
For with theſe born before us, inſtead of Maces, 
He will ride through the Streets, and at every Corner 
Have them kiſs. Away. | Exeunt, 

Alarm, and Retreat. Euter again Cade, and all his 

Rabblement. 
Cade. Up Fi ſb- ſtreet, down St. Magnes Corner, kill and 
knock down, throw them into Thames. 
Sound a Parley. 
What noiſe is th's I hear? 
Dare any be ſo bold to ſound Retreat or Parley, 
Whea LI command them kill? 
| Enter Buckingham, and eld C'ifford. 

Buck. Ay, here they be that dare and will diſtu;b thee: 
Know, Cade, we come Ambaſſadors from the King 
Unto the Commons, whom thou haſt mils- ed, 

And here pron»unce free Pardon to them all, 
That will forſake thee, and go home in peace. 

Clif. What ſay ye, Country-men, will ye relent, 

And yield to Mercy, wh Iſt 'tis offered you, 

Or let a Rabble lead you ro your Deaths? 

Who loves the King, and will embrace his Pardon, 
Fling up his Cap, and ſay, God ſave his Majeſty ; 
Who hateth him, and honours not his Father, 
Henry the Fifth, that made all France to quake, 
Shake he his Weapon at us, and pals by, 
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All. God ſave the King ! God ſave the King! 

| Cade, What, Buckingham and Clifford, are ye ſo brave? 
And you, baſe Peaſants, do ye believe him ? will you needs be 
hang'd with you Pardons about P 12 Necks? Hath my 
Sword therefore broke through London Gates, that you ſhould 
leave me at the hite- Hart in Sourhwark? I thought you would 
never have given out theſe Arms *till you had recovered your 
ancient Freedom; but you are all Recreants and Daſtards, 
and delight to live in Slavery to the Nobility. Let them 
break your Backs with burthens, take your Houſes over your 
Heads, raviſh your Wives and Daughters before your Faces. 
For me, I will make ſhift for one, and ſo God's Curſe light 
upon you all, | 

All. We'll follow Cade. 

We'll follow Cade. | 
Clif. Is Cade the Son of Henry the Fifth, 
That thus you do exclaim you'll go with him? 
Will he Conduct you through the heart of France, 
And make the meaneft of you Earls and Dukes? 
Alas, he hath no home, no place to ay to: 
Nor knows he how to live, but by the Spoil, 
Unleſs by robbing of your Friends, and us. 
Wer't not a ſhame, that whilſt you live at jar, 
The fearful French, whom you late vanquiſhed, 
Should make a ſtart o'er Seas, and vanquiſh you? 
Methinks already in this civil broil, 
I ſee them Lording it in London Streets, 
Crying Villiago unto all they meet. 
Better ten thouſand baſe-born Cades miſcarry, 
Than you ſhould ſtoop unto a Frenchmar's Mercy, 
To France, to France, and get what you have loſt; 
Spare England, for it is your Native Coaſt: 
Henry hath Mony, you are ſtroag and manly: 
God on our fide, doubt not of Victory. 
All. A Clifford! a Clifford! 
We'll follow the King and Clifford. 

Cage. Was ever Feather fo lightly blown to and fro, as 
this multitude? The Name of Henry the Fifth hales them 
to an hundred Miſchiefs, and makes them leave me deſolate. 
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I ſee them lay their Heads together to ſurprize me. My 
Sword make way for me, for here is no ſtaying; in de- 
ſpight of the Devils and Hell, have through the very midſt 
of you; and Heavens and Honour be witneſs, that no want 
of Reſolution in me, but only my Followers baſe and ig · 
nominious Treaſons make me betake me to my Heels. 
| | Exit, 
Buck. What, is he fled? Go ſome and follow kin 
And he that brings his Head unto the King, 
Shall have a thouſand Crowns for his Reward, 
8 | [Exeunt ſome of them, 
Follow me, Soldiers; we'll deviſe a mean 
To reconcile you all unto the King. [ Exennt omnes, 
Sound Trumpets, Enter King Henry, Queen Margaret, 
and Somerſet on the Terras, © 
K. Henry, Was ever King that joy d an Earthly Throne, 
And could command no more Content than [? 
No ſooner was I crept out of my Cradle, 
But I was made a King at nine Months old: 
Was never Subject long'd to be a King, 
As I do long and wiſh to be a Subject. 
Enter Buckingham and Clifford. 
Buck, Health and glad Tidings to your Majeſty, 
R. Henry, Why Buckingham, is the Traitor Cade ſurpriz'd? 
Or is he but retir'd to make him ſtrong? 
Enter Multitudes with Halters about their Necks. 
Clif. He is fled my Lord, and all his Powers do yield, 
And humbly thus with Halters on their Necks, 
Expect your Highneſs doom of Life or Death. 
X. Henry, Then, Heaven, ſet ope thy everlaſting Gates, 
To entertain my Vows of Thanks and Praiſe. 
Soldiers, this day have you redeem'd = Lives, 
And ſhew'd how well you love your Prince and Country: 
Continue till in this ſo good a Mind, 
And Henry, though he be unfortunate, 
Aſſure your ſelves will never be unkind: 
And fo with Thanks and Pardon to you all, 
I do diſmiſs you to your ſeveral Countries. 
Al. God fave the King, God fave the King, 


Enter 
| 


e r 


— — 


e, 


King Henry VI. 1523 
Enter Meſſenger. 

Meſ. Pleaſe it your Grace to be advertiſed, 

The Duke of Tort is newly come from Ireland, 

And with a puiſſant and mighty Power 

Of Gallow-glafſes and ſtout Kernes, 

Is marching hither ward in proud Array; 

And ſtill proclaimeth, as he comes along, 

His A ms are only to re move from thee 

The Duke ef Somerſer, whom he terms a Traitor, 

X. Henry. Thus ſtands my State, 'twixt Cade and 191k id- 
Like to a Ship, that having ſcap'd a Tempeſt, Iſtreſt, 
Is ſtraightway calm'd and boarded with a Pytate. 
But now, is Cade driven back, his Men diſpers'd, 
And now is Tork in Arms to {econd him. 
I pray thee Buckingham, g and meet with him, 
And ask him what's the reaſon of theſe Arms: 
Tell him, I'll ſend Duke Edmund to the Tower, 
And Somerſet, we will commit thee thither, 
Until his Army be diſmiſt from him. 

Som. My Lord, 
11 yield my felt to Priſon willingly, 
Or unto Death, to do my Country good, 

K. Henry. In any caſe be not too rough in terms, 
For he js fierce, and cannot brook hard Language. 

Buck, I will, my Lord, and doubt not ſo to deal, 
As all things ſhall redound unto your good, 

K. Henry, Come, Wife, let's in, and learn to govern better, 
For yet may England curſe my wretched Reign, [ Excunt. 
Enter Jack Cade. 

Cade. Fy on Ambition; fy on my ſelf, that have a Sword, 
and yet am ready to famiſh, Theſe five days have I hid 
me in theſe Woods, and durſt not peep our, for all the 
Country is laid for me: But now am I fo hungry, that if I 
might have a leaſe of my Life for a thouſand Years, I could 
ſtay no longer, Wherefore-on a Brick Wall have I climb'd 
into this Garden, to ſce if I can eat Graſs, or pick 2 Sallet 
another while, which is not amiſs to coola Man's Stomach this 
ho: Weather; and I think this word Sallet was born to do me 
good, for many a time but for a Sallet, my Brain-pan had 
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been cleft with a brown Bill; and many a time when I have 
been dry, and bravely marching, it hath ſerv'd me inſtead of 
2 quart pot to drink in; and now the word Sallet muſt ſerve 
me to fced on. 

Enter Iden, 

Iden. Lord, who would live turmoiled in the Court, 

'And may enjoy ſuch quiet Walks as theſe, 
This ſmall inheritance my Father left me, 
Contenteth me, and's worth a Monarchy. 

T ſeek not to wax great by others warning, 

Or gather Wealth I care not with what Envy; 
Sufficeth, that I have, maintains my State, 

And ſends the Poor well pleaſed from my Gate. 

Cade. Here's the Lord of the Soil come to ſeize me for a 
Stray, for entring his Fee · ſimple without leave. Ah Villain, 
thou wilt betray me, and get 1000 Crowns of the King, 
by carrying my Head to him, but III make thee eat Iron like 
an Oſtridge, and ſwallow my Sword like a great Pin, &cr 
thou and I part. 
| Iden. Why, rude Companion, whatſoe'er thou be, 
| I know thee not, why then ſhould I betray thee ? 
Is't not enough to break into my Garden, 

And like a Thief, to come to rob my Grounds, 
Climbing my Walls in ſpight of me the Owner, 
But thou wilt brave me with theſe ſawcy Terms? 

Cade. Brave thee? Ay, by the beſt Blood that ever was 
broach'd, and beard thee too. Look on me well, I have eat 
no Meat thefe five Days, yet come thou and thy five Men, 
and if I do not leave you as dead as a door Nail, I pray 
God I may never eat Graſs more. 

Iden. Nay, it ſhall ne'er be ſaid, while Exglaxd ſtands, 
That Alexander Iden, an Eſquire of Kent, 

Took odds to combat a poor ſamiſh'd Man. 

Oppoſe thy ſtedfaſt gazing Eyes to mine, 

See if thou canſt out face me with thy Looks: 

Set Limb to Limb, and thou art far the leſſer: 

Thy Hand is but a Finger to my Fiſt, 

Thy Leg a Stick compared with this Truncheon, 
My Fopt ſhall fight with all the ſtrength thou haſt, 
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— if mine Arm be heaved in the Air, 
Thy Grave is digg'd already in the Earth: 
As for more Words, whoſe greatneſs anſwers Words, 
Let this my. Sword report what Speech forbears. 
Cade. By my Valour; the moſt compleat Champion that 
ever I heard. Steel, if thou turn thine edge, or cut not 


out the burly bon'd Clown in Chines of Beef, &er thou 


ſleep in thy Sheath, I befeech Jove on my Knees thou 
may ſt be turned into Hobnails. 
| Here they Fight. 

O I am ſlain! Famine and no other hath lain me, let ten 
thouſand Devils come againſt me, and give me bur the tea 
Meals I have loſt, and I'd defie them all. Wither Gar- 
den, and be henceforth a burying place to all that do dwell 
in this Houſe, becauſe the unconquer'd Soul of Cade is 
fled, 

Iden. Is't Cade that I have (lain, that monſtrous Traitor? 
Sword, I will hallow thee for this thy Deed, 

And hang thee o'er my Tomb when I am dead. 
Ne'er ſhall this Blood be wiped from thy Point, 
But thou ſhalt wear it as a Herald's Coat, 

To emblaze the Honour which thy Maſter got. 

Cade. Iden farewel, and be proud of thy Victory: Tell 
Kent from me, ſhehath loſt her beſt Man, and exhort all the 
World to be Cowards; for I that never feai'd any, am van- 
quiſhed by Famine, not by Valour, [ Dies. 

Iden. How much thou wrong'ſt me, Heav'n be my Judge; 
Die, damned Wretch, the curſe of her that bare thee: 

And as [| thruſt thy Body in with my Sword, 
So wiſh I, I might thruſt thy Soul ro Hell. 
Hence will I drag thee headlong by the Heels, 
Unto a Dunghill, which ſhall be thy Grave, 
And there cut off thy moſt ungraci»us Head, 
Which I will bear in Triumph to the King, 


Leaving thy Trunk for Crows to feed upon. Exit. 
Enter York, and his Army of Iriſh, with Drum and 
Colours. | : 


York, From Ireland thus comes York to claim his Right, 
And pluck the Crown from feeble Henry's Head. 
. Nn 3 Ring 
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Ring Bells aloud, burn Bonfires clear and bright, 
To entertain great Explaxd's law ful King. 
Ah Saucta Majeſtas! who would not buy thee dear? 


Lt chem obey that know not how to Rule, 


This Hand was inde to handle nought but Gold. 
I cannot give due Action to my Words, 
Except a Sword or Scepter ballance it. 
A Scepter ſhall it have, have I a Soul, 
On which I'll toſs the Flawer-de-Luce of France. 
Enter Buckingham. | 
Whom have we here? Buckingham to diſturb me? 
The King hath ſent him ſure: I muſt diſſemble. 
Buch. York, if thou meaneſt well, I greet thee well. 
Tor Humphry of Buckingham, I accept thy greeting, 
Art thou a Meſſenger, or come of pleaſure? 
Buck, A Meſſenger from Henry, our dread Liege, 
To know the reaſon of theſe Arms in peace ? 
Or w iy, thou being a Subject, as I am, 
Againſt thy Oath, and true Allegiance ſworn, 
Should raiſe ſo great a Power without his leave? 
Or dare to bring thy Force ſo near the Court? 
Tork, Scarce can I ſpeak, my Choler is fo great. 
Oh, I could hew up Rocks, and fight with Flint, 
I am fo angry at theſe abject Terms. 
And now like Ajax Telamonins, | 
On Sheep or Oxen could I ſpend my Fury. 
I am far bitter born than is the King: 
More like a King, more Kingly in my Thoughts. 
But I muſt make ſair Weather yet a while, 
Till Hexry be more weak, and I more ſtrong. | Aſiae, 
O Buckingham! I prethee pardon me, 
That I have given no Anſwer all this while; 
My Mind was troubled with deep Melancholy. 
The cauſe why I have brought this Army hither, 
Is to remove proud Somerſet from the King, 
Seditious to his Grace, and to the State. 
Back, That is too much Preſumption on thy part; 
But if thy Arms be to no other end, 
The King hath yielded unto thy Demand: 
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The Duke of Samerſet is in the Tower. 
York, Upon thine Honour, is he Priſoner ? 
Buck, Upon mine Honour he is Priſoner, 
Tork. Then, Buckingham, I do diſmiſs my Powers, 
Soldiers, I thank you all; diſperſe your ſelves; 
Meet me to morrow in St. George's Field, 
You ſhall have Pay, and every thing you wiſh, 
And let my Sovereign, virtuous Henn, 
Command my eldeſt Son, nay all my Sons, 
As pledges of my Fealty and Love, 
I'll ſend them all as willing as I live; 
Lands, Goods, Horſe, Armour, any thing I have 
Is his to uſe, ſo Somerſet may die. 
Buck. York, | commend this kind Submiſhon, 
We twain will go into his Highaefſs Tent. 
Enter King Henry and Attendants. mw 
R. Heury. Buckiugham, doth Tork intend no harm to us, 
That thus he marcheth with thee Arm in Arm? 
Tork, In all ſubmiſſion and humility, 
York doth preſent himſelf unto your Highneſs. 
X. Henry. Then what intend theſe Forces thou doſt brings 
Tork. To have the Traitor Samerſet from hence, | 
And fight againſt that monſtrous Rebel Cade, 
Whom fince I heard to be diſcomfited. 
Enter Iden with Cade's Head. 
Iden. If one fo rude, and of ſo mean Condition 
May pals into the preſence of a King; 
Lo, I preſent your Grace a Traitor's Head, 
The Head of Cade, whom I in Combat flew. 
K. Henry. The Head of Cade ? great God] how juſt art thou 
O let me view his Viſage being dead, 
Thar living wrought me ſuch exceeding trouble. 
Tell me, my Friend, art thou the Man that ſlew him? 
Iden. I was, an't like your Majeſty, 
X. Henry. How art thou call'd? And what is thy Degree? 
Iden. Alexander Iden, that's my Name, 
A por Eſquire of Kent, that loves the King. 
Buck, So pleaſe it you, my Lord, *rwere not amiſs 
He were created Knight for his good Service, 
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K. Henry. Iden, kneel down; riſe up a Knight: 0 
We give thee for Reward a thouſand Marks, To 
And will, that thou henceforth attend on us. Sha 

Iden. May Iden live to merit ſuch a Bounty, 7 
And never live but true unto his Liege. Ou 

Enter Queen Margaret and Somerſet. Th 

X. Henry. See Buckingham, Somerſet comes with the Queen; Sha 
Go, bid her hide him quickly from the Duke. Th 

Q. Mar. For thouſand Yorks he ſhall not hide his Head, 

Bur boldly ſtand and front him to his Face. | See 
Tork. How now? Is Somerſet at liberty? | 
Then, York, unlooſe thy long impriſoned Thoughts, [ 
And let thy Tongue be equal with thy Heart. 0 
Shall I endure the fight of Somerſet ? / 

\ Falſe King, why haſt thou broken Faith with me, Na 


Knowing how hardly I can brook abuſe? 
King did I call thee? No, thou art no King: 
Not fit to Govern, and rule Multitudes, 


Which durſt not, no nor canſt not rule a Traitor, Bu 
That Head of thine doth not become a Crown : To 
Thy Hand is made to graſp a Palmer's Staff, 
And not to grace an awful Princely Scepter. M: 
That Gold muſt round engirt theſe Brows of mine, 
W hoſe ſmile and frown, like to Achilles Spear An 
Is able with the change to kill and cure. | 


Here is a Hand to hold a Scepter up, Hi 
And with the ſame to a& controlling Laws : | 
Give place; by Heaven thou ſhalt Rule no more 
O'er him, whom Heaven created for thy Ruler. | 
Som, O monſtrous Traitor! I arreſt thee York, 
Of Capital Treaſon *againſt the King and Crown ; | 


4 Obey, audacious Traitor, kneel for Grace, | 12 
| York, Would'ſt have me kneel? Firſt, let me ask of thce, Ca 

[| If they can brook, I bow a Knee to Man! | Tl 
I Sirrab, call in my Sons to be my Bail: TI 
I know, &er they will let me go to Ward, Bj 


They'll pawn their Swords for my Enfranchiſement, 
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Q. Mar. Call hither Clifford, bid him come amain, 
To lay, if that the Baſtard Boys of Tork "MPC 
Shall be the Surety for their Traitor Father. 
Tork. O Blood beſ potted Neapolitan, 
Out-caſt of Naples, England's bloody Scourge ; 
The Sons of * thy Betters in their Birth, 
Shall be their Father's Bail, and bane to thoſe 
That for my Surety will refuſe the Boys. 
Enter Edward and Richard. 
See where they come, I'll warrant they'll make it good. 
| ; Enter Clifford. 
Q. Mar. And here comes Clifford, to deny their Bail. 
Clif. Health and all Happineſs to my Lord the King. 
Tork. I thank thee, Clifford. Say, what News with thee? 
Nay, do not fright me with an angry Look: 
We are thy Sovereign, Clifford, kneel again z 
For thy miſtaking ſo, we pardon thee. - 
Cliff. This is my King, Tork, I do not miſtake, 
But thou miſtak'ſt me much to think I do; 
To Bedlam with him, is the Man grown mad? 
K. Henry. Ay, Clifford, a Bedlam and ambitious humour 
Makes him oppoſe himſelf againſt his King. 
Clif. He is a Traitor, let him to the Tower, 
And crop away that factious Pate of his. 
Q. Mar. He is arreſted, but will not obey : 
His Sons, he ſays, ſhall give their Words for him. 
Tork. Will you not, Sons? 
E. Plan, Ay, Noble Father, if our Words will ſerve. 
R. Plan. And if Words will not, then our Weapons ſhall. 
Clif. Why, what a brood of Traitors have we here? 
Tork, Look in a Glaſs, and call thy Image fo. 
I am the King, and thou a falſe-heart Traitor; 
Call hither to the Stake my two brave Bears, 
That with the very ſhaking of their Chains 
They may aſtoniſh theſe fell-lurking Curs : 
Bid Salisbury and Warwick come to me, 
Enter the Earls of Warwick and Salisbury. 
Clif. Are theſe thy Bears? We'll bait thy Bears to death, 
And manacle the Bearard in their Chains, 
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If thou dar ſt bring them to the baiting place. 
R. Plan. Oft have I ſeen a hot o er- weening Cur 
Run back and bite, becauſe he was with-hel 


| 
| W ho being ſuffer'd with the Bear's fell Paw, 
Hath clapt his Tail betwixt his Legs and cry'd : 
And ſuch a piece of Service will you do, L an 
If you ſuppoſe your ſelves to match Lord Warwick. C 
Clif. Hence, heap of Wrath, foul indigeſted Lump, 7 
As crooked in thy Manners, as thy Shape. To 
Tork, Nay, we ſhall heat you thoroughly anon. 0 


Clif. Take heed leaſt by your heat you burn your ſelves. Tha 
R. Henry. Why, Warwick, hath thy Knee forgot to bow? And 


Old Salisbury, ſhame to thy ſilver Hair, Mig 
Thou mad miſs- leader of thy Brain- ſick Son, N 
What, wilt thou on thy Death- bed play the Ruffian? The 
And ſeek for Sorrow with thy Spectacles? Thi 
Oh where is Faith? Oh where is Loyalty? As e 
Tf it be baniſh'd from the froſty Head, | Tha 
Where ſhall it find a harbour in the Earth? Eve 
Wilt thou go dig a Grave to find out War, | 0 
And ſhame thine honourable Age with Blood? And 
Why art thou old, and want'ſt Experience? Deſſ 
Or whcrefore doſt abuſe it, if thou haſt it? 7 
For ſhame, in duty bend thy Knee to me, To 
That bows unto the Grave with milky Age, R 
Sal. My Lord, I have conſidered with my ſelf. For 
The Title of this moſt renowned Duke, 7. 
And in my Conſcience do repute his Grace, R 


The rightfut Heir to Englands Royal Seat. 
K. Heury. Haſt thou not ſworn Allegiance unto me? 


Sal. | have. 7 

K. Henry. Canſt thou diſpenſe with Heaven or ch i And 

Sal. It is great Sin to ſwear unto a Sin; { Oat Nov 
But greater Sin to keep a ſinful Oath: Ard 
Who can be bound by any ſolemn Vow Cliff 
To do a miurd*;ous D:ed, to rob a Man, Prou 
To force a ſpotleſs Virgin's Chaſtity, Mar: 
To reave the O:phan of his Patrimony, 
To wring the Widow from her cuſtom'd Right, W 
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And have no other reaſon for his wrong, 
But that he was bound by a ſolemn Oath ? | 

Q. Mar. A ſubtle Traitor needs no Sophiſter, 

E. Henry, Call Buckingham, and bid him arm himſelf, 

York. Call Buckinghamy and all the Friends thou haſt, 
I am reſolv'd tor Death and Dignity. | 

Clif, The firſt, I warrant thee; if Dreams prove true. 

War, You were beſt go to Bed, and dream again, 

To keep thee from the Tempeſt of the Field. 

Old Clif. Lam reſolv'd to bear a greater Storm, 

Than any thou canſt Conjure up to day: 
And that I'll write upot-thy Burgonet, 
Might I but know thee by thy Houſe's Badge. 

War. Now by my Father's Badge, old Nevil's Creſt, 
The rampant Bear chain'd to the ragged Staff, 

This day I'll wear aloft my Burgoner, 
As on a Mountain top, the Cedar ſhews, 
That keeps his Leaves in ſpight of any ſtorm, 
Even to affright thee with the view thereof, 

Old Clif. And from thy Burgonet, I'll rend thy Bear, 
And tread it under foot with all contempt, | 
Deſpight the Bearard, that protects the Bear, 

Y. Clif. And fo to Arms, victorious noble Father, 

To quel the Rebels, and their Complices. 

K. Plan. Fie, Charity for ſhame, ſpeak not in ſpight, 
For you ſhall ſup with * Chriſt to night. 

7. Clif. Foul Stigmatick, that's more than thou canſt tell. 

R. Plan, If not in Heav'n, you'll ſurely ſup in Hell. 


[ Exennt, 
Enter Warwick, 
War, Clifford of Cumberland, tis Warwick calls; 
And if thou doſt not hide thee from the Bear, 
Now when the angry Trumpet ſounds Alarum, 
Ard dy'ng Mers cries do fill the empty Air, 
Cliferd, [ ſay, come forth and fight with me, 
Proud Northern Lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 
Warwick is hoarſe with calling thee to Arms. 
. Enter York, 
Har. How now, my noble Lord? what all a-foct? 
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Tork. The deadly handed Cliford flew my Steed: 


But match to match I have encountred him, The 
And made a prey for Carrion, Kites and Crows, And 
Even of the bonny Beaſt he lov'd fo well. To « 
Enter Clifford. My 
Mar. Of one or both of us the time is come, It (< 
Tork, Hold Warwick : ſeek thee out ſome other Chaſe, No 1 
For I my ſelf muſt hunt this Deer to death. Shall 
War. Then nobly Tork, tis for a Crown thou fight'ſt: And 
As I intend, Clifford, to thrive to day, Shal 
It grieves my Soul to leave thee unaſſail'd. [ Exit War, MW Hen 
Clif. What ſeeſt thou in me, York ? 
Why doſt thou pauſe ? 
Tork. With thy brave bearing ſhould I be in love, As 
Bur that thou art ſo faſt mine Enemy. | In c 
Clif. Nor ſhould thy Proweſs want praiſe and eſteem, Cor 
Bur that *tis ſhewn ignobly, and in Treaſon. | AS 
York, So let it help me now againſt thy Sword, So | 
As I in Juſtice, and true Right expreſs it. But 
- Clif. My Soul and Body on the Action both. Not 
Tork. A dreadful lay, addreſs thee inſtantly. 
Clif. La fin Corronne les oeuvres. [ Dies, R 
York. Thus War hath given thee Peace, fof thou art ſtill; For 
Peace with his Soul, Heav'n, if it be thy will. Thi 
Enter young Clifford. Hat 
7. Clif. Shame and Confuſion, all is on the rout, Swe 
Fear frames diſorder, and diſorder wounds Prie 
Where it ſhould guard. O War! thou Son of Hell, Fig] 
Whom angry Heav'as do make their Miniſter, 
Throw in the frozen boſoms of our Part, ( 
Hot Coals of Vengeance. Let no Soldiers flie. Way 
He that is truly dedicate to War J 
Hath no Self-love; nor he that loves himſelf, ret 
Hath not eſſentially, but by circumſtance, ( 
The name of Valour. O let the vile World end, No 
And the premiſed Flames of the laſt day, To 
Knit Earth and Heav'n together. By 


New let the general Trumper blow his blaſt, 
Particularities, and petty ſounds 


till; 


Lo 
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To ceaſe. Waſt thou ordained, O dear Father, 

To loſe thy Youth in Peace, and to atchieve 

The Silver Livery of adviſed Age, 

And in thy Reverence, and thy Chair-days, thus 

To die in Ruffian Battel? Even at this fight, 

My Heart is turn'd to Stone; and while tis mine, 

It ſhall be Stony, Tork, not our old Men ſpares : 

No more will I their Babes, Tears Virginal, 

Shall be to me, even as the Dew to Fire; 

And Beauty, that the Tyrant oft reclaims, 

Shall to my flaming Wrath, be Oil and Flax. 

Henceforth, I will not have to do with pity, 

Meet I an Infant of the Houſe of York, 

Into as many gobbits will I cut ir, 

As wild Medea, young Abjirtns did. 

In cruelty, will I ſeek out my kame. 

Come thou new ruin of old Clifford's Houſe: 

As did e/£neas old Anchiſes bear, 

So bear I thee upon my manly Shoulders ; 

But then, Æneas bare a living load; 

Nothing ſo heavy as theſe woes of mine. > [Exits 
Enter Richard Plantagenet, and Somerſet zo fight. 

R. Plan. So, lye thou there: Somerſct 55 Kill d. 

For underneath an Ale-houſe paltry ſign, 

The Caſtle in St. Albans, Somerſet 

Hath made the Wizard famous in his Death: 

Sword, hold thy temper; Heart, be wrathful ſtill: 

Prieſts pray for Enemies, but Princes kill. 

Fight, Excurſions. Enter King Henry, Queen Margaret, 
and others, 

Q; Mar. Away my Lord, you are ſlow, for ſhame a- 
Way. | 
* Henry, Can we out- run the Heav'ns? Good Marga- 
ret ſtay. 

O. Mar. What are you made of? You'll not fight nor fly: 
Now is it Manhood, Wiſdom, and Defence, 

To give the Enemy way, and to ſecure us 
By what we can, which can no more but fly. 


Alarum afar ＋17 
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If you be tren, we then ſhould ſee the bottom 
Of all our Fortunes; bur if we haply ſcape, 

As well we may, if not through your neglect, 
We ſhall to London get, wheie you are lov d, 
And where this breach now in our Fortunes made 


May readily be ſtopt. 
a f 4 Enter Clifford. 


Clif. But that my Heart's on future miſchief ſet, 
J would ſpeak Blaſphemy e'er bid you fly; 
But fly you muſt : Uncurable diſcomfit 
Reigns in the Hearts of all our preſent Parte. 
oy for your relief, and we will live 
To ſee their Day, and them our Fortune give. 

Away my Lord, away. f [ Exeunt, 
Alarum. Retreat. Enter York, Richard Plantagener, War 
wick, and Soldiers, with Drum and Colours, 

Tork, Of Salisbury, who can report of him, 
That Winter Lion, who in Rage forgets 
Aged Contuſions, and all bruſh of time: 
And like a Gallant in the brow of Youth, 
Repairs him with occaſion, This happy day 
Is not it ſelf, nor have we won one Foot, 
If Salisbury be loſt, 

R. Plan. My noble Father, 
Three times to day I hope him to his Horſe, 
Three times beſtrid him; thrice I led him off, 


pPerſwaded him from any further Act: 


But ſtill where danger was, ſtill there I met him, 
And like rich Hangings in an homely Houſe, , 
So was his Will in his old feeble Body. 
But noble as he is, look where he comes. 

Enter Salisbury. 

Sal. Now, by my Sword, well haſt thou fought to diy; 
By th' Maſs ſo did we all. I thank you Richard. 
God knows how long it is I have to live; 

And it hath pleas'd kim that three times to day 
You have defended me from eminent Death. 
Well Lords, we have not got that which we have, 
*Tis not enough our Foes are this time fled, 


Being oppoſites of ſuch repairing Nature. * 
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xenunt, 


Wat 
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Tork, I know our ſafety is to follow them, 
For, as I hear, the King is fled to London, 
To call a preſent Court of Parliament, 
Let us purſue him &er the Writs go forth, 
What ſays Lord Warwick, ſhall we after them? 
War. After them! nay, before them, if we can: 
Now by my Hand, Lords, *twas a glorious Day. 
St, Alban's Battel won by famous York, 
Shall be eterniz'd in all Age to come. 
Sound Drum and Trumpets, and to London all, 
And more ſuch Days as theſe to us befall. [ Exennt, 


The End of the Third Volume. 


